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Sir Patient Fancy. 


P R OL OG UE, 
Spoken by Mr. Berterton. 
E write net now, as th antient Poets writ, 


And coxen you, to give ye all content. 
rue Comedy, writ even in Dryden's Style, 
Vill hardly raiſe your Humours to a Smile. 

ng did his Sovereign Muſe the Scepter ſway, 
Ind long with Foy you did true Homage pay : 
ut now, like happy States, luxurious grown, 

he Monarch Wit unjuſtly yon dethrone, 
ind a tyrannick Commonwealth prefer, | 
here each ſmall Wit flarts up and claims his ſhare 3 
[nd all thoſe Laurels are in pieces torn, 
Vbich did &er while one ſacred Head adorn, 
ay, even the Women now pretend to reign ʒ 


Defend us from a Poet Joan again 
| A 2 £ Thet 


SHS, 


1 


I For your Applauſe of Nature, Senſe and Wit; 
EY But, like good Tradeſmen, what's in faſhion vent, 


2 


4 PROLOGUE. 

That Cranes! s in a hopeful way 

To Heaven, where the Lay-Siſters each and SA 
Ohthe great Bleſſing of I little Wit I 

Pre. ſeen awelevated Poet fit, 

And hear the Audience laugh anit elap, thor . 

Gad 4 er all, * tis a damn'd filly Play: 

Hiunconcerw d, riss only=— I it ſo 
Na macter, theſe unwitty-things will dos, 

Mhen your fine fuſtian uſeleſs Eloquence 

Serves but to chime aſleep a drouſy A udience, 

Who at the waſt expente of, Wit would treat, 

That might ſo cheaply pleaſe the Appetite? 

Such homely Fare you're like to find to * s 

Our Author © 

Alas ! a Poet's — for nothing nor, 

Unleſs he have the knack of ag, tco ; 1 

For tis heyond all natural Sen ſ⸗ ws ueſs q 

How their ſtrange Miracles were i 0] ous. 

Your Preſto Jack be gone, and come again, 

With all the Hocus Art of Legerdemain; — 

Your dancing Teſter, Nut- meg, and your Cups, 

Out-does your Heroes and your amorous Fops. 

And if thischance to pleaſe you, by that rule, 

He FER e, Muli mich the. PROM Fool. 
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Sir Patiend Foley, an old rich Alder 
man, and one that fancies _ al- 
ways ſick, W225 

Leander Fatty, bis Nephew, in * 
with Lucretia, 

Wittmore, Gallant! to the Lady Fancy, 

Y a wild young: Fellow os 2 ſmall For- 
tune. 


Knowely love with 1/abella, 
Sir Credulons Eafy,/ a fooliſn Devonſhire 
Knight, deſign'd to 2 Lucretia ia, 
Curry, his Groom, , 
Roger, Footman to the Laly rr. 
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* Doctors, Sixc(Sefyarits: to Sir Patient, Ballad-Sin Zers 


Perſonæ. 


* 


Mr, Leight. 


Fu. Crosby. 


Mr. Berrartgss | 


9d 1808 . Ia 
Lodwitk Kuen, o Wund, 7 
Fu. Nokes. 


Mr. Richards, 


- and , een Ge . Ee. Ip 
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m. 6 ply: „ Wealg wits t to Sit 
Patient, 

The Lady Knowell, an affected learned 
Foul, Mother to Tadwich apd Va- 

n 

Lucretia, Daughter t to the L. WK. 

1/abella, Daughter to Sir Patient Fancy, 

Fanny, "A Child 6f © ſeyen Years old, 
Daughter to Sit Patient Fancy. 

Mandy, the Lady Fancy's Woman, 

Betty, * woman to Iſabella, 
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ACTI SCENE I. 
5 A Room. | 
Enter Lucretia with Iſabella. 


DIS much I owe to Fortune, my den 
Lucretia, for being ſo kind to make 
us Neighbours, where with Eaſe wi 
may continually exchange our So 
dad Thoughts without the attendanc 
of a Coach, and thoſe other itil 
Formalities that make a Bufineſs of a Viſit; it loo 
ſo like a Journey, I hate it. i 
Lucr. Attendance is that Curſe to Greatneſs that con 
fines the Soul, and ſpoils good Humour; we are ft 
whilſt thus alone, can laugh at the abominable Fox 
peries of this Town. 
Iſab. And. lament the numberleſs Impertinences where 
ww they continually plague all young Women of Qu 
* Yet theſe are the precious things our grave P: 
rents ſtill chuſe out to make us happy with, and all for 
filthy Jointure, the undeniable argument for our Slave 
to Fools. | | A 
Iſab. Cuſtom is unkind to our Sex, not to allow us fre 
Choice; but we above all Creatures muſt be forced to en 
dure the formal Recommendations of a Parent, and thi 
more inſupportable Addreſſes of an odious Fop z whil 
the obedient Daughter ſtands——thus——with ber Han 
pinn'd before her, à ſet Look, few Words, and a Mei 
that cries—Come marry me: out upon't. 
- Lucr, J perceive then, whatever your Father deſigni 
you a:e reſoly'd to love your own way. | 


Ia 
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1/ab. Thou mayſt lay thy Maidenhead upon't, and be 
{ure of the Misfortune to win. | 

Lucr. My Brothet Lodwick's like to be a bappy Man 
then. | 5 * k 7 f 

Iſab. Faith my dear Lodwick or no body in my heart, 
and I hope thou art as well reſolv d for my Couſin Leander. 

Lucr. Here's my Hand upon't, I am; yet there's ſome- 
thing ſticks upon my ſtomach, which you muſt know. 

Jab. Spare the Relation, for 1 have obſerv'd of late 
your Mother to have order'd her Eyes with ſome ſofineſs, 
her Mouth endeavouring to ſweeten it ſelf into Smiles 
and Dimples, as if ſhe meant to recal Fifteen again, and 
give it all to Leander, for at him ſhe throws her Darts, 

Lucr. Ist poſſible thou ſhov'dft have perceiy'd it al- 
ready? 1 opporchd 

Jab. Long ſince- 10 

Lucr. And now I begin to love him, would vex me 
to (ce my Mother marry him well, I ſhall never call 
bim Father. | A} 

1/ab, He'll take care to give bimfelf a better Title, 

Lucr. This Devonſhire Knight too, who is recommended 
to my Mother as a fit Husband for me, I ſhall be ſo tor- 
mented with My Brother ſwears he's the perteſt, molt 
unſufferable Fool he ever ſaw; when he was at my Un- 
cle's laſt Summer, he made all his Diyerſion. 

Iſab. Prithee let him make ours now, for of all Fops 
your Country Fop is the moſt tolerable Animal ; thoſe of 
the Town are the moſt unmanageable Beaſts in Nature, 

Lucr.vAnd are the moſt noiſy, keeping Fops. 

Hab. Keeping begins to be as ridiculous as Matrimony, 
and is a greater Impoſition upon the Liberty of Man; 
the Inſolence and Expence of their Miſtreſſes has almoſt 
tir'd out all but the old and doting part of Mankind: the 

reſt begin to know their yaiue, and ſet a price upon a 
good Shape, a tolerable Face and Men: —and ſome there 
are who have made excellent Bargains tor themſelves that 
way, and will flatter ye and filt ye an an quated Lady 
as artfully as the moſt experienc'd Miſs of en, all, 

Lucr. Lord, Lord! what will this World come to? —- 
but this Mother of mine———1/abella, [5:295, 

AS” Jab. 
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lit. 15 Miſcrect and virmorus' endugb, 4 little too af. 

fected, as being the moſt. learned of ber Ser. 

Lucr. Methinks to be read in the Arts, as they call em, 

is the peculiar, Proyince of the other Sex. | 

- © , 1ſab, Indeed the Men would haye us think ſo, and boaſt ! 

their Learning and La deute but if they can find any 

of our Sex fuller of Words, and. to ſo little 17 5 2 
ſeomie of their Gownmen, TI, be content 0 cha e my 

Petticoats for Pantaloons, and go to a Grammar: ſchobl. 

© i, Lucr, Ohhey're the greateſt Babelards in Nature. 0 

Lab. They call us eaſy and ſond, and charge us with F 

all weakneſs; but look into their Actions of Love, State 

or War, their ropgheſt buſineſs, and go hall find. em : 

n 
4 


ſway'd by ſome Tho have the luck to their Foibles ; 
witneſs my Father, a Man reaſonable enough, till drawn 
away by doting Love and Religion: what a Monſter my 
; Foung Mother nhakes of bim! flatter'd him firſt into Ma- 


'trimony, and now into what ſort of Fool or Beaſt ſhe ſ 
pleaſes to make of him. 1 . "Ml U 
Tucr. I wonder ſhe does not turn him3to Chriſtianity; 
methinks a Conventicle ſhould ill agree wich her Hu- a 
Re 
Ijlſab. Oh, ſhe finds it the only way to ſecure her from 
his Suſpicion, which if ſhe do not e'er long give him cauſe Ml 
| for, I am miſtaken, in her Humour, —— But ſee your 0 
| Mother and my. Couſin, Leander, who ſeems, poor man, 
under ſome great Conſternation, for he looks as gravely I. 
as a Lay- Elder conducting his Spouſe from a Sermon. 
Enter L. Rnowel and Leander. A 
| T. Kno. Oh fy upon't. See Mr. Fancy, where your fo 
Couſin and my Lucretia are idling; Dii boni, what an in · . 
: ſupportable-loſs of time's this? T in 
Tean. Which might be better imploy'd, if I mightꝭin - m 
ſtruct em, Madam. . 0 
L. Kno. Ay, Mr. Fancy, in conſultation with the An- Bf ©" 
tients —Oh the delight of Books! when I was of their 
| age, I always imploy'd my looſer, Hours in reading if 
ſerious, twas Tacitus, Seneca, Plutarch's Morals, or ſome 


ſuch uſeful Author; if in an, Humour gay, I was ſpe 
Poetry, Virgil, Homer or Tafſo. Oh that Love 1 


Fa 


| 
£ 
: 


4 


Sir PAT IENT FAN c Nx. 
Renaldo and Armida, Mr. Fancy ! Ah the Careſſes that 
fair Corcereis gave, and received from the young Warrior, 
ah how ſoft, delicate and tender! Upon my Honour L 
cannot read them in the Excellence of their Original Lan- 
guage, without I know not what Emotions. | 
* Methinks *fis very well in our Mother Tongue, 
Madam. | ] k e 
I. Kno. O faugh, Mr. Fancy, what have you ſaid, Mo- 
ther Tongue! Can any thing that's great or moving 
7 expreſs'd in filthy Engliſh? — I'll give you an energetical 
uh proof, Mr. Fancy; obſerve but divine Homer in the Gre- 
| cian Language --—- Ton d apamibominous proſiphe podas 
ochus Achillens / Ah how it ſounds ! which engliſh'd 
c » JS dwindles.into the moſt grating ſtuff Then the ſwitt-foot 
Achilles made reply: oh faugh. N 
ny Lucr. So now my Mother's in her right Sphere. 
la- L. Kno, Come, Mr. Fancy, we'll purſue our firſt de- 
ſe gn of retiring into my Cabinet, and reading a leaf or 
| two in Martial; I am alittle dull, and wou'd-tain laugh. 
Ys Lean. Methinks, Madam, Diſcourſe were much better 
ju. Vith theſe young Ladies, Dear Lucretia, find ſome way 
to releaſe me.” 0 7 [Aſide. 
L. Kno. Oh, how I hate the impertinence of Women, 


—_ 


1 

7 who for the generality have no other knowledge than thar 
ur of dreſſing; I am uneaſy with the unthinking Creatures. 

in, Lucr. Indeed 'tis much better to be entertaining a young 
y Lover alone; but I'll prevent her, if poſſible. LAſide. 


L. Kna, No, I am ſor the ſubſtantial pleaſure of an 
Author. Philo ſaphemur ! is my Motto, — Lm ſtrangely 
zur fond of you Mr. Fancy, for being a Scholar. 

n. Lean. Who, Madam, I a Scholar? the greateſt Dunce 
in Nature - Malicious Creatures, will you leave me to her 
in. WT mercy? 127 : = them aſide. 

| Lucr. Prithee aſſiſt him in his miſery, for I am mad, 
n- and can do nothing towards it. Aſide. 
eir 1/ab, Who, my Couſin Leander a Scholar, am ? 
if L#cr. Sure he's too much a Gentleman to be a Scholar. 
me Jab. 1 vow, Madam, he ſpells worſe than a Countiy 
for Farrier when he preſcribes a Drench. | 
en Lean, Then, Madam, I write the leudeſt hand. 
go A 5 ä 
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Jab. Worſe than a Politician or a States · man. ( 
Lucr. He cannot read it himſelf when he has done. I 
Lean. Not a word on't, Madam, | 

L. Xno. This agreement to abuſe him, I underſtand— 


ell chen, Mr. Fancy, let's to my Cabinet... 5 
your hand. 

Lean, Now ſhall I be teas d unmercifully, 11! wail 1 
on you Madam, 7 [Exit Lady, 
find ſome means to redeem me, or I ſhall be mad b 

[Exit Lean n 
Enter Lodwick. is 


Lad. Nah my dear Iſabella here, and without a Spy 
what a bleſſed opportunity muſt I be forc'd to loſe, forlfif th 
there is juſt now arriv'd my Siſter's Lover, whom 1 an to 
— to receive: but if you have a mind to laugh be 
little | | 
| Iſab. Laugh! why are you turn'd Buffoon, Tumbler c* 
0 or Presbyterian Preacher ? 

Lod. No, but there's a Creature below more ridicu M 
1 lous than either of theſe, | 
1 Lucr, For love's ſake what ſort of Beaſt is that ? Ich. 
Lod. Sir Credulous Eaſy, your new Lover juſt come we 
to town Bag and Baggage, and I was going to acquaint]yl \ 
my Mother with it. | | 

Iſab. You'll find her welt employ'd with my Couſingthi 
oO RE WY | | 

Lucr, A happy opportunity to free him: but. what Ha 
ſhall 1 do now, Brother 2 | | 

Lod, Oh let me alone to ruin him with my Mother :8W/or 
get you gone, I think I hear him coming, and this Apart 
ment is appointed for him, | 

Zucr. Prithee haſte then, and free Leander, we'll into on 


— 
— LY 


_— 
wi, war 


— 
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the Garden, [ Exeunt Luc, and Iſab. None 
A Chair and a Table, Enter Sir Credulous in a riding ha 
habit, Curry his Groom carrying a Portmantle. ſon 

Led. Les tis the Right Worſhipful, 1'll ro my Mo- 
ther with the News. [Ex, Lod An 


Sir Cred. Come, undo my Portmanile, and equip me, ¶ Cl. 
that I may look like ſome body before I ſee the Ladies 
| Curry 


= 
i 

; 
| 
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Curry, thou ſhalt e en remove now from Groom to Foot- 
man; for I'll ne'er keep Horſe more, no, nor Mare nei- 
ther, ſince my poor Gillian's departed this Life. 

Car. *Ds diggers, Sir, you have griey'd enough for 
your Mare in all Conſcience.z think of your Miſtreſs new, | 
Sir, and think of her no more. S918: 3 

Sir Cred. Not think of her! 1 ſhall think of her whilſt 


vai 1 live, poor Fool, that 1 ſhall, tho I had forty. Miſtreſles, 
ay, Cur, Nay, to ſay truth, Sir, twas a good-natur'd civil 
ad beaſt, and ſo ſhe remain'd to her laſt gaſp, for ſhe cou'd 
an never have left this World in a beiter time, as the ſaying 

is, ſo near her Journey's End. | TU 
py ! Sir Cred, A civil Beaſt ! Why was it civilly done of her, 
foi thinkeſt thou, to die at Brentford, when had ſhe liv'd till 


to morrow, ſhe had been converted into Money and have 
been in my Pocket ? for now I am to marry and live in 
Town, 1'1! ſell off all my Pads; poor Fool, I think ſhe 
een died for grief I wou'd have ſold her. 

Cur, Twas unlucky to refuſe Parſon Cuffet's Wiſe's 
Money for her, Sir. 

Sir Cred, Ay, and to refuſe her another kindneſs too, 
that ſhall be nameleſs which ſhe offer'd me, and which 
wou'd have given me good luck in Horſe-fleſh too; Zoz 
I was a modeſt fool, that's truth on't. 

Cur, Well, well, Sir, her time was come you muſt - 
think, and we are all mortal as the ſaying is. 

Sir Cred. Well, *twas the lovingſt Tit ;—but Graſs and 
Hay, ſhe's gone — where be her Shoes, Curry? | 

Cur. Here, Sir, her Skin went for good Ale at Brent- 
ord, [Gives him the Shoes, 

Sir Cred. Ah, how often has ſhe carry'd me upon thete 
Shoes to Mother Jumbles-z thou remember 'ſt her hand- 
ſome Daughter, and what pure Ale ſhe brew'd ; between 
dne and t'other my Rent came ſhort home there; but let 
hat paſs too, and hang ſorrow, as thou ſayſt, I bave 
ſomething elſe to think on, 


Mo- [Takes his things out, lays them upon the Table 
od And Carry, as ſoon as I am gell, go you away to St. 
me,; Nlementꝰ's Church-yard, to Jacłſen the Cobler there. 
Cr. What your Dog: tutor, Sir? | | 


LL 


- Shire, and here at Londen in Term time, and that but 


12 Sir PATIENT Taxcy. 
Sir Cred. Yea, and ſee how my Whelp proves, ] put to 
him laſt Parliament. „ 
Cu. Yes, Sir. e . 1 | 
Enter Leander, and ftarts back ſeeing Sir Cred. 


* 


Sir Cred, And ask him what Gameſters come to the 


Ponds now agays, and what good Dogs. | 
Cur. Yes, Sir. i eee | 
* Lean. This is the Beaſt Lodwick ſpoke of; how cou'd 
I laugh wete be deſign'd for any but Lucretia *[Afrde, 
Sir Cred. And doſt hear, ask him if he have not ſold 
his own Dog Diver with the whitz Ear; if I can*purchaſe 
him, and my own. Dog prove right, l'll be Duke of 
r 2 
* g . Fea peg [Sir Cred. dr eſſes himſelſ. 
Well, 1 think T fhal} be fine anon, be. | 
' Cur. But 20, 20, Sir, as the faying is, this Suit's a 
little out of faſhion, tas made that very year 1 came to 
your Worſhip, which is five Winters, and as many 
Summers. Sure e lp 8 
Sir Cred. What then Mun, I never wear it, but when 
1 go to be drunk, and give my Voice for a Knight'o'th! 


1 — n 


eight times in eight Viſits to eighi ſeveral Ladies to whom 
I was recommended, $68 8 7 
X Cur. I wonder that amongſt eight you got not one, 
i. 1 

Sir Cred. Eight! Zoz 1 had Eight-ſcore, Mun; but the 
Devil was in em, they were all ſo forward, that before 1 
cou'd ſeal and deliver, whip quoth Jethro, they were ei. 
ther all married to ſome body elſe, or run quite away; fo 
that I am reſolv'd if this fame Lucretia prove not right, 
Vl een forſwear this Town and all their falſe Wares, 2. 
mongſt which, zoz J believe they vent as many falſe 
Wives as any Metropolitan in Chriſtendom, I'II ſay that 
for't, and a Fiddle for't, i'faith ; — come give me m 
Watch out, —ſo, my Diamond Rings too: fo, I think 1 


Thall appear pretty well all together, Curry, Nah. te 


Tean. Like ſomething monſtrouſiy ridiculous, I'll be 
ſworn. 5 2 a AI Aja. it 


Cur, 


to 


Sir PATIENTFaxcy. 13 
Cur. Here's your Purſe of broad Gold, Sir, that your 


Grandmother gave r ta go a eng withal, I ue er 


ſnew, Sir. 
Sir Cred. Ay, fad ſhe charg'd me never to part Wb 


it ;—ſo, now for the Ladies.  -*[Shakes his Ribbons. 
Ld, Leander, what mak'ſt thou N like a Holy-day | 


Fool gazing at a Monſter ? 
e 


Lean. And one I hope I have no great reaſon to fear. 

Lod: 1 am of thy opinion; away, my Mother's coming; 
take this opportunity with my-Sifter, ſhe's th Garden, 
and let me alone with this Fool, for an Entertainment 
that ſhall ſhew him all at once: away — [Exit Lean, 
[Lod, goes in to Sir Cred. 
Sir Cred. Lodwick,” my dear Friend! and. little Spark 
of Ingenuity 202 Man, I'm but juſt come to Town. 
Embrace. 

Lod, Tis a joy ful hearing, Sir. 

Sir Cred. Not ſo joy ſul neither, Sir, when you ſhall 
know poor Gillian*s dead, my little grey Mare; thou 
knew'ſt her, mun : Zoz *has made me as melancholy as 


the Drone of a L antaſhire Bag-pipe. But let that paſs; 


and now we talk of my Mare, Zoz 1 long to ſee this 
Sifter of thine. | 

Lod. Shel] be with you preſently, Sir Credulows. 

Sir Cred. But hark ye, Zoz, I have been ſo often fob'd 
— in theſe matters, that between you and I, Lodwick, if 

1 thought I ſhou'd not have her, Zoz, I'd neer oe Fre- 
cious time about her. 

Lod. Right, Sir; and to fay truh, theſe Women have 
ſo much Contradiction in em, that tis ten to one but a 
Man fails in the Art of pleaſing, 

Sir Cred. Why, there's it: therefore ates 4 704. 


wick tell me a few of thy Siſter's Humors, and if I fail. 


then hang me Ladies at your Door, 'as the Song ſays. 
Lod. Why faith ſhe has many odd Humors hard 4 
to-hie;”” + 

sit Cred. Zoz let em be as hard as Hercules his Labors 
in the Vale of Baſſe, I'll not be frighted from attempting 


her, 


Led, 


* % 4 
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14 Sir PATIENT FAN cv. 
muſt be courted her own way. 
Sir Cred. Why let's hear her way. | 
Log, She muſt be ſurpriz'd with ſtrange Extravagancies 
wholly out of the Road and Method of common Court- 


P. ﬀ fi $7977 | 
Sir Cred. Shaw, is that all? Zoz I'm the beſt in Chriſ- | 


tendom at your out of. the- way bus neſſes. Now do I 
find the Reaſon. of all my il} Succeſs; for I us'd one and 
the ſame method to all I courted, whatever their Humors 
were; hark ye, prithee give me a hint or two, and let 
me alone to manage Matters. | | 

Lod, 1 have juſt now thought of a way that cannot but 
take 

Sir Cred. Zoz, out with it Man. 

Lad. Why, what if you ſhould repreſent a dumb Am- 


baſſador from the blind God of Love. 


Sir Cred, How, a dumb Ambaſſador ? Zoz Man, how 


| ſhall I deliver my Embaſſy then, and tell ber how much ! 


love her? beſides, I had a pure Speech or two ready 
by. heart, and. that will be quite loſt, Aſide, 
Lod, Fy, fy! how dull you are! why, you ſhall do 


it by Signs, and I'll be your Interpreter. 


Sir Cred. Why faith this will be pure; I underſtand you 
now Zoz, I am old excellent at Signs; 1 yow this will 
be rare. 

Lod. It will not ſail to do your buſineſs, if well ma- 
nag d but ſtay, here's my Siſter, on your life not a 


fyllable. 
Enter Lean. Lucr. and Iſab. 
Sir Cred. I'll be rackt firſt, Mum budget. -prithee 
preſent me, I long to be at it, ſure, 
ie falls back, making Faces and Grimaces. 
Tod. Siſter, I here preſent you with a worthy Knight, 
ſtruck dumb with admiration of your Beauty ; but that's all 
one, he is employ'd Enyoy Extraordinary from the blind 
God of Love: and ſince, like his young Maſter, he muſt 
be defective in one of his Senſes, he choſe rather to be 
dumb than blind, ERS . | 
Tucr. J hope the fmall Deity is in good Health, = ; 
Jab. 


Lod. Why, ſhe's one of thoſe fantaſtick Creatures that 


4 Bo _v8uooca a 
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Jab. And his Miſtreſs Pſyche, Sir? | 

[He ſmiles and bows, and makes figus. 

Lod. He ſays that Pſyche has been ſick of late, but 

ſomewhat recoyered, and has ſent you for a Token a pair 

of Jet Bracelets, and a Cambrick Handkerchief of her 
own ſpinning, with a Sentence wrought in't, Heart in 
hand, at thy command. | Look#1g every word upon Sir 

| | Credulous as he makes ſign:.. 

Sir Cred, Zoz, Lodwick, whardo you-mean ? I'm the- 


Jon of an Egyptian if E underſtand. thee. 


[Pulls him, he makes ſigns to him to hold his peace. 

Led. Come, Sir, the Tokens, produce, produce 

| f He fails back making damnable ſigns, 
How! Faith I'm ſorry for that with all my heart, ——he 
fays, being ſomewhat put to't on his Journey, he was 
forced to pawn the Bracelets for half a Crown, and the- 
Handkerchief he gave his Landlady on the Road for a 
ra received, — this tis when People will be 
ooling | | 
Sir Cred. Why, the Devils in this Lodwick, for miftak- 
ing my Signs thus: hang me if ever I thought of Brace- 
lets or a Handkerchief, or ever received a Civility from 
any Woman breathing, is he bewitcht trow ? ¶ Aſide. 

Lean, Lodwick, you are miſtaken in the Knight's mean- 
ing all this while. Look on him, Sir,. do not you 
gueſs from that Look, and wrying of his Mouth, that 
you miſtook the Bracelets for Diamond Rings, which he 
_— begs, Madam, you. would grace with your fair 
Hand:! + n ©, | 

Lod, Ah, now I perceive it plain. 

Sir Cred. A Pox of his Compliment. Why. this is 
worſe than t'other. What ſhall I do in this caſe '* — 
ſhould 1 ſpeak and undeceive them, they would ſwear 
twere to fave my Jems: and to part with *em—Zoz, 


bow ſimply ſhould I look! but hang't, when I have 
married her, they are my own again. | 
[Gives the Rings, falls back into Grimaces, 
Leander whiſpers to Lodwick. 
Led. Enough Then Siſter, ſhe has ſent you a Purſe of 
ber own knitting full of Broad Gold. F- 


Sir 


"—"—_- 


[16 Sir PAT NT FANCY. 


: 
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| | 58 * 
bs 
* 


, : * 


1 | . ow his Watch with pitiful Grimacer 


this Watch, tis a kind of Hierogly phick that will inſtrock 


vou ought to imploy in dreſſing, till Two at Dinner, till 
Five in Viſits, till Seven at the Play, till Nine i'th' Park, 
Ten at Supper with your Lover, if your Husband be not 
at home, or keep his diſtance, which he's too well bred 
not todo; then from Ten to Twelve are the ha 5p wy 


Zoz Vilfee-how:far they'll drive the Jet. 1 4 


Gold Watch which he deſigns you from bimſelf. + 


| thing thus? Well, Zoz, I'm reſolv'd to give it her, and 


rf phicks ! the Devil take me, if I knew of any ſuch Virtues 


* 


Sir Cred. Broad Gold! why, what a Pox does the Man 
, conjure 9 
Tod. Which, Siſter, faith you muſt accept of, you ſee 
* that Grimace how much will grieve him elſe. 
Sir red. A pretty civil way this to rob. a Man. — Why, 
- Lodaick,—awhy what a Pox will they have no mercy 2— 


[Gives the Gold and bows, and ſcrapes and ſcrews, 

Lod. Say you ſo, Sir? well Vil ſee what may be done. 
. behold him, and take pity on him; he has but 
one more humble requeſt to make you, tis to receive a 


Sir Cred. Why, how long has this Fellow been a Con- 
jurer? for he does deal with the Devil, that's certain 
Id. —.— | 1. » [Pallls bim. 
Tod. Ay do, ſpeak and ſpoil all do. 
Sir Cred. Speak and ſpoil all, quoth he! and the 
:-Duce/take me if I am not provak'd to't; why how the 
Devi ſhould he light ſlap-daſn, as they ſay, upon every 


Wm her if ſhe have any Conſcience in her. 

| Lid. Now, Siſter, you mult know there's a Myftery i 
you how a married Woman of Jour Quality ought to 
1 cred. How, my Watch Myſteries and Hierogly- 


it had, * ; [ They are all looking on the Watch, 
Lod, "ION at Eight, from which down to Twelve 


the Bergere, thoſe of intire Enjoyment, _— 
Sir Cred. Say you ſo? bang me if 1 ſhall not 20 ads m 


_ think I may chance to be a Cuckold by the ſhift, . W 


* ; 4 K 
: = 


Jſab. Well, Sir, what __ ſhe _ _ To 1 
"IN again ? | 
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Tod. Oh] thoſe are the dull Conjugal hours for ſleeping 
with ber own Husband, and dreaming of Joys — 
Lover alone can give ber. | 
Sir Cred. Nay an ſne be for Sleeping, Zoz, I am as 
good at that 10 e an "OE _ her” 2 or Wande 
ee 27 
Lod. Bot L have Gs Sir Credulous baue dumb 0 
tion to make you by way of farther Explanation. 
Sir Cred. A dumb Oration! Now do Iknow no more 
how to ſpeak a dumb Speech than a | 
Luc. Oh I love that ſort of Eloquence extremely. 
Led. I told 3 this would take her.. 
Sir Cred. Nay, I know your lent Speeches we incons 
parable, and F have ſuch a'Speech in my Head. 
Loa, Your Poſtures, your Poſtures, begin, Sr. ts? 
He puts himſelf into u ready Poſture asf he 
would ſpeak, but _ makes Faces. 


the * n 04101 wats. 355 
ery Pag. Sir, ruh deſires eak with ” rape [To Lean: 
and Lean. Vil wait: on her,—a Peri ont. 94 


Pag. I have command to bring you Sir, inſtant y. 


a Lean. This is ill luck, Madam, I cannot ſee the Fate 
in out; I'll wait on Jou at oon * wy good Fortune will 
uct permit me. | V it. 


Tuc. He's going to my Mete dear Iſabella, lee g 
and hinder their Diſcourſe: Farewel, Sir Ambaſſader,; 


y pray remember us to Pſyche, nor forgetting the little bing 
des Archer, ha, ha, ha. [Ex. laughing. 
ch. Sir Cred. So, I have undone all, they” are both gone, 
Ive flown I proteſt; "why what a Devil 'ail'd? em ? Now have 


been dumb all this white to no purpoſe, you too never 
told her my meaning right; as I hope to breathe, had any 
but yourſelf done this, I ſhould have ſworn by Helicon 
and all the reſt of the Devils, you had had a defignto have 
urs BWabus'd me, and cheated me of all my Moveables too. 

4 Lod. What a hopeful Project was here defeated by my 
ar miſtake ! but courage, Sir Credulous, I'll put * * Aa 
: way ſhall fetch ali about * * 

till Sir Cred. Say you ſo? ah dear Lodwick, let me bear it. 


od, Y Ns "ad 


— 7 
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Serenade. 


ſay but the word and it ſhall be done Man, let me alone 


| Cymbals? 


Bantam's own Mulick ? | 


Sir Cred. Ay, Sir, the King of Bantam's : a Friend of 
mine had a Preſent ſent him from thence, a moſt unbeart 
of curioſity 1'il aſſure you. | 
Tod. That, that by all means, Sir. 


Books, ſtealing thence is lawful Prize —— Well, Sir, you 
- Seryant. 2h 


| ſhe hates all impertinent Noiſes but what ſhe makes her 


Lod. Why, you ſhall this Night give your Miſtreſs 2 


Sir Cred. How! a Serenade! | 

Lod. Yes, but it muſt be perform'd after an extrava- 
gant manner, none of your dull amorous Night-walking 
Noiſes ſo familiar in this Town; Lucretia loves nothing 
but what's great and extravagant, and paſſes the reach of 
vulgar practice. 0 ru | | 

Sir:Cred. What think you of a ſilent Serenade? Zoz, 


for Frolcks, i' faith. 8 Yao bf 
Lod. A ſilent one! no, that's to wear a good humour 
to the Stumps; I wou'd have this want for no Noiſe 3- the 
extremes of theſe two Addreſſes will ſet off one another. 
Sir Cred. Say you ſo? what think you then of the Bag. 
pipe, Tongs, and Grid. iron, Cat -· calls, and loud - ſounding 
Tod. Naught, naught, and of known uſe; you might 
as well treat her with Viols and Flute-doux, which. wer 
enough to diſoblige her for ever. | 
Sir Cred, Why, what think you then of the King « 


Tod. How! the King of Bantam's Muſick ? 


Sir Cred. Well, I'll go borcow em preſently. 
Lad. You muſt provide your ſelf of a Song. 
Sir Cred. A Song! hang't,*tis but rummaging the Play 


5 [Exit 
Enter Leander. 


Zod. I hope 'twill be ridiculous enough, and then th: 
Devils in't if it do not his Buſineſs with my Mother, fe 


ſelf. She's now going to make a Viſit to your Uncle, pur 
poſely to give me an opportunity to Iſabella. 


Dean 
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Lean, And I'm ingaged to wait on her thither, ſhe 
deſigns to carry the Fiddles too ; he's mad enough al- 
ready, but ſuch a Viſit will fit him for Bedlam, 

Lod. No matter, for you have all a leud Hand with 
bim; between his continual imaginary Sickneſs, and per- 
petual Phyſic, a Man might take more Pleaſure in an Hoſ- 
pital, What the Devil did he marry a young Wife for ? 
and they fay a handſome Creature too. 

Lean. To keep up his Title of Cuckold I think, for 
ſhe has Beauty enough for Temptation, and no doubt 
makes the right uſe on't; wou'd I cou'd know it, that 1 
might prevent her cheating my Uncle longer to my 
undoing, | | 

Lad. She'll be cunning enough for that, if ſhe have 
Wit: but now thou talk'ſt of Intrigues, when didſt fee 
Witmore? that Rogue bas ſome lucky Haunt which we 
muſt find out. — But my Mother expects your atten- 
dance; I'll go ſeek my Siſter, and make all the Intereſt 
there I can for you, whilſt you pay me in the ſame-Coin- 
to Iſabella. Adieu. . a 

Lean, Truſt my Friendſhip, [Ex. ſeveratly... 


ACT H. SCENEEL 
4 Garden. 


Enter Lady Fancy, Wittmore, and Maundy. 
Mit. L Nough, my charming Miſtreſs, you've ſet my 
Soul at Peace, and chas d away thoſe Fears 
and Doubts my Jealouſy created there; 

Maun. Mr. Wittmore's ſaitsfy'd of your Conſtancy, Ma- 
dam ; tho had L been: your Eady ſhip, I ſhould have given 
him a more ſubſtantial Proof, which you might yet do, if 
you wou'd make a handſome uſe of your time. 

Wit. Maundy adviſes well; my deareſt, let's withdraw 
o yonder Coyert Arbour, whoſe. kind —_— wall 

ecure 


* 


10 . reer 


* ele-that. Gods vt vn | 
Oe - 60) 4th fa dard erin 


pa 
'® 'E: For... dare not for. the world, Sir Patient is now in 
Alleen, and tis to thoſe few Minutes we are oblig d for 
this Enjoyment,» which ſnoud Love make us 4ranſgrd(s, v 
5 And he ſhoud wake and ſurpriae us, we were naman Jo! 
euer ; na, let us employ. this little time we have in con | 
ſulting 1 may be often happy, and ſecureiy ſo: Oh ba 
RE”? _ . bow. 1 1a guiſh for the dear opportunity! "TY 4 A 
n png cou'dyaugneſs, what Torments I have ſufferd iin 
| "_— in theſe few {fatal Monchs an have er * -chou Pe 
0 wou aſt pity me. 1 151 | 
= - IL. Fan. — But to our 3 ber is 1 am yet e tu! 
2 1 by my ,Husband, lam eternally plagu' d with bis 
| 3 beꝰs ſo fond of me, he ſcarce gives me time to wl 
. Write: to thee, he waits on me from room to room, hands N 
1 me in the Garden, ſhoulders me in the Balcony, nay does 
izbe office of my Women, dreſſes and undreſſes me, and de 
| does ſo ſmirk at his handy work: in ſine, dear Warmore, 
I am impatient till I can have leſs of TRE and P“ 
more of thine, . a2 Op 
Mit. Does he never go out of Town 2 
1335 L. Fan. Never without wrde. Ph 
—_—— = Nor to Church? 2 5 
_ 7; Fan, To a Meetin n too 
ties me, acid is as i ale re me as of his rebel - 
3 lious Opinion, for his Religion means nothing but that, H 
and Contradiction; pores . 1\ſeem to like too, ſince is th 
| the beſt Cloke I can put on to cheat him with. a 
Wit, Right, my fair Hypocrite, 1 
L. Tan, But dear Mitt more, here's noth Ic comical 
as to hear me cant, and even cheat aves, the 
— themſelves, that · delude the Nnorant Rabble, | 2 
Wit. . Miracles cannot "youle hrs dr Foggy Tea 
I. Pas. Judge what a Gne Life 1 lead he white,” to- be in 
— Ger up with an old formal doting ſiek Husband, and a 
Herd of ſnivelling / grinning Hypocrites, that call them 
*-felverrhe teaching Saints; who under-pretence of ſecuring 
de t the number of their Hock, do ſo ſneer upon me, ke 


ce 


pat 
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pat my Breaſts, tinted cry fre, he ppon this faſhion of ta t 


ing Nakedneſs. '[Thro the Ne. 

Wit. Dear Creature, How-con's we laugh at thy new 
way of living, had we but ſome Minutes allow d us to en · 
joy that Pleaſure alone. | 

IL. Fan. Think, dear Wirtmore think, Maundy and 1 
have thought over all our Deyices to no "purpoſe, - 

Wir. Pox on't I'm the dulleſf Dog at ploiting, chioking,, 
in the world; 1 mould have made a Frimpabſe ill e 
Poet: Has he quite left off going to the Change? - 

L. Fan Oh, he's grown cautiouſly rich; and will: ven⸗ 
ture none of his ſubſtantial Stock in tra nſitory. Traffick. 

Wit, Has he no mutinous Cabal, nor Coffee-houſes, 
where he goes religioully to conſult the Velfare of the 
Nation? 

L. Fan. His imagin'dSickarks bas made this their Ren: : 
deyouz' | © 

Wit, When he goes to bis blind Devotion, can not you 
pretend to be ſick?” that” may give us at leaſt two or three: | 
opportunities to begin with. 

L. Fan. Oh? then 1 ſhould be plagu'd with lab? 
Phyſick and Extempore Prayers till I were ſick indeed. 

Wit, Damn the humorous Coxcomb and all his Family, 
what ſhall we do) 

L. Fan. Not all, for he has 2 Daughter that” has goof 
Humour, Wit, and Beauty enough to ſaye her,—ſtay— 
that has jogg'd a Thought, as the Learned fay, which 
muſt jog on, till” the motion Have er e 
worth * chinking _ 

8 Roger running. | 
| Maint. Ad's me here's danger near, our Scout comes 


1 7 


in ſuch haſte, | . aas 


1 * 


I. Fan. Roper, what's the matter? 
Reg. My Maſter, Madam, is riſen from tp; ndl come 
in to the Garden See, Madam, he's dhe. 3 
L. Fan. What an uplucky Accident Was this? 
Wit, What ſhall I do, tis too late to obſcure my ſelf 2 
L. Fan. He ſees you already, thro the Trees, —bere— 
keep your diſtance, your Hat under your Arm 3 ſo, be very 
ceremonious, whilſt I ſettle a demure — 
1. 
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Maun. Well, there never came good of Lovers that 
were given to too much talking; had you been ſilently 
kind all this while, you had been willing to have parted 
by this time. 1 K i 

Enter Sir Patient in a Night- Gon, reading a Bill, 

Sir Pat. Hum,—Twelve Purges for this preſent Fanu« 
ary=—as I take it, good Mr. Doctor, I took but Ten in 
all December —By tbis Rule I am ſicker this Month, than 
I was the laſt. —And good Maſter Apothecary, methinks 
yourPrizes are ſomewhat too high: at this rate no body 
wou'd be ſick. — Here, Roger, ſee it paid however,. 
Ha, hum. [Sees em, and flarts back.) What's here, 
my Lady Wife entertaining a leud Fellow of the Town ? 
a Yanting Cap and Feather Blade. p W 1 

L. Fan. Sir Patient cannot now be ſpoken with. But, 
Sir, that which I was going juſt now to ſay to you, was, that 
i would be very convenient in my opinion to make your 
Addreſſes to 1/abella, — twill give us opportunities. { Aſide} 
We Ladies love no Impoſition ; this is Counſel my Huſ- 
band perhaps will not like, but I would have all Women 
chuſe their Man, as I have done, —my dear m—_ 

| : 4 de. 

Sir Pat. 1 profeſs ingenuouſly an excellent Pa. Lady 

this of mine, tho I do not like her Counſel to the young 

dan, Ro I perceive would be a Suitor io my Daughter 
T/ave | £3: Bc 

| © Madam, ſhould 1 follow my inclinations, 1 

ſhould pay my Vows no where but there. but I am 
inform'd Sir Patient is a Man ſo poſitively reſolv d 

L. Fan. That you ſhould love his Wife. [Aſide. 

Wit. And F'll comply with that Reſolve of his, and 
neither love nor marry Iſabella, without his Permiſſion; 
and I doubt not but I ſhall] by my Reſpects to him gain 
his Conſent,—to cuckold bim. LAſide. 
3 Fat. I profeſs ingenuouſly, a very diſcreet young 

n. is ? 

Wit. But, Madam, when may I promiſe my ſelf the 
ſatisfaction of coming again? For I'm impatient for the 
Sight and Enjoyment of the fair Perſon I love. 


L. Fan. 


1 Go > =» 


* 
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L. Fan. Sir, you may come at night, and ſomething 1 


vill do by that time hall 1 give you that acceſs 
zu wiſh for. 


Wit. May I depend upon that happineſs? 

L. Fan. Ob, doubt not my power over Sir Patient. 
'Sir Pat, My Lady Fancy, you promiſe largely. 

L. Fan. Sir Patient here! 

Wit, A Devil on him, wou'd I were well off: now 

it 1 diſſemble, profeſs, and lye moſt confoundedly. 
Sir Pat. Your Servant, Sir, your Servant, —My Lady 
ancy, your Ladyfhip is well entertain'd I ſee; have a care 
du make me not jealous, my Lady Fancy. 

L. Fan. Indeed 1 have given you cauſe, Sir Patient, 
vr I have been entertaining a Lover, and one you mult 
dmit of too. 

Bir Pat. W ye (lo, my Lady Fancy 2—— Well, Sir, 
am a Man of Reaſon, and if you ſkew me cauſes 
hy, can bid yqu welcome, for 1 do nothing without Rea- 

on and Precaution. 
Wit. Sir I have. — 


Sir Pat. I know what you wou'd the. Sir z few Words 
enoteth a wiſe Head,. you wou'd ſay that you have 
n Ambition to be my Son- in-Law. 

Wit. You gueſs moſt right, Sir. 

Sir Pat. Nay, Sir, 1'll warrant I'll read a Man as well 
s the beſt, 1 have ſtudied it. 

Wir, Now Invention, help me or never. 

Sir Pat. Your Name I pray? [Putting off his Hat © 

Wit. Fainlove, Sir. gravely at every Word. 

Sir Pat. Good Mr. Fainlove, your Country? 

Wit. Torkſhire, Sir. 


Sir Pat. What, not Mr, Fainlove's Son of Yorkſbire, 


ho was knighted in the good days of the late Lord Pco- 


etor? [Off bis Hat, 
it, The fame, Sir. am in, but bow to come 
ff again the Devil take me if 1 know. [Aſide. 


Sir Pat. He was a Man of admirable parts, believe me, 
notable Head-piece, a publick-ſpirited Perſon, and a 
zood Commonyealths-man, that he was, on my word.— 


Wits 


our Eſtate, Sir, 1 pray? 


| 
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i. I have not neee |, eſurn a 
now ite value: For I ama Dag it I do- LA ſide, 
| Sir Pat. O' my Word tis then conſiderable, Sir; for 
be left but one Son, and fourteen hundted Pounds per 
Annum, as I take it 5 which Son, I hear, is lately come 
from Geneva, whither he was ſent for virtuous: Educa- 
ton. I am glad of your Sw; CIOs Keligidn, 


I pray? r 4 | ho 
Mi. Lou cannot doubt my Principles, Si, daes cd > 
cated at Geneva, Sit 


Sit Put. Your Father was 2 diſcreet Man; Ah b. Fain 
love, he and I have ſeen better days, and wiſh'd we cod 
have foreſeen theſe that are arriy d. 

n. That he might have turn'd boneſt in time, be 
means, before he had purchas'd Biſhops Lands. 

Sir Pat. Sir, you have no Place, PROP Dependance 
or Attendance at Court, I hope? ,'- 

"Wit." None Sir,—Wou'd I had-—ſo you wer hang. | 

11's [ dt. 

IL. Fan. Nay, Sir, you may believe, L knew his Ca- 
yg and Abilities gn 0 encourage his Ad. 

dreſſes. ; 

Sir Pat. My Lady Fancy; youane: 2 diſcreet Ladys ; 
Well I'd marry her out of hand, to prevent Mr. Lod iat 
hopes: for tho the yeung man may deſerve well, that 
| Mother of bis I'll have nothing to hh _ "Grice ſhe BF 

. refuſed to marry my Nephew. l(Aſd. 

5 Enter Fanny« ' 21 ne 
Fran. Sir, Father, _ wy rere ehe ber 

Family come to-fee 

Sir Pat. How! her — Family. I 28 to keep 

Houſe; very fine, her whole Family: !. ſhe's Plague 
elch to mortify any good Chriſtian, Tell her, m 
Lady and I am gone 4 3 tell ber any _—_ to kerp | 
her a e | JG : 

h Fen 5 ues I ella ys Sir Father, and ro a Lady „ 
er 

„ Alf org Her Quality and- ſhe are a Goopht of i imperti 

nent things, which are very woubleſome, and's not to be 


indur'd I take it, . Me | * 
0 ran 
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Fan. Sir, we ſhou'd bear with things we do not love 
metimes, tis a fort of Trial, Sir, a kind of Mortifica - 

dn fit for a good Chriſtian, © 

Sir Pat. Why, what a notable talking Baggage is this! 
Ow came you by this Doctrine? 

Fan, I remember, Sir, you preach'd it onee to my 
er, when the old Alderman was the Text, whom you 

horted her to marry, but the wicked Creature made ill 
on't. e 5 | | 
Sir Pat, Go your way for a prating Huſwife, go, and 


your Siſter hither, [Exit Fanny.] — Well, Pm 


oly'd to leaye this Town, nay, and the World too, 
her than be tormented thus. IA 

L. Fan. What's the matter, Dear, thou doſt ſo fret thy 
f ? 

Sir Pat. The matter! my Houſe, my Houſe is befieged 
th Impertinence ; the intolerable Lady, Madam Ro- 


, chat walking Library of profane Books is come to 


\S I 


It MC, 

L. Fan. My Lady Knowell ? | 

Sir Pat, Yes, that Lady of eternal Noiſe and hard 

ords, | 

L. Fan. Indeed *tis with pain I am oblig'd to be civil 
her, but I conſider her Quality, her Hasband was 

d an Alderman, your Friend, and a great Ay and No 


Wn in th' City, and a painful Promoter of the good 


zuſe. } 

Sir Pat. But ſhe's a Fop, my Lady Fancy, and ever 
is ſo, an idle conceited fhe Fop; and has Vanity and 
dngue enough to debauch any Nation under civil Go- 
rnment: but, Patience, thou art a Virtue, and Affliction 
Il come,——Ah, I'm very ſick, alas, I have not long 


| dwell amongſt the Wicked, Oh, oh,——Roger, is the 
cor come? 


Enter Roger. 

Rog, No, Sir, but he has ſent you à ſmall draught of 
Pint, which you are to take, and move upon t. 
Sir Pat. Ah. Well, I'll in and take it j=— Ah 
, G crave your W for a —_— for I deſign you 
ul ice my Daughter, I'll not m Work on't, Sir: 
Vor. IV. N * 9 alas 


— — = 
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alas I would diſpoſe of her before I die: Ab,—1'll bring 
her to you, Sir, Ah, Ah. [Goes out with Roper, 
L. Fan, He's always thus when viſited, to ſave Chargg 
hut how, dear Wittmore, cam'ſt thou to think of 
Name ang Country. ſo readily ? 
Wit. Egad 1 was at the beight of my Invention, an 
the Alderman civilly and kindly aſſiſted me with the ref 
but how to undeceive him” _  _  _ 
L. Fan. Take no care for that, in the mean time youll 
be ſhreudly hurt to have the way laid open to our Enjoy. 
ment, and that by my Husband's procurement too: By 
take heed, dear Wittmore, whilſt you only deſign to feig 


a.Courtſhip, you do it not in good earnelt, x 
Wit. Unkind Creature ! reg | as 
L Fay. I would. not have you endanger her Hen 

neither: for thau haſt Charms will do*t.—Prithee do n 

put on thy beſt Looks, nor ſpeak thy ſofteſt Language; oy 

for if thou doſt, thou canſt not fail to undo her. 
Wit, Well, my pretty Flatterer, to free her Heart api * 
thy Suſpicions, III make ſuch. aukard Love as ſhall po, 

ſuade her, however ſhe chance to like my Perſon, to think * 


moſt leudly of my Parts. But tis fit L take my leaye 
for if Lodwick: or Leander ſee. me here, all will be ruin 
death I had forgat that, OD 

L. Fan. Leander's. ſeldom at home, and you mi 
time your Viſits : but ſee Sir Patint's return'd, and wi 
him your new. Miſtreſs,  _ 2 

Enter Sir Patient and Iſabella. 

Sir Pat. Here's my Daughter 1/abella, Mr. Fainlov: 
ſhe'll ſerve for a Wife, Sir, as times go; but I hope yo 
are none of thoſe... Sweet - heart, this Gentleman 
have deſign'd yau, be's. rich and young, and I am ge 
and ſickly, and juſt going out of the World, and wou 
gladly ſee thee in ſafe Hands. | — 

Maun, He has been juſt going this twenty Years., [ 4ſu« 

Sir Pat. Therefore I, command you to receive. 

Enter Fanny. 
Fan. Sir Father, my Lady Knowel!'s in the Gardens 
I. Fan. My Dear, we muſt go meet her W 


— 
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Sir Pat. A hard caſe, a Man cannot be ſick in quiet. 


Iſab. A Husband, and that not-Lodwick / Heaven for- 


id, - I Ade, 
Wit. Now Foppery aſſiſt to malce — \. 


Death ſhe's. and inviting z what an inſenſible 
Dog ſhall i eats refuſe the Enjoyment of ſo 
air, ſo. new à Creature, and who is like to be thrown 
nio my Arms too whether I will or not but Con- 
cience and my Vows to the fair Mother: No, I wil be 
oneſt. Madam, as Gad ſhall ſave me, Pm the- 
an of a Whore, if you are not the moſt Belle Perſon” 
ever ſaw, and if I be not damnably in love with you; 
ut a pox take all tedious Courtſhip, I have a free botn 
nd generous Spirit; and as I hate being confin'd'to dull 
ringing, Whining, Flattering, and the Devil and all of 
'oppery, ſo when I give an Heart, I'm an Infidel, Madam, 
f I do not love to dot frankly and quickly, thar thereby 
may oblige the beautiful: Receiver of my Vows, Pro- 
eſtations, Baſſtens and Inclinatiom n 
Jab. You're wonderfut ingaging, Sir, and I were an 
ngrate not to facilitate a return for the Honour you are 
eas d to do me. e 
Wit. Upon my Reputation; Madam, you're a civil 
vell· bred Perſon, you have aft the Agreemony of your 
ex, la belle Taille, la bonne Mine, & Reparteee bien, and 
re tont oure-toore, as l'm a Gentleman, fort agreeable, — 
f this do not pleaſe your Lady, and nauſeate her; the 
Devil's in em boibh for unreaſonable Nomen 
| | | [To Maind; 
Fan. Gemini, Siſter, does the Gemleman conjure ?* 
Iſab. I know not, but I'm ſure I never ſaw a more 
ffected Fop. Io l 
Maun, Oh a damnable impertinent Fop! tis pity, for 
e's a proper Gentleman, n. 
= i. Well; i L do hold ont;'Egad I ſhall be the braveſt 
oung Fellow in Chriſtendoat ; But, Madam, I muſt 
iſs your Hand at preſent, I have ſome Viſits to make, 
eyoirs to pay, neceflities of Gallantry only, no Love 
len, agagement by Jove, Madam; it is ſufficient 1 have given - 
acy 8 B 2 | 2 my 
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my Parole to your Father, to do him the honour of my 
Alliance; and an unneceſſary Jealouſy will but diſoblige, 
Madam, your Slave. Death, theſe Rogues ſee me, 
and Pm undone. [ Exit, 

Enter Lady Fancy, Lady Knowell, Sir Credulous and 

Lucretia, with other Women and Men. 

L. Know. 1ſabella, your Servant, Madam: being ſen- 
ſiþle of the inſociable and ſolitary Life you lead, 1 have 
brought my whole Family to wait on your Lady ſhip, and 

this my Son in Futuro, to kifs your Hands, I beſeech your 
Lady ſnip to know him for your humble Servant: my Son 
and your Nephew, Madam, are coming, with the Muſick 
too, we mean to paſs the whole Day with your Lady- 
ſnip:. and ſee they are here. | | 

Enter Lodwick pulling in Wittmore, Leander with them. 

Lod, Nay, ſince we have met thee fo luckily, you muſt 
back with us. 

Mit. Lou muſt excuſe me, Gentlemen. 

Tod. We'll ſney you two or three fine Women. 

Wit. Death, theſe Rogues will ruin me but I have 
Buſineſs, Gentlemen, tha. | 
Lean. That muſt not hinder you from doing Deeds 
Charity: we are all come to teeze my Uncle, and you 
muſt aſſiſt. at ſo good a Work; come, gad thou 125 
make love to my Aunt—— I wou'd he wou'd effec- 
iuallr. - AZ 3.v 3-55 2: Ta 
_ Lod. Now I think on't, what the Devil doſt thou do 
here? > 5£.£ I & | ; 

Wit, Here !———0b Sir bave a deſign upon the Al- 
derman, 

Led, Upon his handſome Wife thou meaneſt 3 ah 
Rogue! 49 85 I 1 107 | | | 
Mit. Faith no,— a— tis to— borrow Mony of him; 
and as I take it.Gentlemen, you are not fit Perſons for 1 

Man of Credit to be ſeen with, J paſs for a graver Man, 
- Led; Well, Sir, take your Courſe but egad be 
ſooner lend thee his Wife than his Money. 

ö h 3 | [Exit Wittmor 

| Lean, Aunt, I have taken the boldneſs to bring a Ge 


tleman of my acquaintance to kiſs your Ladyſhip's Hand " 


— 
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Lod. Thy Aunt ! death, ſhe's very handſome.— Ma- 
dam, your moſt humble Servant. [Kiſſes the L. Fan. 
Lean. Prithee imploy this Fool, that I may 9 8 an op- 


rtunity to entertain thy Siſter. 
Tod. Sir Credulous,. what not a Word? not a  Compli- 


| ment ? Hah, be brisk, Man, be” gay and witty, 

ew talk to the Ladies. 

— Sir Cred. Talk to em Why, what ſhall 1 . o 
*em? 

oor Lod. A thing, ſo it be to little ſe, / 

_ Sir End N . Sir, let me alone for that matter but 

ick Bi who are they, prithee ? 

dy- Led: Why, that's my Eady Fayoy,. and that's _-= 


Daughter-in-Law, ſalute em Man. 
Sir Cred. Fair Lady, I do proteſt and vow, you are 

the moſt beautiful of all Motherpin-Law, and the 

World cannot produce you r equal. 

Lod. The Rogue has — one method for all Adele. 


ny L uo. Oh abſurd? this, Sir, is the beamiful Macher- 
of in-Law. a | - na Z. Fan. 

gt | Enter Sir Patient. 

155 Sir red. Moſt noble Lady, I cry your metcy. Then 

halt i adam, as the Sun amongſt the Stars, or rather. as the 

tec Boon not in conjunction with the Sun, but in her oppo- 

ſid. WG: ion, when one riſes the other ſets, or as the Vulgar call 


Full Moon—1 ſay, as the Moon is the moſt beautiful of 
ll the ſparkling Lights, even ſo are you the moſt accom- 
pliſh'd Lady under the Moon — and Madam, I am ex- 
emely ſenſible of your Charms and celeſtial Graces. 


ab {6 [ To Iſabella, 
„Fir pat. Why chis is abominable and inſupportable. 
on Lacr, I find Sir, you can talk to purpoſe when you 
or Megin once. 
lan. Sir Cred. You are vieaſed to fav ©, noble Lady: but 
be muſt needs ſay, Iam not the worſt bred Gentleman for 
Country Gentleman that ever you ſaw ; for you muſt 
nor now, incomparable Lady, that I was at the Univerſit ity 
Genre Years, and there I learnt my Logick and Rhetorick, 
and hereby I became excellent at Repartee, ſweet Lady. As 
Lu. B 3 for 
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tor my Eſtate, my Father died ſince I came of Age, an 
leſt mea ſmall younger Brother's 8 N 

Tuer. A younger Brother's, 
BL, ene. ha, I — — you would infer fra 
that now: but yau-muſt=know, delicious La that'l a 
all the Children my Father had. Tt 

Lucr. Witty, I proteſt. | 

Si Cred. Nay, Madam, when 1 fet o 
witty, 

Lean. Cruel Lucretia, leave em, an let us ſnatch thy 
ty.to talk of aur own Affairs. 
Sir Cred. For you muſt know, bright Lady, tho I v; 
pleus d to railly my ſelf, '1.have:a pretty competent Eft: 


of about 9000. N en N N * 


L. Fan. . 

Sir Cred. Not ſo happy — —— Lady, 4 
Toft the:fineſt Mare yeſterday, ut let that pal 
wee you never in Devonſhire, Madam ? 

IL. Fan. Never, 9 13 

Sir Cred. In trotb, and that's pi fo 
you lov'd Hawking, Drinking, 25 — 

Lord, I mean Hunting ; i' faith per good Fello 
would keep you Company, Madam. 

Sir Pat. —_— Plot upon me, a mere Plot. 

| Lady Fancy, be tender df my Repmation, 'Foppe: 


catching, and 1 had as heve bea Cuckold as Husband 
a vain Voman. 


Sir Cred. Zona, dba be as you ſay, noble 
Lady, pray what Gentleman's this Ralle Sir, 1 
moſt humble Servant, 
Sir Nat. Oh ery pour mercy, Sir. Ln 
Sir Gred, No Offence, dear Sir, I proteſt : slife I. 
lieve dis the Maſter of ihe the Houſe, he look'd with ſuch 
thority; — why who cares, let him look as big as the k 
Winds, Eaſt, Weſt, North and South, I Care not this 
therefore I beg your Pardon, noble Sir. | 
Sir Pat. Pray ſpare your Hat and Sir, till 
* rg my . _ "eh ci. 
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sir Cred, O Lord! dear Sir, tis all one for that, I va- 
e not a Leg nor an Arm amongſt Friends, I am a De- 
onſbire Knight, Sir, all the world knows, a kind of 
ountry Gentleman, as they ſay, and am come to Town, 
o marry my Lady Knowel!”s Daughter. | 
Sir Pat, I'm glad on't, Sir. [Walks away, be follows, 
Sir Cred, She's a deſerving Lady, Sir, if I have any 
udgment ; and I think I underſtand a Lady, Sir, in the 

Light Honourable way of Matrimony, | 85 

Sir Pat. Well, Sir, that is to ſay, you have been mar- 
jed before, Sir; and what's all this to me, good Sir ? 

Sir Cred. Married before! incomparable, Sir! not ſo 
teither, for there's difference in Men, Sir. Ny ; 

Sir Pat. Right, Sir, for ſome are Wits, and ſome are 
ools. * 3 

Sir Cred. As I hope to breathe, was a ſaying of my 
randmother's, who us'd to tell me, Sir, that bought Wit 
vas beſt, I have brought Money to Town for a ſmall 
urchaſe of that kind; for, Sir, I wou'd fain ſet up for a 
,ountry Wit, — Pray Sir, where live the Poets? for I 
7ou'd fain be acquainted with ſome of them. 

Sir Pat, Sir, I do not know, nor do I care for Wits 
ad Poets. Oh, this will kill me. quite, I'll out of Town 
mmediately, — St 1 | * 

Sir Cred. But, 24 men fine railing Bully Wits, 
hat have Vinegar, Gall and Arſenick in eim, as well as 
alt and Flame, and Fire, and the Devil and all. 

172 Pat. Oh defend me! and what is all this to me, 
Dir! ; 

Sir Cred. Oh, Sir, they are the very Soul of Entertain- 
ent; and, Sir, it is the prettfeſt ſport to hear em rail 
and baul at one another——Zoz wou'd 1 were a Poet. 

Sir Pat. I wilh FO were, ſince you are ſo fond of be- 
ny rail'd at, — If 1 were able to beat him, I would be 

uch angry. but Patience is a'Virtue, and I will into 


1 he Country. [4/ide. 


Sir Cred, "Tis all one caſe to me, dear Sir, — but I 
ſhould have the pleaſure of railing Wan, cum privilegio; 
love fighting with thaſe pointleſs Weapons.— Zoz, Sir, 


ou know if we Men of in, fall oui (lor you are 
| 4 | a 


o — — — — — 
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a Knight I take it) why there comes a Challenge upon 
and ten to one ſome body or other is run thro the Gil 


why, a Pox on't, I fay, this is very damnable, give 


Poet's Licence... 


L. Fan. Take him off in pity. Io Leand 


Lod, Indeed Railing is a Coin only current among th 
Poets, Sir Credulous. | 


Sir Pat. Oh bleſt Deliverance !—— what a prof 


Wretch is here, and what a leud World we live in—0 


London, London, how thou aboundeft in Iniquity ! d 
young Men are debauch'd, thy Virgins defloured, a 
thy Matrons all turn'd Bauds ! My Lady Fancy, this is n 
Company for you, I take it, let us fly from this vexati 
of Spirit, on the never-failing Wings of Diſcretion, — 


[Gong to lead Lady Fancy off, —the Lady Know: 


ſpeaking to Iſabella all this while. 
L. Kno. How! marry thee to fuch a Fop, fſay'ſt thou 
Oh egregious ! —as thou loveſt Lodwick, let him n 
know his Name, it will be dangerous, let me alone 


"evade it. 


Jab. 1 know bis fiery Temper too well to truſt hi 
with the ſecret. "fl Tt 


I. Kno. Hark ye, Sir, and do you intend to do tl 


horrible thing ? | OT vs fag 

Sir Pat, What thing, my Lady Knowell 2 

L. Kno. Why, to marry your Daughter, Sir. 

Sir Pat. Yes, Madam. ; * | 

L. Kno. To a beaftly Town Fool? Monſtrum horr! 
dum ! 
Sir Pat. To any Fool, except a Fool of your Race, 

our Generation, | 

L. Kno. How ! A Fool of my Race, my Generation 
I know thou meaneſt my Son, thou contumelious Knigi 
who, let me tell thee, ſhall marry thy Daughter in vito 


| that is, (to inform thy obtuſe Underſtanding) in ſpite 
theez yes, ſhall marry her, tho ſhe inherits nothing d 


thy dull Enthuſiam, which had ſhe been legitimate | 
had been poſſeſt with. Ek 
Sir Pat. Oh abominable ! you had beft ſay ſhe is non 


of my Daughter, and that I wasa En” 1 


88 „ sf a2> . 


— 
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L. Eno. If I ſhould, Sir, it would not amount to 
andalum Magnatum : 1'll tell thee more, thy whole 
digree,——and yet for all this, Lodwick ſhall marry 
dur Daughter, and yet I'll have none of your Ne- 


ew. : T I ; 
Sir Pat. Shall he ſo, my Lady Knotell? I ſhall go 
ar to out- trick your Ladyſhip, for all your politick 
arning. Tis paſt the canonical Hour, as they call it, 
I wou'd marry my Daughter inflantly 3 I profeſs we 
'er had good days ſince theſe canonical Fopperies came 
again, mere Popiſh Tricks to give our Children time 
r Diſobedience,—the next Juſtice wou'd ba* ſery'd turn, 
d have done the Buſineſs at any Hour: but Patience is 
irtue —— Roger, go after Mr. Fain-love, and tell him 
you'd ſpeak with him inſtant y)... 
L. Kno. Come, come, Ladies, we loſe fleeting time, 
on my Honour we do; for Madam, as I ſaid, I have 
ought the Fiddles, and deſign to ſacrifice the intire Eve- - 
g to your Ladyſhip's Diverſion, -—  , -. 
Sir Cred. Incomparable Lady, that was well thought 
; Zoz, I long to be jigging, © z 
Sir Pat, Fiddles, good Lord! why, what am I come 
Madam, I take it, Sir Patient Faucy*s Lady is not 
proper Perſon to make one at immodeſt Reyellings, and 
ot · ˙²˙ü᷑ẽĩ ĩ ˙ 
I. Fan. Why; ah, tis very true, Sir, but we ought 
t to offend a Brother that is weak, and conſequently a + 
. F 42 7 eke FR | 
Sir Pat. An excellent Lady this, but ſhe may be cor- 
ted, ah ſhe may fall; I will therefore without delay, 
ry her from this wicked Town. 
L. Xn0, Come, come, Gentlemen, let's in; 2 | 
muſt de my Man; Sir Credulous come, and 
ſweet Sir, come Ladies, Nunc eff ſaltandum, &c. 
N ras Iren. 


\ 
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ba + c E N E changes 4 4 Chamber... 


Sir Patient as 50%, Lady Fancy, Winnn 


:Maundy, and Roger with things. .. . 
Sir "Fs . pd 
our of Town inſtaatly,—. perſuade me not. [To 
Roger, is the Coach ready, Roger? 
Fog. Yes, Sir, with four Horſes. 


a i Qut of, Town! Ob I'm undone 12 thi 
| wi no hopes of ever ſeeing Wiermore. [ Afode, 
Maundy, oh, belp me to pe e ſtay, or I'm a e 
Wom 8 ſure Jeu cannot 8⁰ and leave yall 


Air, in Town. * 

Sir Pat. Affaiss! what Aﬀairs? 1 
I. Fan. Why, our Dai er's Marriap e, Sir n 
Jae Sir, but chat 1 deſire of all chings i 
World the Heft n of being 
Noiſe and leud io ders of of this ds G Town. 

Sir Pat. Mo ercckent Woman! ah thou art top gc 
1 Tenant of and I. will 3 remove thee in 

the Temptatigns of it.— Maund 27 Br Clothes Mr. E 
K wil Will Jeave Iſabella with my Lad 


45 date ing 
Fan. What hall 1 do? | 
1aun, Madam, I have a Deſign / hich cose 


bi Sens, this time ds our Bali . 
* Fan, 1 like it well, about! it inſtantli, bbs 


Kip, 6 mh) Sir. what als yaur Face? good Heaven. lo 


. My Face ! why, what ads my Face 2 hab! 
I. Fan. See, Mr. Fain · love, look on my Dear, is 
not ſtrangely alter'd ? 

Wit, Moſt wonderfully. | 
. „ Alter'd, hab—whby where, why bow alter 
alter ſay you? 


Min. Lord, bon "wildly he ſtares ! 


ferch my, Clothes, III dreſs me 


alone with you, far 1 


y, Ridger, my? 
er, who to morrow fee you r 


ILEx. Maund 


8 10 


ad! 


fr 


Sir Pur. Hah, tare willy? 
Rog. 'Are you not very ſick, Sir? 

L. Fan, Vick oh Heavens forbid !—How does my 
Doe? a lt die 99 
Sir Par, Metbinxs Y feel myſelf not well of fb? ſudden— 


d much chang d? 
Wit. All over, Sir, as big a 
L. Fan. Your Face is trig 
ear Eyes juſt ſtarting ſrom your 


ally blown up, and your 
Head; oh, I ſhall ſwoon 


1, th ith the apprehenſion ont. 
73% Tull, into Wittmore's Arms. 
Li Pat. My Head and Eyes ſo big, ſay you ;—ob I'm 


n, I perceive it now, my Senſes fail me too. 

L. Fan, How, Sir, your Senſes fail you? 

Wit, That's a very bad ſign, believe me, | 

Sir Pat. Oh, ay, for I can neither feel nor ſee this 
ighty Teal you ſpeak of. : 


Wit, Alas, I'm ſorry for that, Sir. | 
Rog. Sure tis impoſſible, I' run and fetch a Glafs, Sir. 
a 8 6 [offers to go. 
L. Fan. Oh ftay, I wou'd not for the world he ſhould 
ee what a Monſter he is, ——and is like to be before to 
morrow. | | [ Afede. 
Rog. I'll fir him with a Glaſs,— I'll warrant ye, iz ſhall 
adyance our Deſign, | | 
Enter Maundy with the Clothes, ſhe ſtarts, 
Maun. Good Heayen, what ails you, Sir ? 
Sir Pat, Oh—oh—'tis ſo. 
. Maun. Lord, how he's ſwoln ! ſee how his Stomach 
ruts, 
| Sir Pat, Ah 'tis true, tho I perceive it not. 
ah Maun. Not perceive it, Sir! put on your Clothes and 
de convinc'd, —try 'em, Sir. 
> & [She pulls off his Gown, and puts on his 
Fo Doublet and Coat, which come 
ler not near by a handful or more. 


/ Sir 
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—a kind of ſhilyering ſerres all my Littbr, —and am 1 


rondrous ſick o'th* fudden, —alf over fay you-—oh, oh 


Falls into a Chair, with great ſigns of Diſorder, 
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Sir Pat. Ah it needs not, mercy upon me 
[Falls bat 
Im loſt, I'm gone! Oh Man, what art thou but a Flowe:i 
- I am poiſon'd, this talking Lady's Breath's infectiou 
methought I felt the Contagion ſteal into my Heart; ſen 
for my Phyſicians, and if I die I'll ſwear ſhe's my Mu 
derer: oh ſee, ſee, how my trembling increaſes, oh hol 
my Limbs, I die. _ 
Enter Roger with a magnifying Glaſs, ſhews him 1 
Glaſs; he looks in it. 
Rog, I'Il warrant I'll ſhew his Face as big as a =" 
; | | [ Aſads, 
Sir Pat. Oh, ob, —I'm a dead Man, have me to Bed 
1 die away, undreſs me inſtantly, ſend for my Phyſician; 
I'm poiſon'd, my Bowels burn, I have within an ena 
my Brains run round, Nature within me reels. 
s l ey carry him out in a Chair, 
Wit, And all the drunken Univerſe does run on Wheel 
ha, ha, ha. | | 
Ah my dear Creature, how finely thou haſt brought him 
to his Journy's end! | 
L. Fan, There was no other way but this to have ſe 
cur'd my Happineſs with thee 3 there needs no more than 
that you come anon to the Garden Back-gate, where 
ſhall find admittance ; _——Sir Patient is like to lie alone 
to night. 
Wit. Till then twill be a thouſand Ages. 
L. Fan. At Games of Love Husbands to cheat is fair, 
Tis the Gallant we play with on the ſquare. 
| | [ Exennt ſeverally. 
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ACT m. SCENE TI 


Scene draws off, and diſcovers Lady Knowelf, 
Iſabella, Lucretia, Lodwick, Leander, 
Wirtmore, Sir Credulous, other Men and 
Nomen, as going to dance. 


L. Kno. Ome, one Dance more, and. then I think 
| we ſhall have ſufficiently teaz'd the Alder- 
man, and *twill be time to part. Sit Credulous, where's. 
your Miſtreſs ? | 
Sir Cred, Within a Mile of an Oak, dear Madam, 111 
warrant you.— Well, I E and vow, ſweet Lady, you 
dance moſt nobly,.— Why, you dance like like a 
———like a baſty Pudding, before Fove. 


[ They dance ſome Aniich, or Ruſtick- Antick. 


15 Lodwick ſpeaking to Iſabella. 
han 
2 SON G made by a Gentleman. 
on | | 

Itting by yonder River ſide, 


Parthenia thus to Cloe cry'd, 
Whilſt from the fair Nymph's Eyes apace 
Another Stream oer-fiow'd her beauteous Face 3 
Ah happy Nymph, ſaid ſhe, that can 
So little value that falſe Creature, Man. 


Oft the perfidious things will cry, 

Alas they burn, they. bleed, they die; 
But if they're abſent half a Day, 
Nay, let *em be but one poor Hour away, 

No more they die, no more complain, 
But like unconſtant Wreiches live again. 
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Lod, 8 have you canals of that Buſineſs yet 


ä 


Iſab. What Buſineſs ? 
Lod. Of giving me admittance to might, "):.þ 
1/ab. And may I truſt your honefty? © © 
Lod. Oh doubt me not, my Mother's reſolv'd it ſhall 
be a match between you and I, and chat very Conſiders- 
tion will ſecure thee; beſides, who would £ feſt * the 
Linen they mean to put on? ES 

Dab. Away, here's my Mother. 

Enter Lady Fancy. © 

L. Fan. Madam, I beg your pardon for my e 
che effects of my Obedience, not Will; but Sir Rattat.ü 
taken very ill o'th ſulden, and I tnuſt humbly intreat 
your Lady ſhip to retire, for Reft is only effential 10 tis 
Recovery. 

I. Kno. Congruoufly ſpoken, upon my Honda; Oh 
the impudence of this Fellow your Lach hp Husband, 
to eſpouſt fo fair a Perſon only to make a Nurfe ef? | 

L. Fan. Alas, Madam. 

L. XO. A Slave, a very Houftold Mites bl 
faugh, come never grĩieve; for, Madam, his Diſeaſe 
is nothing but Imagination, a Melancholy which ariſes 
from the Liver. Spleen, and Membrane call*d Me ſente. 
rium; the Arabians name the Diſtemper Myrathial, and 
we here in England, Hypochondriacal Melancholy; 


cou'd preſcribe a moſt potem Remedy, but that I ani 
loth to ſtir the Envy of the College. | 
L. Fan. Really Madam, Thbeieyeamo— x 
L. Kno. But as You fay, Madam, we'll leave him ol * 
his Re pofe; pray do not grieve too much. wo 2 
Led, Death! wou'd I had the conſoling her, tis al 
charming Woman! K 
L. Kno. Mr. Fancy, your Hand; Madam, your mol 7 
faithful Servant. — Lxcreria, come Luereria,— Your Ser I 


_ vant Ladies and Gemlemen. 
I. Fan. A Devil on ber, wou'd be Minibenef of heli 

Ladyſnip's Tongue were in her Heels, ne wowrd mak: 

more haſte away: oh I long for the bleſt Minute. 
Lod. Iſabella, ſhall I find admittance anon? 


Tak 


yet, 


2 
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Iſa, On fair Conditions. 
Tod. Truſt my Generoſity.— Madam, your Slave. ¶ Ex. 
[To L. Fan. e n on gs goes onr. 

Sir Cred. Madam, I wou'd 1: ething of your 
Charms and celeftial Graces, but 0 all — are as far 
below you, as the Moon in her Oppoſition is below the 
Sun ;—and ſo luſcious Lady, I am yours: Now for my 
Serenade [Ex. all but L. Fan. and Maundy. 

L. Fan. Maundy, have you commanded all the Ser- 
vants to bed? 

Maun, Yes, Madam, not 2 Mouſe ſhall fiir, and I 
have made ready the Chamber next the Garden for Jour 
Lad ſhi . 
| 1 — Then there needs no more but that you wait 
for Wittmore's coming to the Garfen-Gate, and take 


care no Lights be in the Houſe for fear of Eyes. 


Maun. Madam, I underſtand Lovers are beſt by dark, 
and ſhall be diligent : the Doctor has ſecur d Sir Patient 


by a die th FAY. and you are only to expect your” ap- 


preaching appinels. 2 [Exennr. 


SCENE II Lady Knowell" Chanter. 


- Enter Lady Knowell and Leander, 

L. Xo, Leander, raiſe your Soul above that little triffe 
Lucretia; cannot you guels what better Fate attends 
you ? fy, how dull you are! muſt I inſtruct you in plain 
right · down Terms? and tell you, that 1 propoſe you 
Maſter of my Fortu ne. Nom poſlibly you underſtand 


3 Euter 15 and Peep. 275 

Lean. I wiſh 1 did not, Madam, 
Unleſs 1'd Virtue to deſerve the Bounty; 
I baye a thouſand hidden Faults Diffimulation kitfes, 
Inconſtant, wild, debauch'd as Youth can make me. 

Lucr.. All chat wil not. do your Buſineſs. T Afide. 

L. X. Yet you wou Dave my Daughter take yo 
With theſe Faults; they're Vinues there, but to the name 
of Mothes, they all tuin retro rade 2 1 can endure a Man 
as wild and as inconſtant as ; the Tn, | 
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I have a Fortune too that can ſupport that . 
That of Lucretia does depend on me, | 

And when I pleaſe. is nothing; ea 

Im far from Age or Wrinkles, can be . 
By Men, as gay and youthful as a new Summer's Mora, 
Beauteous as the firſt Bloſſoms of the Spring, 

Before the common Sun has kiſs'd their Sweets way, 
If with ſalacious Appetites I lovd. © © 

Leau. Faith Madam I cou'd wiſh— 
L. Kno. That I were but Fifteen ; but 
If, there be inequality in Years, 
There is ſo too in Fortunes, that might add 
A Luſtre to my Eyes, Charms to my Perſon, 
And make me fair as Venus, young as Hebe. 
_ Lean. Madam, you have enough to engage any uncon- 
quer'd Heart; but twas, I thought, with your allowance 

1 diſpos'd of mine, and tis a Heart that knows not how 

to change. 

I. Kno. Then 'tis a fooliſh unambitious Heart, un- 
worthy of the Elevation it has not glorious Pride enough 
to aim at Farewel, Sir, when you are wiſer, 
you may find admittance... [Goes out. 

Das. Stay, Madam 

Enter Lucretia. 

Luer. For what? to hear your Penitence? Forgive me, 
Madam, I will be a Villain, forget my Vows of Loye, 
made to Lucretia, 

And facrifice both ber, and thoſe to Intereſt; 

Oh bow I hate this whining and diſſembling! 

Lean. Do, triumph o'er a wretched Man, Lacretia.. 
Lucr. How ! wretched in loving me ſo entirely, or 
that you cannot marry my Mother, and be Maſter of her 
mighty Fortune? *Tis a Temptation indeed fo between 
Love. and Intereſt, hang me if ever I.ſaw- ſo ſimple a 

Look as you put on when my Mother made love to you. 

Lian. You may eaſily 2 s the Confuſion of a Man in 
my Circumſtances, to be ſhing for the loy'd Daugh- 

ter, and purſu'd by the hat Mae, whom if I r 

will ruin all my hopes of thee. 

Luer. Reluſe her ! I hope you haye more Wit, 


of A FE IX Wifey => 


Lan 


h; 


Lian. 
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Tean. Lucretia, cou'd ſhe make a Monarch of me, I 

cou'd not marry her. a „ $094). 

Lucr. And you wou'd be fo wiſe to tell her ſo? 

Lean. I wou'd no more abuſe her, than I cou'd love 
er, | PL NG 

Lacr, Yet that laſt muſt be done. 

Lean, How ! Hg SPE 446 

Lucr. Doſt believe me fo wicked to think I mean in 

earneſt? No, tell her a fine Story of Love and Liking, 

gaze on her, .kiſs her Hands, and ſigh, commend her 


be ſenſible of her Perfections all this while 3 what a Cox- 
Wcomb, to doat upon the Daughter when ſuch Charms 
were fo viſible. in the Mother? Faith ſhe'll believe all 
__ ROTH b RO FAN? e 
Lean, It may be fo, but what will all this ſerve for ? 
Lucr. To give us time and opporturiity to'deceiye her, 
or 'm miſtaken, © , | 


In- Ents 
er, Lucr. You may be a Fool, and ery, Indeed forſooth L 
it, cannot love, for alas I have loſt my Heart, and am un- 


worthy of your proffer'd — =o; 121d fee her 
marry me in ſpite to this Fop Eaſy, this Knight'of Non- 
ſenſe ; no, no, diſſemble me handſomely and like a Gen · 
tleman, and then expect your good Fortune. © 
P T7 - 

Ant. Madam, your Mother's coming. 
Lucr, Away then, ſhe muſt not ſee us together, ſlie 
thinks you gone. 6444 160 eee e 

Lean, But muſt I carry off no Comfort with me? 


0 Lucr. Will you expoſe me to the incens'd Fealouſy of 
n arent? go, or I ſhall hate ye. EThruſts him out. 
4 | 

| SCENE, A Garden. 

Enter Maundy by dark : Opens the Garden - Door. 
Maun, Now am I return'd to my old Trade again, 


fetch and carry my Lady's Lovers; I was afraid when ſhe 
had been married, theſe Night-works wou'd haye * 


Face and Shape, ſwear ſhe's the Miracle of the Age for 
Wit, cry up her Learning, vow you were an Aſs not to 
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42 Sir PATIENT FAN N. 

but to ſay truth, there's Conſcience to be uſed. in al 
things, and there's no reaſon ſhe ſhou'd languiſn with a, 
old Man when a: young Man may eng 


opens, he's come. 


Enter Lodwick. 


I ſee you're a punctual Lover, rar follow. ae 2 
ſoftly as you can. | 


Tad. This is (obe one Who 4 peceive Yall ) 


made «| theConfilear to our Amours. Ie 


SCENE draus >, and Sever L. Fane 


in ber Webe aun, i iu a en as by the dark 


8 Rer. Oh the Conſuſton of a Lover bigh 


with expectation of the-approaching Bliſs! What Trem 


dlings between Joy and Fear poſſes me? All my whok 
Soul is taken up with Wizemore,; I've no- Ideas, nc 


Thoughts but of Witzmore, and ſure my Ton 


* eee, \buc his aer Wh's there 
: Enter Maunyy leading Lodwic 
Aue Madam, tis I, and your expe Lover here- 


pur him n 


n next 
Led. — y deargl 
L. Fan. Here give me your 
to thoſe Joys we both 2 have ſigh'd | 2. 
Lod. Hah! to Joys, ane the dock bur al with me, 


Aſi dt, 
L. Fan. Why come you not on, my dear? K 
Dod, And pet, why. his Admiſhon, and i” ou dark 


too, if ſhe delign'd. me none eee, 2— 


What damn'd Temptstion's this? 
I. Fan. Are you bewitch'd ? whar is' chat frights you? 
Lod. I'm fix'd ; Death, was ever ſuch a Lover? 
Juſt ready for the higheſt Joy s of Love, 
And like a baſnful Girl reſtrained! by Fear 


Of an — b. N tug N 40 cuckold my e 


88 


a © 
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Lod. Death, what's this? fore tis not Virtue in 
ne,—Pray Heaven it be not Impotence !——Where got 
this damn'd Honeſty, which I never found my ſelf maſter 
df till now F why ſhou'd it ſeize me when T bad 
eaſt need ont??? 

L. Fan. What alls you ? are you mad Pe are 
afe, and free as Winds let looſe 0 ruffle all the Groves; 
vhat is't delays you then? Soft. 


troys petite, 
db wich what Vigour I could deal my Love 
o ſome fair leud unknown, - 
o whom I'd never made a ſerious V.]ͥ:ͤ © 
L. Fan. Tell me the Myſtery of this ſudden Ooldneſz : 
have I. kept my Hudband in Ton for this ? Nay, per- 
ſuaded him to be very ſack to ſervr our and am 
thus rewarded—.—ungrateful Mar! 
Lod, Hab, tis not Iſabollu's Voice, our Huſ- 
band ſay you — [Takes hold yreediby of ber Hand. 
L. Fan. Isfafe, from fear e | 
Come——theſe Delays do ill conſiſt with L 


0 0397 


O my fair dear Difſenibler, let ag i — 
To pay the mighty Tributes/due to Love. 
L. Fan. Follow me then with careful Silence, for 
Vabella's Chamber joins to this, and ſhe may bear us. 
Lod. Not Flowers grow, nor ſmooth Streams glide 
Not abſent Lovers ſigh, nor breaks the Day, | (away, 
More ſilently-than I'll thoſe Joys receive, 
— = Which Love and Darkneſs do conſpire 29 Leut. 


* SEENE changes again to a Garden. 
Enter Iſabella and Fanny in their Night-gowns. | 


Iſab. Well, I have no mind to let this dear mad Devil 


WER Lodwick in to ni 
91 Fan. Why, Siſter, this is . firſt Venture you have 
meh of this kind, at this Hour, and in this Place; theſe 


Lou. Pox o“ this thought'of Wiſe, une ver Nawe de. | 


oi Arbours- | 


| | 
| 
: : 
| 1 
|} 
U 
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Arbours were they tell tales, cou d Aber many pr 

ſtories of your Loves, and do you think they'll be | 

faithful now ? pray truſt them once again. Oh I do 
love to hear Mr. Ladwick proteſt, and vow, and ſe 
and diſſemble, and when you don't believe him, rail 

| you,. vad tis the prettieſt Man G 

{hs — L have a ſtrange 2 ion of being furpri 
to night. 

Fan, I'll warrant you, I'II ſit on yon Bank of Pink 
and when I hear a Noiſe I'll come and tell you; fo Ly 
wick may flip out at the back Gate, and we may be wall 
ing up and down as if we meant no harm. 

Iſab. You'll grow very N . in the Arts of Toy 

Fanny. 

Fan. When: t am big enough I mall do nee 

N for 1 have heard you ſay, Women were born to no old 
end than to love: And“ tis fit I ſhould learn to live 
die in my calling. Come open the Gate, or ou 
pent it, we ſhall have my Father marry you within a 
two.to that ugly Man ck 2 Words,—avac 
can't abide him. 3 

Jab. What Noiſes b enn f 

Fan. Why tis Mr. — at | thi Garden: Door 
let him in w e Bank, and ſtand 
tinel.— [Runs . Iſabella opens the Ga 

a - Enter Wittmore.. 

Wit. Who's there: 7 

1/ab. Speak low, who ſhou'd it bs bot the kind Foc 
her ſelf, who can deny you e but what yours 

not take! ? 

Wit, Not take! what's chat! > baſt thou reſerves in ſtore: 

Oh come and let me lead thee to thy Bed, 
Or ſeat thee on ſome Bank of ſofter Flowers, 5 
Where I may rifle all thy unknown Store. p 
Jab. How! ſurely you're not in earneſt ?— Do poi 
love me? 
wir. Love thee! by thy. 8 ſelf, All that my Soi 
I'm all impatient Flame! all over Love! "OA 
Lou do not uſe io doubt, but ſince 3h do, 
Come, and III ſatisfy thy. obliging Fears, 


7 
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d give thee Proofs how much my Soul is thine, 
| breathe it all a-new- into thy Boſom.— | 
thou art fit for the tranſporting Play, 
looſe and wanton, like the Queen of Love 
hen ſhe deſcends to meet the Youth in Shades, 
Iſab. And are you Sir in earneſt ? can it be? 
Wit. That queſtion was ſevere, what means my Loye ? 
hat pretty Art is this to blow my Flame ? | 
e you not mine ? did we not meet t* enjoy ? 
ame not with more vigorous eager Haſte, - - 
hen our firſt Sacrifice to Love we paid, 
dan to perform that Ceremony now, 
dme do not let the Sacred Fire burn out, 
hich only was prepar'd for Love's rich Altar, 
ad this is the divine, dark, ſilent Minute : 
tn Goes to lead her off. 
Jab. Hold, Raviſner, and know this ſaucy Paſſion 
as render'd back your Intereſt, Now I hate ye, 
d my Obedience to my Father's Will 
ll marry me to Fain-love, and I'll deſpiſe ye. 
| | [Flings from him. 
Wit, Hah ! Iſabella / Death I have made ſweet work, — 
y gentle Maid,— ſhe'll ruin all if ſhe go: ftay— ſhe 
jew me, and cunningly drew me to this Diſcovery; I'll 
er her and undeceiye her, [Runs after her, 


conſus d Noiſe of the Serenade, the Scene draws off to 
Lady Fancy's Anti- chamber... 


Enter Iſabella groping as in the dark. 

Jab. Pray Heaven I get undiſcover'd to my Chamber, 

ere I'll make Vows againſt this perjured Man; hah, 

re he follows ſtill ; no Wood-Nymph ever. fled before 

Satyr, with half that trembling haſte I flew from Lod- 
ick,—Oh he has loſt his Virtue, and undone me. 

[Goes out groping, and the noiſe of Serenade again. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to Lady Fancy's: Bed-chamber, di 
covers her as befors;, Lodwick as juſt riſen in Diſord, 
from the. Bed, buttoning himſelf, and ſerting himſil 
in order; and Noiſe at the Door unlatching it. 


Enter Iſabella groping, Sir Patient without; | 

L. Fan. It is. this Door that open'd, and which 
thought 1 had ſecur d. 1 5 ; 

Sir _ Oh inſupportable, abominable, and not to b 
indur'd ! . 9203 6 = 

Iſab. Hah my Father! I'm diſcoyer'd and purſu d; 

nt me to find the Bed. mw 

L. Fan. Heavens! *twas my Husband's Voice, f 
we're betray d. It muſt be ſo, for what Devil but tt 
of Jealouſy cou d raiſe him at this late hour? | 

Lab. Hah, where am I, and who is't that ſpeak! 

2 4] Io her fe 

Lod. So, he muſt know that I have made a Cuckol 
of him. L.A. 
Sir Pat. within.) Call up my Men, the Coachmat 
Groom, and Butlef; the Footmen, Cook and Gardiner 
bid em all. rife and arm, wich. long Staff, Spade at 
Pitchfork, and ſally out upon the Wicke. 

Tod. Sheart! what a Death ſhall I die: is there 
place of ſafety hereabouts for there is no reſiſting thel 
unmerciſul Weapons. DA 

Iſab. A Man's Voice! 6/3: paws 

L. Fan. I know of none, nor how to prevent you 
Diſcovery. . ö | 
Enter Sir Patient. * 

Sir Pat. Qb, ob, lead me forward, I'll lie here on i 
Garden · ſide, out of the hearing of this helliſh Noiſe. 

L. Fan. Hab, Naiſe! what means he? 

Lod. Nay, I know not, is there no eſcaping? 
Iſab. Who can they be that talk thus? ſure I have m 
took my Chamber. 

L. Fan, Oh he's coming in—I'm ruin'd; what 16s 
we do? here—get into the Bed—and cover your { 

| wit 
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th the Clothes quickly oh my Conſuſion will berray 
e. [Lodwick gers into the Bed, Iſabella hides 

' * behind'the Curtain wery near to him. 
Enter Sir Patient, led by F with 

& Lig Is. | 3 

Maun, Pray go back, Sir, my poor Lady will. be 
ghted out of her Wits, at this danger you put your ſelf 


] 
t, the Noiſe ſhall be ſtild. 
L. Fan, Oh, what's the matter with my Love? what, 
o you mean to murder him? oh lead him inſtantly back 
d his Bed, e a 2 | 
Sir Pat. Oh, oh, no, VI} lie here. put mo to bed, 
hl faint, — my Chamber's poſſeſt with twenty thouſand: 
vil Spirits. 
L. pom Pofſeſt? what ſickly Fancy's this? 
Sir Pat. Ah the Houſe is beſer, ſurrounded and con- 
dunded with, profane tinkling, with. Popiſh Horn-Pipes, 
q Teſnitical Cymbals, more antichriſtian and abemi- 
able than Organs, or Anthems | | 
Nurſe, Yea verily, and furely it is the ſpayn of Cathe- 
ral Inſtruments plaid on by Babyloniſn Minſtrels, only 
d diſturb the Brethren. £ | | 
Sir Pat. Ay, 'tis fo, call up my Servants, and let them 
e firſt chaſtiz d and then hang'd z accuſe em for French: 
apiſhes, that had a deſign to fire the City, or any thing: 
dh F ſhall die lead me gently to this Bed. 
L. Fan. To hinder him will 3 all e e 
Sir Pat. Hah, my turn' d rebellious ! put me to 
ed I ſay eee forward to the Bed —hah 
what's here? — what art thou, —a Man, — hab, a Man, 
reaſon! betray d! my Bed's defi d, my Lady polluted, 
nd I am cornuted; oh thou vile Serpent of my Bo- 
_ 97 | | i 


[She flands with her Face towards 
| the Stage in ſigus of fear. 

Tab. A Man, and in my virtuous Lady Mother's Cham- 

er! how fortunate was I to light on this diſcovery 

L. Fan. Well, Sir, ſince you have ſeen him, 1 beſeech 
ou for my ſake, Dear, pardon him this one time. 
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Sir Pat. Thou beg his Pardon! Oh was ever beni 
ſuch Impudence! 

L. Fan. Indeed, my Love, he is to blame; but we that 
are judicious ſhould bear with the Frailties of Youth, 

Sir Pat. Oh inſupportable Audacity !—what canſt thoy 
ſay, falſe Woman ? - 

Th Fan, Truly not much in his Defence, my Dear. 

Iſab. Oh cunning Devil 

L. Fan. But, Sir, to hide the weakneſs of your Dan 
ter, L have a little. ſtrain'd my 660 

Iſab. Heavens! what ſays ſhe? 

L. Fan. Tis Iſabella's Lover, Sir, whom I've con. 
ceal'd. 

Lod. A good hint to ſave both our Credits. 

Sir Pat, How, Mr, Fain-love mean you? 

| [Lodwick riſes. and comes a little more for. 
ward, Iſabella does the like, till both men 
at the feet of the Bed, and ſtarr, Lol 
wick looking ſimply. A 

L. Fan. Ay, my dear, Mr. Fain · love. 

Lod. Iſabella here! muſt ſhe know too what a fine i in. 
conſtant Dog I am 

Iſab. Lodwick ! and in my Mother's Chamber! maj 
I believe my Eyes! 

Sir Pat. But how got be bither ?— tell me that: 
Youth, Youth, to what mg of ns art * 
arriv'd? 

L. Fan, She appointed him to come this Night, Six 
and he going to her Chamber, by miſtake came into 
mine, it being the next to her's, | 

Maun. But, Lord, Sir, had you heard how my Lad 
ſchool'd him, whilſt Iran down to fetch a light ! 

Lod, Now does my Conſcience tell me, I am a damn 
Villain, LAſide, looking pitifully on Iſabella, 

L. Fan. But the poor Man preſently perceiv'd his mii 
take, and beg'd my pardon in ſuch feeling Terms tha 
I vow I had not the heart to deny it him. 

Iſab. Oh Traytor! wou'd thou hadſt been that Raviſhet 


took thee for, rather than ſuch a Vilain—falſe! and 


with my Mother too! 
L. Fat 


L. Fan. And juſt then, Sir, you came to the Poor, and 
you ſhou'd ſee him, intreated/ me to hide him from 
ur Anger the Offence is not ſo heinous, Sir, con- 
lering C is ſo ſoon to marry her. not 21:21 4 gry 
Sir Pat, Well, Sir, and what have you to ſay in your 
efence ?—hab, how, Mr. Knzowell,— worſe and worſe, 
why how came you hither, Sir ? bab jo 
L. Fan. Not Wittmore oh I am ruin'd and betray'd, 
"ef [ Falls almeſt in a ſwoon. 
Sir Pat. Hah, 1/abella here too ; 
1/ab. Ves, Sir, to juſtify her Innocence. > R 
Sir Pat, Hah! Innocence! and juſtify ! take her awayz 
out of my ſight, thou Limb of Satan,. take her 
ay, I ſay, Pll talk with you to morrow, Lady Fine- 
ks will. Og OT OETT 4 
I/ab. —And I'll know before I fleep, the myſtery of 
neu this, and who 'twas this faichleſs Man ſent in his room 
00-8 deceive me in the Garden. [ Goes our, 
Lod. A plague of all ill-luck—how the Devil came ſhe 
ber? I niuſt follow and reconcile her. A 
i f [ [Going ont, Sir. Patient fays him. 
Sir Pat. Nay, Sir, we muſt not part ſo till 1 have 
own the truth of this Buſineſs, I take it. 
Lod, Truth, Sir! ob all that your fair, Lady has ſaid, 
r; I muſt confeſs. her Eyes have wounded me with An- 
r, you need not add more to my Shame. | 
L. Fan, Some little comfort yet, that he prov'd in- 


Sin ed to be 1/abellg's Lover: Oh, that 1 ſhould miſtake ſo 
inn luck „ 4 [dfides 
Sir Pat, Why, I thought it had been Mr. Fain- love. 
L. Fan. By all that's good, and ſo did J. 
Lod, I know you did, Madam, or you had not been 
nn kind to me: Your Servant, dear Madam. 
ella, l | Goang, Sir Patient ſtays him. 
mi- L. Fan. Pray Sit let him go; oh how I abominate the 
tha bt of a Man that cou'd be ſo wicked as he has been! 


Sir Pat. Ha, — good Lady, excellent Woman: well Sir, 
r my Lady's ſake I'll let you paſs with this, but if 1 
uch you here again, I ſhall ſpoil ydur Intrigues, Sir, 
harry ſhall I, and ſo reſt ye ſati>fied, Sir, | 
V OL. IV. ö C x Load. 


—— 


Fo Sir Parrewt Faxcy. 

| Lo. At this time I am, Sir Madam, a hor 
'Bleflings on you for this Goodneſs, Rc wi. 
I. Fan, Ten thoufand Curſes upon thee 77 o, bo 
the Ruin you have made. 10 "(46 erol 
Sir Pat, Come, no more Anger now, wy Lady; 

-Gentleman's 2 yps ſee, I' marry my pert Huf 
to morrow "for t is. Maundy, ſee the Gentleman 


" 


out: —ah put me to Bed; ah, this Night's Work 
"Kill me, ab, b.  [Exeunt Lodwick and Mau 
| The Scene draws over Sir Patient and Lady : du 


Again and diſcovers the Garden, Witimote, Fam 
and Iſa bels. n 


Jab. How, Mr. Fain - love, it cannot be. f 
Fay. Indeed, Sifter, tis the ſame, for all he talks 
and he told me his coming was but to try your Vin 
only. 5 5 
2 Lodwick and Maundy as paſſing over, but fa 
1ſab. That Fain-love / whom 1 am ſo ſoon to man 
and but this day courted me in another Diale& ! 
Mit. That was my Policy, Madam, to paſs upon yt 
Father with. But I'm a Man that knows the value of 
Fair, and ſaw Charms of Beauty and of Wit in you, 
taught me to know the way to your Heart was to appt 
my ſelf, which now I do. Why did you leave me (0! 
kindly but now? _ , | 
Log. Hah, what's this? whilſt I was grafting He 
on another's Head, ſome kind Friend was doing tl 
good Office for me, 
Maun. Sure tis Wittmore oh that Diſſembler—t 
was his Plot upon my Lady, to gain time with vel 
| 5 wt 
Wit. And being ſo near my Happineſs, can you bla 
me, if I made a trial whether your Virtue were agreeal 
to your Beauty, great, and to be equally ador'd ? 
_ Lod, Death, I've heard enough to forfeit all my 
tience !=—Dray, Sir, and make a trial of your Cour 


(OO, romemnerm_an_ 


— 


Sir PATIENT FAN ov. 


Wit, Hab, what deſpe rate Fool art thou? 
Lod. One that will ſee thee fairly damn'd, ver = 
otertſt up in 1ſabella=—oh thou falſe Woman! | 


| { They: fight ont, Iſabella: and Manndy my "ffs 


CE N E changes to the ling Sirtet, a Pageant 


| of an Elphait coming from the. farther| end 
with Sir Credulous on it, and ſeveral others 


b Playing on frrange confuſed Tuſtruments * U 


140.5 


Sir Cred., This is extraordinary, or the Devi ir 


nd Pll ne'er Serenade more. 4 
[Come forward, nad all play again, 
Hold, hold, now for _ , which becauſe 1 


you'd have moſt deliciou os bbs 
een. 
Sir Credulous ſhould have re fun + 250 


HiuGrief of my Heart, ans thou Peart Jay er 
D'on thy Flannel Petticoat quickly, ＋ riſes. 
And from thy reſplendent Window diſcover 
A Face that won d mortify any young Lover-: 
ol Fer I, like great Jove transformed, do w, 
ad ans amour Ou, to wit 10 19 e ge 


A Lover, Ads Zox, i is ** of a Tool. Sch, 
6 That of all things yow beſt may compare to an Owl; 

> For in ſome dark 1 5 flill to fit, © 
And all the Night long he crys wo to wit. | 
Al Len riſe my bright Cloris, and d'on on ſlip ſhoo + 

; Ind hear thy amorousOw| chant, wit to * wit to obe. 


Well, this won't do, for-1 perceive no Window open, 
or Lady bright appear, to talk obligingl7:— perhaps the 
Song does not pleaſe her ; __ Ballad-ſingers, baye you 
10 good Songs ir another faſh 
I Man. Yes, Sir, ſeveral, Robin Harb how the War 


ters fall, fall, fall! ! 
al, zal? * = 
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; — ly do you fade . [Sing 


for not —.— honeſt godly 3 reſt — in thei 


and maſt we 'be rais d out of our Beds to quiet you 


5% Sir PATIENT: Fax coy: 


Six, qr How: Man !--Z0z, ann farther off, "fot 
Wettin Fee 

1 Man. No, no, Sir, I only eng fellow a hint of 
excellent Ballard that begins Ill. wedded Joys, how 


Sir Cred. Ay, ay, that, we'll have that, Ill. we dau 
59 "how quickly do you fade, — [Sings] That's-excel 
Oh now: the nn open, now, now ſnew you 
eg Tris. en ne 4115 1.7 *{ Patilting 
n x 1 ITS all play again 
eber a Company of Fellows as out of Sir Patient! 
Hues led en by a yup, Clerk, all armed with 
odd Weapons, 
1 Verily, verily, here be theſe Babes of rendite 
theſe Children of Iniquit . 
A pox of your Babes and Children, they are Men 
and 4 das of W we muſt bang confoundedh8i 


Beds at Midnight. 

Sir Cred, Who's there? 2 

Ng. There, with a Pox to yau; cannot a Right · wor 
Mip ful Knight, that has been ſick theſe Twenty Years wil 
hike Phyſick, ſleep quietly in his own Houſe for you 


Hell- pipes, in the Devil's name? 

Abel. Down. with Gog and AMagog, hate there's: th 
rotten Bell-weather that leads the reſt Is. and defiit 
the whole Flocks/! 0 on 

Regt) Hang your preaching, and lers come) to 9 b 

we'll maul him. Bach [ Beat Sir Cre 


"Sir Cred, Oh Quarter, Quarter, Murder, r _ 7 
eqs 027 $4 S 
890 Enter Lodwitk. | = < 

"Tai Damn theſe Raſcals, who &er they were, E ol 
fo-uniuckily tedeem d a Rival from my Fury. Hab, than: 
E777 here;—Egad Ill have one touch more with em, e 
Dogs are ſpoiling my deſign'd Serenade too have . 
mongſt ye. Fights-and beats em "IE ** 'Sir hog 1 
. i N \ nes A "Fi ' ay 
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Sir PA TTENT FA Res. 53 

Sir Cred. Who's there, 'Zodwick ? Oh dear Lad, is t 

ou that haſt redeem'd me from the inchanted Cudgels 

hat demoliſh'd my triumphant Pageant, and con 'ounded 

my Serenade? 202 I'm half kia, Man, I have never 
nos whole Bone about me ſure. i ann 
Lud. Come in vid wee Plague "ph the Raſth 

hat N ng . wy © CExcwnte 


2 - 
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ion Y En 100 Kiowa at * = 


511i! 25 ms I pt] 20g 105 
6k lf | Bagh Lucretia, follows by Sir Credulous:-/ 
ther cr. Arry'd to morrow ! and leave my Mother * 
4 poſſeſſion of Leander PII die 0 thouſand 
deaths firft, — How the Foo] haunts me! % mi. 
wor: Sir Cred. Nay, delicious Lady, you may -fay your 
wil eaſure; but Iwill juſtify the'Screnades ro” be as high*a 
iece of Gallamry u was ever practiſed in bur Age, tho 
jou ot comparable to your Chat ns and celeſtial Graces, 
| hich ſhou'd 1 praiſe as I-ought, *twou'd require more 
ime than the Sun employs in bis natural Motion between 
e Tropicks; that is te fay, a whole Year, (for 5y the 
ay, I am no Copernitan) for, Dear Madim, you muſt 
kin now, my Rhetorick - Maſter gl. 1 ſay, y Khetorick 
Cre laſter, who was - 
rde Lucy. As great 2 bob s your AF; —lpray leave 
e, I am ſerious I muſt go ſeek out Lod wit. 
W Sir Cred. Leave ye IT thank you for! that faith, be- 
„ have ſpoke out my Speech ; therefore I ay, Di- 
ie Lady beeauſe my Rhetorick: Maſter commanded 
ü e frequent uſe of Hypallages, Allegorier, and the richel 
ve eures of that beauteous Art,— becauſe my Rhetorick— 
Lucr. I muſt leave the Fool: follow if Jour dare, for 1 | 
aye no leiſure | to mad your Nonſenſe; dee our. 
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54 


Tucretis. 
Sir Cred. Lucietia! Fm fure ſhe makes a very Ta 


Rhetorick——"rwou'd have been the very Noſegay « 
Woman as he is; ſhe let me in the very middle on't, 


_ as another, but I'm 


Sir PAN ENT FaX cy. 
Enter Lady Knowell. 
I, as What, cones * 1 Lteſ you w 


quinius Sextus Of me, and all about this Serenade. 
proteſt and vow, . incomparable Lady, I bad begun th 
ſweeteſt Speech to her tho I ſay't, ſuch Flowers d 


Eloquence, ſo it wou'd ; and like an ungrateful i itern 


ſnuffy I'll warrant. 
L. Kno, Be not Giſtourap'd, Sir, I'll adapt her to ar 
conciliation: Lovers muſt ſometimes expect theſe lit 
Belli fugaces ;, the Grecians therefore * named 
Glucupicros Eros. 

Sir Cred. Nay, bri 


Lady, I am as little diſcourag 
orry 1 gave ſo extraordinary a Sen 
nade to ſo little purpoſe. 
L. Kno. Name it no more, was Joly a = 
miſtaken; but I'll accelerate your L 0 
hall conclude the great diſpuie, is ſuch Vol 
bility and V iciſſunde in — Affairs. [Goes 
Enter Lodwick, Rays Sir Credulous as he. * ban 
| | | out the other ways 

Tod. Sir Credylous, Whither away kat? 

185 295 war a Quellian's her? doſt not kn 
am to un irgin Zone to morrow, that is, | 
Maewbend wi thy Siſter, that is, to be married 


204. 4 Ste, 10 now. cold 45 vn, Si, | 


= hot ſtir. 


5 e — Will? 3 | 
r 1 n 
fir 2 from *. .— good good of your —_ 
Et uo honey, e 
by You remember — —— laſt night? 
I = 
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Sir PATIENT FANCY. 355 
Sir Cred. Remember it! Zoz, I think 1 do, here be 
marks on't ſufc [ Pulls off his Peruke, and 
2 beuss bis Head broke. 
214. Ads mie; your Mesh broke, 
Sir Cred. My Head broke! why twas a hundred to one 
t my Neck had been broke, end 
Led. Faith, not unlikely, — you know the next 
Wouſe is Sir Patient Fancy's ; Iſabella too, you know, is 
Daughter. * 
Sir Cred. Yes, yes, ſhe was by when T made my dumb 
ation. 1 | 
Lid. The ſame, — this Lady has a Lover, a mad, 
ious, fighting, killing Hector, (as you know there are 
ough about this Town) this Monſieur luppoting you 
be a Riyal, and that your Serenade was addreſs'd to 
1— (ͤ— 
ir Cred. Enough, I underſtand you, ſet thoſe Rogues 
to murder me 
Lod, Wou'd 'twere no worſe. 
Cred. Worſe.! Zoz Man, what the Devil can be 
Lad. Why he has vow d to kill you bimſelf wherever 
meets you, and now. waits below to that purpoſe. , 
Sir Cred. Sha, ſha, if that be all, I'll to him imme- 
ately, and make Affidavit 1 never kad any ſuch deſign. 
adam 1/abelia / ha, ha, alas, poor man, I have ſome 
ody elſe to think on. 4 
Lod. Aﬀidayit } why he'll not believe you, ſhould you 
ear your Heart out.; ſome body has poflefs'd him tha 
du are a damn'd Fool, and a moſt egregious Coward, 2 
llow that to ſave your Life will ſwear any thing. 
Sir Cred. What curſed Luck's this why, how 
ame he to know I liy'd here? 5 
Lod. 1 believe he might have it from Leander, who 
his Friend. 8 
Sir Cred. Leander 1 muſt confeſs I never lik d that 
eander ſince yeſterday. | | | 
Lod. He has deceiy'd us all, that's the truth on't ; for 
have lately found out too, that he's your Riyal, and 
W Sir 


— — 


- 


"I Sir prEN Fancy.” 


Sir Cel. Smattering to my Miſtreſs, hab; and the 
fore wou'd not be wanting to give me a lift out of "i 
World; but 1 ſhall give her ſuch a go: by my Lai 
Knowell underſtands ' the difference between three That 
fand a Year, 'and——=prithee What“ $ his Eſtate ? 
Tod. Shaw. not ſufficient, to pay Surgeons Bills, 

Sir Cred. Alas poor Rat, how does he live then 4 

Tod. Hang him, the Ladies keep him; *tis a got 
handſome Fellow, and has a pretty Town- Wit. 
Sir Cred. He a Wit! what, 1'll warrant he wf 
Lampoons, rails at Plays, curſes all l Poetry but his ot 
and mimicks the Players — = has 

Led. Some ſuch common Notion he has that decei 
the ignorant Rabble, amongſt whom he paſſes for a ye | 
ſmart W 8 "life he's here. 

Enter Leander. D 

Sie Cred, Why what ſhall I do; he will not affra 
me before Company? hah ! 

Tod. Not in our Houſe, Sir, — bear u prop and take no 
tice on't. whiſpers Len 
Sir Cred, No notice, quoth he ? Wy my very Fei 
will betray me. 

Lean. Let me alone Lodwick, 1 met juſt now wi 
an Halian Merchant, who bas made me ſuch a Preſent? 

Led, What is't prithee ? 

Lean. A Sort of ſpecifick Poiſon for all the Senſx 
eſpecially for that of ſmelling; ſo that had ia Rival, an 
1 ſhou'd ſee him at any reaſonable diſtance, I could 
rect a litile of this Scent up ro his Brain ſo ſubtlely, th 
it ſhall not fail of Execution in a day or wo. 

Sir Cred. How- -Poiſon ! ; ' [Shewing great Sign = 

of Har, and holding his Ni 

Lean, Nay, ſhou'd I ſee him in the midſt of a tho 
ſand People, I can ſo direct it, that it ſhall aſſault ny 
Enemy's Noſtrils only, without any effects on the reſt 
the Company. 2 a 
Sir Cred. Ob, — I'm a dead Man! | : 
wo - Is poſſible? | "Ho 

Lean. Perhaps ſome little ſneezin * or 6 80 n no 
byt my Enemy's a dead Man, Sir, kill 
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Sir PATiENT FANCY 57 


Sir Cred. Why, this is the ,moſt, damn'd Halian. Trick 
ever heard of ; why this out-does the famous! Rainer 
adam Brenvilliers; well, here eras yr I Nerceive 
jat, Lodwick... —— OS 70 v7) 212 
Tad. Fear nothing, Il cure your, (1. Ldfida-$o ime 
W. l bed I. tl 
—Wittmares, 8 is " Friend!” thou lookeſt cloudy: 
Vit, You'll hardly, blame me, Gentlemen, when 10 
ll know what a damn q unfortunate Raſcal, am. 50 
Lod. Prithee what's the matter 7 fl or an bane 


Wit. Why I am to be. mer d, en ud marry d 
da 


Jo - | „eg 
Lod. How, mary d nay, Gad,, then th & reaſons 
t to whom prithee 7. en r 
Wit, There's. the Devil on't again, to e young, 


r, brisk 2 chat has all the  Terpgrations Mares 
giye her. 
Lod. What pity | tis 15570 ſhowd be pelo d 90 35 


her 

"til 
Lai 
bat 


. 


on ed an end! Is this your 45 6 55 that mak: 
Lis conceal'd — you cs 0 ; WW , 
al an. We thought it had. been fins nd; Avon, 


ething of Love an Hong * 0 


70d. Is ſhe ev? if . e hi Mues 
make her. 


od, Nay then tis like to prove. a 4 e 2 
it a Pox can. provoke thee, td this, * loye 55 240 it ; 
1 


it, No, there's another Pla gue, 1 11 8 
e elſewhere ;. and this was 45 a, fa 1 Nee to 
e that real one. 


* How, love another ? in what e man- 


ite As a Man ought to loves, with a good fabQantfal 
ion, without any deſign. but that of, e W 


oyment. 


d. Ay, now we underſtand thee, 9 8 I ſomerhi 1 
Friend, I had ſuch ag, Adv nture 5 


talk of your ee 4 ls ad 25 


£3 


58 Sir Pariunt Faker. 
| — f erg 
y of you enn mach mine, ——Egad Til forſn 


2 An Aegtere! riches where)? 
Sir Cred. What, laſt Night, when Jy hos ow 
from the-Bilbo-Blades ? indeed itideed ye look de fe 
Lod. 1 had reaſon, I Was juſt then come out - 
Garden from fighting with 2 Man whom 1 found with! 
Miſtreſs ; and 1 had at leaft known who 't had been, 
for che ng ef dd Raſcals that fer on you, 
2 us, whilſt he made his eſcape in the Croud. 
. Death ! that was I. who for fear of being in 
gor am: away; was't he 2 that I fought \ with, and'y 
wid 1fab ella'? 25 144 N 
— Lou — know, Gentlemen, I de a fort df 
matrimonial Kindreſs for à very pretty Woman, | 
whom I tell you TMifturb'd in the Garden, and laſt of 
ſhe made me an Aſſignation in her Chamber ; whe 
came ro the Garden-door by which 1 wis to 
. I found a 1 * 
aiting· Woman, whom ow'd, and t 
wou'd | have conducted me to the right omar; bit 
was luckily. and in the datk led imo a Lady's Chant 
who took me for a Lover ſhe expected! 1 found 
happy, miftake, and wou'd not undeceive her.. 
4. This cou'd be none but Lycia, 4 
N * „Six, and what did 0 do there? 
Tod, Do! why what dot t thk + al chat a Man 
1 by Love cou'd de, 1. followed all the diet 
ante, Touch and Vigor. 
ll. Oh bold my Heart——or fhould kill the A 
tt Cit. Foltowd all the Dictates of Nature, Ye 
and Vigor! prithee what's that ? 
Tod. 1 ul 4 a thouſand tines her balmy Lips, 
greetily took ia the nimble Sighs ſhe breark'd ini 
Soul, = 
Wit. Oh 1 An ſcarce contain my ſelf, {/ 
Sir Cred. Pſhaw, is that all Man? 5 
Tod. 1 Uaſp'd her lovely Body in my Arms, 
Aud laid my Boſom to her pantisg Breaſt. 


wy 
— 


—_ —_ A © „ „ ea 


cs = =» ty 


Sir, Pa TIRENT FANCY, 23 
rembling ſhe ſeem d all Love and fofr Defire, = 


bs | 11 all Burnings in u youthful Bie. 


Sir Cred. Bleſs us, the Man's in a Raue! 

Wit, Damnation on them both. | 

ſe eas. Well, to the point, Man: what did do alt 

while 5 

— Faith 1 fancy he did not fledp. Sir Credulows, 

Tod. No, Friend, ſhe had too many Charms to keep 

e wakin 

Sir Cred.. Had ſhe ſo? I ſhou'd have beg d ber Charms 

don, I tell her that tho. 

Wit. Curſe on my Sloth, Ob bow:-ſhall 1 diſable 2 
LAſide. 

Lean. Thy Adventute was. pretty lucky bur Witt. 

re, thou doſt not reliſh it. 


i Wit, My Mind's upon m y Marriage, Sir: if 1 thoughe 


loy'd 1/abella, I wou od her to be reveng d on 
, at leaſt I'll vex his Soul, as be has tortur'd mine. 

el Gentlemen, you'll dine with me, and give me 

opinion of my Wife, 

Lod. Where doſt thou keep the Ceremony ? 

Wit. At Sit Patient Fancy's, my Father-in-law, 

Tod, How! Sir Patient Fancy to be your Father-in- 
V 

Lean. My Uncle? 

Wit, He's fir d. "tis bis Daughter, * 1 am to 


* 
Lod. Iſabella Leander, can it be ? can ſh» conſent 
this? and can ſhe love you? 
Wit, Why, Sir, what do you ſee i in me, ſhou'd ren- 
r me unfit to be beloy'd ? TAsęry. 
Lod. Marry'd to day! by Heaven it muſt not be, Sir. 

ak 1 [Dr aws b aſide, | 
Wit, Why, Sir, I hope this is not the kind Lady who: 
as ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet and charming laſt night, _ 
Log, Hold, Sirg—we yet are Friends... 
Wit, And might have ſtill been ſo, hadſt thou not baſes 
rob'd me of my Intereſt. 


26%. Death do you ſpeak an Language? [Ready to 
4 4. 
Wits 


60 Sir PATIENT Fax cx. 
Wit. No, take a ſecret from my angry Heart, whid 
all its Friendſhip to. thee cou'd not make me utter * 
it was my Miſtreſs you ſurpria d laſt night. 

Tod. Hah, 2 his Miſtteſs? Curſe on, 
ting Tongue. 03 „ [Af 
Sir Cred. What a Devil's all this, hard Words, He 

buroings, Reſentments, and all that? 

Lean, You are not quarrelling, I bope, my Friends 

Tod. All this, Sir, we ſuſpected, and ſmok'd your ba 
rowing Money laſt night; and what I faid was to pai 
the mighty ſecret that had been ſo long kept from yo 
Friends but thou haſt done a Baſeneſs———  - \ 

[Lays his Hand on <a ah 

Tean. Hold, what's the matter?ꝰ 

Wit. Did you not rob me of the victory then I've bee 
fo long a toiling for + | 

Tod. If I had, *twould not have made her gulley, nd 
me a: Criminal; ſhe taking me for one ſhe loy'd, and 
her for one chat had no Intereſt-i in my Friend: and wh 
the Devil wou'd have refus'd fo fine a Woman ? Na 
had I but that I was prevented by ber Hmbandwsl t 
Habella, Sir, you muſt reſign. 

Wit. I will, provided that our Friendſhip's fafe ; In 
this day to marry her, and if you can find a means ul 
do't in my room, I ſhall reſign my Intereſt to * Friend 
for tis the lovely Mother I adore. © 

Zod, And was it you I fought with in the Garden? 

it. Ves, and thereby hangs a tale of a Miſtake 
moſt __ to thine, which FIF at leiſure tell you. 

alis 10 Lod. and Len 

Sir Cred. I'm glad they were Friends; Zoz, here wi 
like to have been a pretty Buſineſs 3. what damnable wo 
this ſame Womankind makes | in a 2 of Fools th 
are Lovers 


Wit. Look ye, I vant a damn'd dul Fellow: at Img . 


tion, I'll therefore nave you to comrive matters: by you 
ſelyes, whilſt I'll go try bow-kind Fortune will be to m 
this Morning, and ſee in what readineſs my Bride 

What you do muſt be thought on ſuddenly-;- Pll- wit 
on you anon, and let you know how matters go, 4 
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Pm as impatient to know the truth of this, as for an 
opportunity to enjoy Lucia. * o 
Lod. Leander, what ſhall Ido? 

Lean. Jou were beſt conſult your leber And Siſter; 
Women are beſt at mnie, of this kind ; But what 

becomes of me?: . 
Tod. Let me alone to diſpatch this Fool, I Wende > 
him out of the way, he begins to grow troubleſome — 
but now my Mother expects you. 

Lean. Prithee be careful of me. Iris Lean. 
Sir Cred. 'W has was this long Whiſper, 3 our 
mes 
Lod, Wh $ falth, 1 was perſuadin him to 0 

to his — (ng this Buſineſs; but he — to ſk 
hopes of a Reconciliation ; you are a dead Man, unleſs 
ſome cleanly conveyance of you be ſoon thought on. 2 
Sir Cred. Why, I'll keep within ca and defy Ma- 

lice and foul Weather. | 

Lod. Oh, he means to get a Warrant, and ſearch for 
Nolen Goods, prohibited Commodities or Conyenticles ; 
here's a thouſand” civil Pretences in this Town to com- 
mit Outrages let me ſee. [They both pauſe a while, 
Sir Cred. Well, 1 have thought; and of ſuch a Bu- 
ſineſs, _ the Devil's i in't if you don t ſay am a man 
df Intrigu 

Lod. tat i 7 % ff noone 

Sir Cred. Ha, ha, ha, I * have l to o laugh. to 
bink how neatly 1 ſhall defear this Son of a "Ie of a 
hunder thumping Hector. * 

Lod. Be ſerious, Sir, chis is no laughing matter; it £2, 
might adviſe, you ſhould ſteal into the Country, for two 
or three days, till the Buſineſs be blown over. ; 

Sir Cred. Lord, thou art ſo haſty and conceited of thy 
own Invention, thou wilt not give a Man leave to think 
In thy company: why theſe were my very thoughts; nay 
more, I have found a way! to get off clever, tho he 
— me as narrowly as an enraged ucnen 2 _ 
EiCaPe, 


Lid, That indeed wou be a Maſterpiece, 


4 ; = 
= 
* 
Sic 
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n Why, look ye, do eee Pugh 


Tod. I do, —this yon denn (alis i in Balla 

Sir Cred. Vurg well, put me into this Basket) and con 

. 8 ſend fer a couple of Porters, hoilt me away 

with a Direction, to an old Uncle of mine, one Sir 41 

 #hony-Bubleton at Bubleton-Hall in Eſſex 3 and then whiy 

: te wer? as: Notes ſays in the Play, I'm gone, and who} 

wiſer ? 

Lad. I He it well. 121 | 

Sir Creu. Nay, loſe no ume in applandng, In, the 

* goes this Morning z farewel, Lod wick. 

| [Goos i219 the Basti. 

Iu be hero again on ee, e. writes a Direftion 


Lods By all means, 1 — Who's there,—— call; 
couple. of Porters. [Exit Boy, 
Fir Cred, One word more, the Carrier lies at the Bul 
in Friday · frost, pray take care they ſet me not on my 
1 [ Pops in again 
Euter Boy and two Porter 
Led. Come hither, cor d up this Basket, and carry it 
where he ſhall direct. Leander will never think he's fres 
from a Riyal, till he have him in his pofleſſion—— To 
Mr. Leander Fancy? $ at the next door; ſay tis things for 
him out of the 5 4 Direction to him 
on the Basket lid, [ Afide to the Bu. 
T. porters going #0 carry off the Backet on 4 long 


Pole between em. 
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. Enter Lady Knowel, | t 
1 Kno. What's this ? whiher goes this Basket ? I 
Sir Cred. Ah Lage? thay are; coma:weks the JF araiak 
7 [Peeps out of the _ 0 
5 Tos. Only Books, Madam, offer'd me to buy, bu 
they do not pleaſe mas. f 


L. Kno. Books! then ſet down the Basket, Fel 
lows, and lt me per 2 who are their Authors, ani I » 
what their La p 


| Sir Cred. A 0b l Learning, I ſay,.— tis m 
Mäother · in · aw. 9 [Porters 3 et down the _—_ ſ 


* 


Sir PaTrIENT Fancy. 
Tod. Hold, hold, Madam, they are only Engliſh and 
ſome Law-French, dE ů awe, 
I. Kno. Oh faugh, how I hate that vile ſort of Read- 
ing! up with em again Fellows, and away. LTI Por- 
Log, God- a- merey Law · French. pal ons 
L. Kno. Law French! out upon't, I cou'd find in my 
heart to have the Porters bring it back, and have it burnt 
for a Hereſy in Learning. 2 | 
Lod. Or thrown into the Thames, that it may flow 


I. Kno. Come in, and let me know it. - [Exennt, 
SCENE IL A Table and Chairs. 


Enter Lady Fancy in a Morning-dreſs, Maundy with Pen, 
Ink and Pafer. | 

L. Fan, Wittmore in the Garden, ſayſt thou, with I- 

bella! Oh perjur'd Man! it was by his contriyance then 

I was betray'd laft night, | | 

Maun, I thought fo too at 


firſt, Madam, till going to 


conduct Mr, Knowel thro the Garden, he finding Mr, Witt- 


more there with Iſabella drew on him, and they both 
fought out of the Garden: what miſchiet's done I know 
not. hut, Madam, I hope Mr, Knowell was not 
uncivil to your Ladyſhip. I had no time to ask What 
paſs'd between you. 1855 | 1 
L. Fan. Oh name it not: I gave him all J had re- 
ſery d for Wittmore, 1 was ſo poſſeſs d with the thoughts 


22 


| _ bad as we perſuaded him. 


— 
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of that dear falſe one, I had no ſenſe free to perceiye the 
cheat but I will be reveng' d. ome let me 
end my Letter, we are lafe from interruption. 1 

. "Mann. Yes, Madam, Sir Paſient is not yet up, the 
Doctors have been with him, and tell him he is not & 


L. Fan. And was he ſoft and kind: By all thats 
good ſhe loves him, and they contriy d this meeting. 
My Pen and Ink — I am impatient to unload my Soul 
of this great weight of Jealouſy.— . [Sizs down, and 
ED Ir Vas Unna e wort! i " Writes. 15 

Enter Sir Patient, looking over her Shoulder a tip-toe. 
Man. Heaven! here's Sir Patient, Madam. 
L. Fan. Hah, and tis too late to hide the P- 


per: I was juſt going to ſubſcribe my Name. 
Sir Pat. 1 morrow, my Lady Fancy, your Ladyſhip 
is well employ'd, 1 ſee, 5 | 
I. Fan. Indeed I was, and pleaſantly too; I am 
writing a Love-letter, Sir. But my Dear, what makes 
r e n e e es 
Sir Pat. A Love letter let me ſee t. [Goes to take it. 
L. Fan. I'll read it to you, Sir. 
Maus. What mean you, Madam ? l 7 


Lady Fancy reads. 


Ir was but yeſterday you ſwore you lov'd me, and I poor 
©. eaſy Fool believ d; but your laſt Night's Infidelity has 
undeceived my Heart, and render d you the falſeſt Man 
that ever Woman ſigh'd for. Tell me, how durſt you, iſ 
... when I had prepared, all things, for our Enjoyment, be 
* fo great a Devil to deceive my languiſhing Expettations ? 
and in your. room ſend one that has undone | 


Stix} 5's 12 ITO Oh 
" : , 7 J a 
F nou 2 11594...) $01.10. 110 565 
Man. Sure ſhe's mad to read this to him. * 


Fa a 2 es 


Sir pat. Hum, ——1 profeſs ingenuouſly..—.I think it 
is indeed a Love-letter— My Lady Fancy, what means 
all this? as I take it, here axe Riddles and Myſteries in 
this Bulineſs. Boe rd © enn ere 

1 | L. Fan, 


| | 1 
- J.. 2 1 pI 
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I. Fan. Which thus, Sir, Ill unfold ,—— — 
| I [Takes the Pen, and writes Iſabella. 


neaning my Daughter? N x 
L. Fan. Yes, my Dear, going this morning into her 
hamber, ſne not being there, I took. up à Letter that 
open on her Table, and out of curioſity read it; as 
ear as I can remember twas to this purpoſe; I writ it 
ut now, becauſe I had a mind thou 'ſhou'dft ſee' t; for 
can hide nothing from the. - kt; WY 
Sir — A very good Lady I profeſs? to whom is it 
jrecte 7 nan ö : LS 4 9 * | 7 
L. Fan. W Sit What ſhall 1 fay, I cannot 
n it no to Todπ.a ET [d. 
believe ſhe meant. it to Mr. Fainlove, for whom elle 
bu'd it be deſi9n'd"?' ſhe being ſo ſoon to mary him. 
Sir Pat. Ha. Mr. Fain-· love! ſo ſoon fo fond 
Lord!“ en 959. 5 M 
I. Fan. Alas, *tis the excuſable fault of all young Wo- _ 
en, thou know{t I was juſt ſuch another Fool to thee, 
fond nnd ſo in love.! 
Sir Pat. Ha, thou wert indeed, my Lady Fancy, 
deed thou wert. But I will keep the Letter hows 
ver, that this idle Baggage may know I undetſtand her 
ricks and Intrigues. [ats up the Letters 


L. Fan. Nay then twill out: No I beſeech 77 Sir, 


Iſabella 


we me the Letter, I wou'd not for the World 7 ; 
ow'd know of my theft, twou'd _— malicious i $ 
Pe: ——Beſides, Sir, it does not befit your Gravity 
e concern'd in the little Quarrels of Lovers. 
Sir Pat. Lovers! Tel me not of Lovers, my Lady 
ancy ; with Reverence to your good Lady ſhip, I value 
Wot whether there be Love between 'em or not. Pious 
Vedlock is my Buſineſs, — nay, I will let him know 
Wis own too, that I will, with your Ladyſnip's permiſſion, 
L. Fan. How unlucky I am!— Sir, as to his Chaſtiſe- 
ent, uſe your own difcretion, in which you do abound 
oft plentifully, But pray let not 1/abe!la hear of it; for 
1 wou'd preſerye my Duty to thee, — 


— 
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#1 things to thee, ſo 1, would conſerve my good Opinio 
with her. 


Sir Pat. Ah, What a Bleſſing 1 poſſeſs. in ſo excelley 
a Wife! _ in regard I am — day deſeending to ay 
Grave,—a I will no longer. hide from thee the 
ood ra e made for thee, e 
8 's is the Molick that L long'd to hear. 
Die — Oh that fatal Word will kill e [Way 
Name it no more, if you'd preſerve my Life, 
Sir Pat. Hah—now cannot I refrain joining wh. 
in affectionate Tears—No, but do not weep for me, 1 
excellent Lady, for I have made a pretty competent Eſta 
for thee, Eight thouſand Pounds, Which I have conceal 
m my Study Fetind the Wann on the left hand as 
dome in. 
L. Fan. Oh tell me not of a iranſcory Wealth, for I' 
3 not to ſurvive thee. Eight 12 Pound {af 
Oh I cannot endure the yn 5h on't. [Wa 
85 Pat. Eight thouſand Pounds juſt, my deareſt Lady, 
L. Fan. fb, you'll make me deſperate i in naming 
is it in Gold or Silyer ? ; 
SEPA In Gold, wx deareſt, the moſt part, the | 
in Silver? 
I. Fan. Good, Heavens! why ſhould you take iu 
pleaſure in afflicting me? [MWerps.] e 
Wainſcot ſaꝝ you? 
Sir Pat. Behind the warez in be pacifie 
= makeft me. loſe, my greate 
. e thee thus: alas, we re all born to eee 
; L. Fan. Again of dying EI 
> 8 in ormening te Gael 
N Pat. On ths lk hand, 7 Love: bad" 
"as Pat. Q e er ever! 
fuch a Wife? * 


L. Fan. Oh my Spirits fail me lead me, ot 
Thall faint, lead me to the Study, and ſhew me whe 
Ai bor I am able to hear no more of it. 

Sir Pat. I will, if you will promiſe indeed and inded 
not to grieve too =D [Going to lead her 0 
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| Enter Wirtmore. 
Wit. Heaven grant me ſome kind to ſpeak 


With Lucia / bab, ſhe's here, N 
cold her een bas ppm, WN 
avoiding him. a 
Sir Pat. Ob, are. you ile Sir $——Miundy look tb: 
| : take it, Sir, yon have not dealt well with 
Perſon of my Authority and 

[ Gropes for the Letter in his Poster. 

Wit. So this can be nothiag leſs than my being foknd 
t to be no Yorkſhire Eſq; a Pox of my Genus 
muſt be ſo, what the Devil ſhall I ſay now? 
Sir Pat. And this difingenuous dealing does ill become 
e Perſon you have reprefented, I uke it. 
Wit. Repreſented? ay, there tis, wou'd I were bund. 
I gwely off o' this Buſineſs; neither Lucin nor Maundy have 

= 2 ICS — 
an, Why, 5ir.— am to 
— that I CE des Art) 
1 Oh, Aaundy, he'll Giſrover- all, what - ſhall 
e do 
Sir Par. Have What, Sir ? * 
Wit. From my 3 Deng 
Wit. Egad I am een I fee by Luciz's Looks, 
Sir Pat. That you have, Sir, you wou'd ſay, made -2 
port and May-game of the Ingagement of your Word-z. 
take it, Mr. Faia- love, 'ris not like. the Sock ou came 
om. 
Wit. Yes, I was like to, have ſpoi'd all, Abet wbat 
ne work I had made ut moſt certainly he has di- 
yer d my Paſſion for his Wife, Well, Inpudenee 
lift me—— I made Sir, a triſle of my word, Sit: from 
hom have you this Intelligence? 
Sir Pat. From whom 'd I, Sir, but from- my 


Paughter 1/abella 2 
1 Baggage underſtood to 


Wit. Tſabella The alla 
om my A n rr E 5 1 
tray'd me, 


Sic 


68 Sir PATIENXT FAN O. 
Sir Pat. And Sir, to let you fee I utter EY With 
Precaution, pray read that Letter. 
it. Hah a, Letter! what can this mean. 
Lucia s Hand, with 1/abella*s. Name to't.— Oh the" 
cunning Creature, to make her Husband the Meſſen 
200. —.— How, I ſend one in my room? He real 
L. Fan. Les, Sir, you think we do not know” of 
| Appointment you made laſt Night; but having ot 
Affairs in hand than to keep your Promiſe, you f 
Mr. Knowel in your room, falſe Man. 
Mit. I ſend him, Madam ! I wou d have ſooner die 
Sir Pat. Sir, as I take it, he cou'd not have knoi 
your Deſigns and Rendezvous without your Infarmation 
85 5 not you to nn 85 3 : here 
A 5 Reel bon. : 3 SNL 24 lh 
r. Ves, Sir, and I bope tis "noſuth great Crime, 
deſire alittle Converſation with the fair Perſon one lol 
and is ſo. ſoon to marry, whieh I was hinder'd from do 
by the greateſt and moſt unluckly Misfortune- that & 
.arfiv'd. ; but for my ſending him, Madam, credit m 
there's nothing ſo much amazes me and afflicts me, as 
know be was here. 5 r 218H 2 
ix hat. He ſpeaks well, i enuouſty be does. — We 
Sir, for your — fake, ins . Memory J. reveren 
Iwill for once forgive you. But lets have no m0 
Night- works, no more Gazbols, 1 beſeech Jod, g00 
Mr. Fain- love. $1 
Vit. 1 humbly mak ye, Sir, and do. beſesch you! 
tell the dear Creature that writ "this, that I love her m 
than Life or Fortune, and that k wou'd "ſooner have kil 
- the Man that uſurp'd * 1 laſt ny than 
aſſiſted him. — — * vu * 19 
I. Fan. Were you not falſe then ver han 
if I do not credit him. {4þ 
Sir Pat. Alas, good Lady! bow ſhe —— T 
Intereſt, ſhe's even jealous For my Daughter. (Aid 
Mi. Falſe! charge me not with unprofitable 5m 
wou'd I refuſe a Bleſſing, or blaſpheme a Power i 
might undo me? wou'd I die in my full vigorous Health 


Sir PATIENT Fancy. 6g 
live in conſtant Pain? All this I cod, ſooner than be 


true. 
Sir Pat. keene my Lady Fancy, he ſpeaks dif: 
etly,' and to purpo 
L. Fan. Indeed, 11 he does, ad like an honeſt 
ntleman; and [ ſhou'd think my ſelf very unreaſona- 
not to believe him. And Sir, II undertake * 
ce ſhall be made with your Miſtreſs. - 
Sir Pat. Well, I am the moſt fortunate Man in a Wife, 
t ever had the Bleſſi ing of a hd one. 
. Madam, let me fall at your Feet, and thank you 
dis Bounty. Make it your own caſe, and then con- 
er what returns ought to be made to the moſt paſſionate 
d faithful of Lovers. [ Kneels, 
Sir Pat. I profeſs! a nene good · natur'd Youth, 
1 riſe, Sir, my Lady Fancy ſhall do you all the kind 
ices ſhe can, o“ my word ſhe-ſhall, 
Fan, I'm all One Sir, and doubles ſhaſl 
e ou. 1 itt 31946 ©1 4 
«i . You muſt, indeed you moſt; 3 and 66, 11 
fer your Happineſs no longer, this Day you _ ws 
yd. 
4 This Day, Sir! ———— the er are not 
| 2. 
dir Pat. No matter, Mr. asbeng her Portion ſhall 
equivalent to the Jointure ”_ ſhall make "ary I take f it, 
ns ſufficient. 
Mit. AJ ointute quoih be! 1 it muſt be in new Euspiun 
nd chen. — And muſt 1 depart thus, without à kind 
bad, a Look, or wSller to fignify what 1 am to ex- 
reuon ¶ Looking on her flily, 
55 pat. come, my Lady Fancy, ſhall I wait on you 


J e s Devotion : Come, Madam. 
[J ended udurs to make Signs td Wittmore. 
L Fan. Alas, Sir, the ſaid Diſcourſe you lately made 
, has ſo diſordet' d me, and given me ſuch a Pain in 
7 Head, Lam not able NN the Pſalm: A 


Sir 


wn to Prayer? Sir, you will get your ſelf in order ſor 
ur Marriage, the great Affair of human Lite; I muſt to 


7 Sic PATIENT: raden 
Fat. This comes; of gona Watghgy ee m 
. as of — Exerciſe, — 5 have no Plalm ſung. 
"Lax, Oh bye: no means, Sir, ewilh {ca | 
Brethren 3 for you know a Pſalm is not ſung — 
of Devevan, as tis to give notice of our Zeal my ic 
Intentions: tis a kind of-Proclamation to the Neighbe 
— 1 cannot be omi, Oh bow my f 
aches 
15, He were a dame'd dull Lover, that ond 
gueſs what ſhe meant by this. [4 
Sir Har. Well, my Lady Fancy, your Ladyſhip 1 
be . Sir, well leave hert . | 
Sir} 
[ As Wittmore.gees out, he bowi 
looks on ber 3 he giuts him 4 
Wit, That kind Look is a ſufficient Invitation. 
L. Fan. Maundy, follow em down, and bring | 
more back again. ¶ Exit. Maun-] Thete's.nowa 
ceſſity of our contriving to avoid this Marriage ha 
ſomly.— and we ſhall at leaſt make two Hount 
own; I never wilk'd well to long. Prayers. till this 


nute, 
Enter Witemore. 

Wit. Oh my dear Lucia / 
us — 4 { I long * 

ke ike to have happened laſt N 

wit. My Friend has told me all, 2 
vented by the coming of your Husband from 
of thoſe ſacred Delights 1 languiſn for. Oh let w 
| loſe ineſtimable Time in dull talking; but haſte to 
each other the only Confirmation we can give, how! 
we are our Own, 
I. Fan. 1 ſee Lodwick's a Man of Honour, a 
b e cb [Ex 


SCENE II. 4 Hall 


Enter Sir Patientrand Roger. 
Sir Pat. Roger, is Prayer ready, Roger? 
* Truly nay, Sir, for Mr. Gogle bath taken 


Sir Pu TIENT FAN cx. 71 
mc of the Creature this Morning, and is not in caſe, 


ir. 
Sir Pat. How mean ch 'G le is 
yertaken with Drink? you; ys $ Me * i 
Rog. Nay, Sir, be hal over. eaten himſelf at Breakfaſt 
91 Pat. a 8 | 88 ſoon _ for he bath 2 

ckly St as w Man. Where 

P he add eld IN chen to 1 

Reg. Verily he is alſo diſabled ; or going fort 

light by your Commandment to in hs be 

ceived a Nw over the Pericranium. 

dir Pat, Why how now, Sirrab, Latin! the Language 

f the Beaſt ! hah—and- what then, Sir? 

Rog. Which Blow, 1 doubt, Sir, bath ff Ka both his 


raying and his Eating. 
Sir 25 Hah! What a Family's 5 here 2 no N to 


Exer Nurſe and | | 
Nur. Nay verily it ſhall all out, 1 will by no more the 
ark Lanthorn to the deeds of Darkneſs. 

Sir Pat. What's the matter rey 1 5 , 
Nur. Sir, this young Sinner has en to a 
e daily and ni ghily 5.5 ems e ed, and 
abella; and 5 now | took her tying a Letter to a 
ring in the Garden, which he drew up to his Window: 
d I bave born it till my 2 will dear it no 
nger. 
Sr Par. Hah, ſo young a Baud! — Tell me, Minion— 
wate meeting! '! tell me truth, 1 charge e, when? 
here? how? and how often? Oh ſhe's de auch'd 1— 
r Reputation ruin'd, and ſhe'll need a double Portion. 
ome, tell me truth, "for this little Finger bere bas told 
e all, 
Fan, Oh Geminy, Sir, then that litle Finger's the 
dugeſeſt great Lyer as ever was. 
Sir Pat. Huzzy, buzzy—1 will have thee whip'd moſt 
amercifully : Nurſe, fetch me the Rod. 
Fan, Oh pardon me, Sir, this one time, and III tell all, 
ken ; 1 
0 ir 


5 Sir PaTient Fancy; 


— have ſeen him in the Garden, but not de 6 


: often, 


Sir Pat. Often! Ob, my Family's diſnonoured. I. 
me truly what he us d to do there, or 1 will have thy 
whipt without ceſſation. Oh I'm in a cold Tout; — 


my fine Maid, was he with her long? | 
Fan. Long enough. , 
Sir Pat. Long enough!— oh, is ſo, long coca 


for what, hah? my dainty Miſs, tel me, and didft u 


leave em? 


Fan. They us'd to ſend me to gather Flowers to m 


Noſegays, Sir. 


Sir Pat. Ah, Demonſtraion; z tis evident if they. we 
left alone that they were naught, I know't.— And ht 


were they the while? in the cloſe Arbour? —Ay, ay 


will haye it cut down, it is the Pent-houſe of anf 


the very Coverlid of Sin. 

Fan. No, Sir, they ſat on the Primroſe Bank. 
Sir Pat. What, did they ſit all the alle; or Rank 
or—lie—or—oh how was't? - - 1 

Fan. They only fat indeed, Sir Father. 
Sir Pat. And thou didſt not hear a Word they Gai 
the while? 
Fan. Yes, I did, Sir, and the Man talk'd a great d 
of this, and of chat, and of t'other, and al "i wi 
threw Jeſſamine in her Boſom. 
Sir Pat. Well ſaid, and did he adbing. 2 elle 5. 
Fan. No, indeed, Sir Father, nothing. well 
—_ But what did ſhe ſay to the Man again? 
Fan. She ſaid, let me ſee.— Ay, ſhe laid, Lord 30 
forget your ſelf, "and tay till ſomebody. catch us. 
Sir Pat. Ah, very 1 what ſaid he? 
Fan. Then be 20, Well if I muſt be gone, let, 
leave thee with this hearty Curſe, A Pox take thee all of 
for making me love thee, ſo confoundedly. 0 
Sir Put. Oh horrible ! 1 
Fan, — Oh I cou'd live here for ever, that was wit 
be kiſt 'her—her Hand only, Are you por a dam 
Woman ſor making ſo fond a Puppy of me? 
Sir Pat. Oh unheard-of Wickedneſs: 


e. 


KK. 
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an, Wou'd the Devil had thee, and alloy Fonts 
N 7. 10 40 


Sir Pat, Oh, I'll hear no more, II hear no more — 
y what a blaſphemous Wretch is this? 


']l be horribly angry with me. 

ir Pat, No, no, get you gone,—Ob./1 am _Hearr-ſick 
'H up and conſult with my Lady what's fit to be done 
his Affair. Oh never was the like heard of. 


ee ay Fanny . the eller . 


8 N E, the Lady Fancy*s Bed-chnmber; 
es diſeover d with Wittmore in  diforder. 
ATable, Sword, and Hat. 


Maun. O Madam, Sir Patient's coming up... 
WL. Fan. Coming up, ſay you 
aun. He's almoſt on apr Pu, = =o Ma: 
Wit, What ſhall I do? 
L. Fan. Oh, damn him, I know norg if be fee thee 
e after pretended Hineſs, he muſt needs diſcover 
I feign'd, —I have no excuſe 2 this Chamber's 
lucky, there's no avoiding him; here ſtep. behind 
Bed; perhaps he has. only ſongot his Pſalm- Book, 
will not ſtay. long, [ Wittmore runs behind the Bea. 
Enter Sir Patient, 
Sir Pat. Oh, oh, pardon chis Interrupuon, my Lady 
ny, Oh, 1 am halt killed, my e my 
dnour— my Daughter, my Reputation, 
L. Fan, Good Heavens, Sir, is ſhe dead ? 
Sir Pat. I wou'd ſhe were, her Portion and her Ho- 
dur would then be ſay'd. Bur oh, I'm ſick at Heart, 
aundy fetch me the Bottle of Arabi in he Ke 
es wanton, unchaſte. 25 
Enter Maundy with the Bala, * 
N h I cannot ſp peak it; oh the Bottle — (Drinks) ſhe has 
amt her mn her Shame, her Name. Oh (Drinks) 
ais not the right Botile, chat with the red Cork (Drinks) 
[Exit Maundv. 
Vor. 1V, D and 


.£ - 


an, Pray, Sir Father, do not tell a7 ſie of this; 


* 1 
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and is grown a very tother-end-of-the-Town Creature 
very Apple of Sodom, fair without, and filthy withi 
What ſhallwe do with her? ſhe's loſt; undone ; hi 

de BS Euter Maundſ x. 

let me ſee, (Drinks) > this is not as I take it (Drinl 

no, tis not the right, — ſhe's naught, ſhe's 
Drink oh how you 'vex me (Drinks) This is: 

the right Bottle yet,—(Drinks) No, no, here. 
Wo oe r e herb th 

Mann. You ſaid that with the red Cork, Sir. [ Gos. 

Sir — I meant the blue; — I know not what I 
in foe, my. Lady, let's . her out of hand, 

be in fal, fall'n 1 Perdition ; ſhe underſtands m 

Wickedneſs than had ſhe been bred in a profane 

Enter Maundy. : | | 
>nery, a Court, or a Play-houſe, (Drinks)— therefore |: 

: marry her itiftantly, ont of hand (Drinks) Misfortunet 
Misfprtune.—But Patience is a wonderful Virtue, (Dri 

Ha- chis is very comfortable, very confoling—1} 
feſs if it were not for theſe Creatures, raviſhing Comle 

"ſometimes, a Man were a very odd fort of an Ani 

(Drink,) But ah—ſee how all things were ordain's 

the uſe and _— of _ ( ry oy 

L. Fan. I like this well: Ah, Sir, tis ye he 
ore receive it plentifully and thankfully. ene an 

Bir Par. (Drinks) Tagennoufly—it hath made men 

vellous lighiſome; I profeſs-it hath a very notablel 

\culty, very knaviſh—and as it were, waggi 

ab, what have we there on the Table? a Sword 

Hat? _ © *[Sees Wittmore's Sword and Hat en 
NE IIS: Table, which he had forgot. 

L. Fan, ' Curſe on my Dulneſs. Oh theſe Sir, . 
are Mr. Fain-love's——he being ſo ſoon to be mam 
and being ſtraitned for time, ſent theſe to Maundy to 
new trim'd with Ribbon, Sir—that's all. Take em 
you naughty Baggage, muſt I have Mens things ſect 
my Chamber? q 59-00 RIES 

Bir Pat. Nay, nay, be not angry, my little Rog 

1 Ike the young: Man's Frugality mell=—Go, go! 


2 


—_ 


ay, get you gone, and finefy Jour Knacks, and Trang 
and do your Buſineſs— go. 
[Smiling on Maundy, gently beating her with 
his Hand: ſhe goes out, he bolts the 
Door afier her, and ſits down' on the 
| | Beds feet. E * 
L, Fan. Heavens, what means he! 5 
Sir Pat, Come hicher to me my little Ape's Face,. 
dme, come I ſay——what muſt I come fetch you ?-— 
uch her, catch her—catch her, catch her, catch her, 
| 18 [ Running after her. 
L. Fan. Oh Sir, I am ſo ill I can hardly tir. 
Sir Pat. I'll make ye well, come hither ye Monky= 
ice, did it, did it, did it? alas for it, a poor filly Fool's 
ace, dive it a blow, and I'll beat it. | | 


1. Fan. You negle& your Devotion, Sir. 2 * 
me Sir Pat. No, no, no Prayer to day, my little Raſcal, 
no Prayer to day - poor Gogle's ſick — Come hither, 
hy you refratory Baggage you, come or I ſhall touze 
ou, ingenuouſly 1 ſhall z tom, tom, or I'll whip it. 

L. Fan, Have you forgot your Daughter, Sir, and 
our Diſgrace ?—* | 

Sir Pat, A fiddle on my Daughter, ſhe's a Chick of the 
d Cock I profeſs; I was juft ſuch another Wag when 
oung,—But ſhe ſhall be marry'd to morrow, a good 
loke for her Knavery; therefpre come your ways,” ye 
"ts we'll take a nap togethe® good faith, my little 
arlot, I mean thee no harm. b 

L. Fan. No o' my Conſcience. | 

Sir Pat. Why then, why then you little Mungrel? 

L, Fan, His preciſe Worſhip is as it were diſguis'd, 
be outward Man is over taken pray, Sir, lie down, 
nd ll come to you preſently. 

Sir Pat. Away you Wag, will you? will you? Catch 
er there, catch her. | 
L. Fan. 1 will indeed, Death there's no getting from 
dim, — pray lie down—and I'll cover thee cloſe enough 
[1] warrant thee. [ Aſeae. ] | 
ie lies down, ſhe covers him. 
Had eyer Lovers ſuch ſpiteful luck? hah ——ſurely he 

LEES feeps, 


F 
” 
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Neeps, bleſs the miſtaken Bottle. Ay, he ſleeps, —< 
53 - 2 
whilſt, Wittmore —— . toning out all pul 
OO 22» »« " gheChair down, Sir Patient 
| fing, open the Curtain. 
Mit. Plague of my oyer-care, what fhall I do? 

Sir Pat. What's that, what Noife is that? let me (e 
we are not ſafe; lock up the Doors, what's the matte! 
What Thunder-Clap was that? 

+ © TWittmore runs ui#fer the Bed; ſi 
| "runs to Sir Patiem, and ball 
* $4.1. So 070 Bog,"  - 

L. Fan. Pray Sir, lie till, twas I was only going uf 
fit down, and a ſudden Giddineſs took me in my Hea 
which made me fall, and with me the Chair; there is ni 
danger near ye, Sir was juſt coming to Ulgep h 


| you're a flattering Huſwife; go, catd 
her, catch her, cateh her. Le Bows, ſhe rig 
L. Fan. Oh how I tremble at the diſmal apprehenſ 
of being diſcover'd ! Had I ſecur'd my ſelf of the «gl 
thouſands Pound, 1 wou'd not value Wittmore's bein 
ſeen, But now to be found out, wou'd call my WI 
queſtion, for tis the Fortunate alone are wiſe. —— 
[Wittmore peeps from under the Bu 
ſhe goes ſoftly to the Daor to open 
Wit. Was ever Man fo plagu'd? —hab—what's tu 
Tcconfound my telltale 'Watch, the Larum goes, W 
there's no getting to't to filence it.. Damn d MW 
fortune! [Sir Patient riſes, and flings open the Curia 
Sir Pat. Hah, what's that ? * 
L. Fan. Heavens! what's the matter? we are deſtinl 
to diſcovery.  TShe runs to Sir Patient, and is 
BEE” the Door ſtill faſt. © 
Sir Put. What's that 1 fay, what's that? let me ſee, ol 
me ſee, what ringing's that, Oh Jet me ſee what dis. 
* nl {Strives to get up, ſhe holds him dim 
L. Fan. Oh, now I ſee my Fate's inevitable! 
chat ever I was born to ſee't. | LL. 
© Wit. Death ſhe Il tell him 1 am bere; Nay, * * 
r G 


* 
* 1 
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were damn'd that firſt contriv'd a, Watch. 

Sir Pat. Hab, doſt weep ? why doſt weep? L 
ſay, what Noiſe is, that? what ringing ? hah. 
L. Fan. Tis that, tis that, my Dear, that makes me 
ep. Alas, 1 never. bear, this fatal Noiſe, but ſome 
dear Friend dies. 

* Pat. Hab, dies! Ob that muſi be I, ay, ay, 
, 

L. Fan. P've heard it, Sir, this two Days, but wou 's 
ot tell you of its 

Sir Pat. Hah ! heard it theſe two Days! Oh, what iz'e 
> Death- watch? —hah. 

L. Fan. Ay, Sir, a Death-watch, a certain Larum 
WD cab watch, a thing that has warn'd our Family this 
hundred Years, W m the moſt undone Wo- 
man! b 


1 
lh 


"ve Wit. A Bleſſing on * he a Sear diſunblin Jit—Death 
obo and the Devil, will it never ceaſe? 
col Sir pat. A Death-watch! ah, tis ſo, I've often heard 


pf theſe thing&——mewhinks 1 it ſounds as if *twere-under the 
bed, — Offers to look, ſhe halds him. 
Bs L. Fan. You think ſo, Sir, but that tis about the Red 
„ey 5 it therefore threatens you: Oh wretched 
' Oman ! 

Sir Pat. Ay, ay, I'm too happy i in a Wife to live long: 
el}, I will ſettle my Houſe at Hogſdon, with the Land 
ou it, which is 500 l. a hear upon thee, live or die,— 
No not grie ve. LLays: him ſelf downs. 
I. Fan. Oh I never bad more: Cauſes. come tey to 


of yaur-dtar; Health IC Yve him, draws the Curtains.] 
bave almoſt run out all my ſtock of Hypocriſy, and 


hat hated Art now. fails me. Oh all ye Powers that fa - 
ainſt your future Malice, - 


Wit, I'm i impatient of Freedom, yet ſo much Happi- 
*. 4s 1 but how injoy d 1 this: pats of — 
D 3 


know't, 2 Por of all Invention and; Mechanicks, and he 


eep, your Fate may be diverted——whilft II to Prayers | 


Pour diſtreſt Lovers, aſſiſt us now, and III provide a- 
Ls he makes Signs to Witmote, he peeps. 


| 


* 
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bad made me too bleſt. Death and Damnation 
what curſt luck have 1? 
[ Makes Signs to her to open the Door : whil 
he creeps ſofily from under the Bed 10 
Table, by which going to raiſe himſelf, | 
pulls own all the Dreſſing· things : at 
ſame inſtant Sir Patient leaps from the B. 
and ſhe returns from the Door, and fi 
Wiitmore : Backas he lies on his Hands 
Knees, and makes as if ſhe ſwooned. 
Fir Pat. What's the matter? what's the matter? h 
Satan broke his everlaſting Chain, and got looſe abrolfi 
to plague Poor Mortals? bah what's the matter? 
| Runs to his Lili 
I.. Fan. Oh help, I die—1 — down, and 
for help. 
Sir Pat. My Lady dying ? oh ſhe's gone, ſhe faints, 
what ho, who waits? [Cries and ba | 
L. Fan, Oh, go down and bring me help, the Dx 
is lock'd , — they cannot hear ye. 0h I gc 
I die, [He opens the Door, and calls help, 
Mit. Damn him! there's no eſcaping without I kill 
Dog. From under her, pee) 
I. Fan, Lie Kill or we are undone. 
| Sir Patient returns with Maundy, 
Maun. Hah, difcover'd ! 
Sir Pat. He'p, help, my Lady dies. 

Maun. Oh, 1 perceive how tis. Alas ſhe's 
quite gone; oh rub her Temples, Sir. i 
Sir Par. Oh I'm undone then, —{ Weeps] Oh wy Js 

my virtuous Lady! - 
I.. Fan. Oh, where's my Husband, my deareſt 
band—Oh bring him near me. 
Sir Pat. I'm here, my excellent Lady. — © 
[She takes him about the Neck, and raiſes 
© ſelf up, gives Wittmore a little kick bet 
Wit. Oh the dear lovely Hypocrite, was ever Man! 
near diſcover y L 
= Pat, Oh bow hard the preſſes my Head 10 ber! 
** 
M 
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». Ah, that graſping hard, Sir, is a very bad Sign. 
he Par How — my good, my deareſt Lady Fancy 2 
I. Fan, Something better now, give me-more Air, 
+ diſmal Larum Death-watch had almoſt kill'd me. 
sir Pat. Ah precious Creature, how ſhe affticts her ſelf 
© me, Come, let's wall into the Dining-room,, "tis 
ore airy, from thence into my Study, and make thy ſelf 


s :treſs of that Fortune I have deſigu d thee, thou beſt of 
| omen. 12 r b Ea 
A ACTV. SCENE LE . 
: A 'Tabl e, and ſis Chairs; . 

6 


Enter Ilabella reading 4 Letter, Betty tricking her. 
ab} JOW came you by chis Letter? 
Bet. Miſs Fanny receiv'd it by a String from 
is Window, by which he took up that you writ to him 
dis Morning. 155 a 
Jab. What means this nicety ? forbear I ſay.— 
pat Betty from hem 
Pet. You cannot be too fine upon your Wedding - day. 
Iſab, Thou art miſtaken, leave me. whatever he 
ys here to ſatisſy my Jealouſy, I am confirm'd that he 
as falſe : yet this aſſurance to free me from this in- 
nded Marriage, makes me-reſolye to pardon him, how- 
Ver guilt y. f 5 +} 5 D 
N Enter Wittmore. )) 
ow now ! what means this Inſolence? How dare you, 
Ving ſo lately made your guilty approaches, venture a- 
iin into my preſence ?. | 
h i.. Why ? Is there any danger, but what's ſo viſible, 
Man thoſe fair Eyes? | | 46 


- 
o 


085 0 lab. And there may lie enough, Sir, when they re 


gry. By what Authority do you make this ſaucy Viſit? 
a ' 4 „ Wyo Wit. 
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—— 5 a no Madam; 1 come to c 
ate the mighty Joy this Day will „. 
Job. Thou dar ſt not 1 do on be « 
in't, | 
Wir, Why ſure you u carry Deoch in nl 
braces, I find no Terror in that lovely Shape, no Dag 
in that pretty ſcornful Look 3 that Breath that utten 
much Anger now, laſt night was ſweet as new-blo 
_ are. and ſ poke ſuch Words, ſo tender and 
ind 
Hal. And canſt thou. think. they were addreſs'd to the 
Wit, No, nor cou'd the Shade of Night hide the Cal 
fuſion which diforder'd. you, at the diver that ly 
not he, the bleſſed he you look d. for. - 

Iſab. Leave me, thou hated Object of my Soul. 

Wit. This will not ſerve your turn, for I mult n 

ou. 

Ifab. Then thou art a Fool, and draweſt thy Ruin 

why I will hate thee, hate thee moſt erm, 

Wit, That will not anger me. 

fab. Why, I will never ler thee touch me, nor | 
my Hand, net come into my ſight, 

Wit, Are there no other Women kind, fair, and'rol 

d? he cannot ſtarve for Beauty i in this Age, th 

$ a ſtock to buy. 

Iſab. Why Win cuckold thee, look: to'r, Iv 
moſt damnably. 

Wit. So wou'd you, had you lov'd me, in a year! 
wyo; therefore like a kind civif Husband, Ive made | * 
viſion for you, a Friend, and one I dare traſt my 
nour with,. tis Mr. Knowell, Madam.” . 

Jab. Lodwick / What Devil brought that Name to 

ge; Canft thou know him, and yet d 
to marry me? 

Wit, We have agreed it, and on thefe conditions. 
Fab. Thou baſeſy injureſt him, he cannot do a D 
he ouzht to bluſh for: Lodwick do this! Oh do 1 
credit it— priclice be juſt and kind for thy own Honow 
fake; be quickly ſo, the haſty mimmes fly, and will ant 


make up the faral —_y that · will unde me. 


* 
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Wit, Tis true, within, an hour you mut ſubeir 1 


men, there's no avoiding it. 

"ak. Nay then be my poor ſubwillive benen, 

d all that dull jence Cullen has made us Slaves 

— Do ſacrifice me, lead me to the Altar, and ſee if 

the 6 Fr, myſtick Words can conjure from me the con- 
lable :. No, 1 will noradd one word to make 

— complete, but ſtand as ſilent in the inchanting 

rcle, as if the Prieſts were railing Devils there, 

Enter Lodwick..- 
Lad. Enough, enough, my charming 1/abella, 1 am 


dnfirm'd. 


Yah. Lodwich what good Angel conducted thee l 


155 E'en honeſt Charles Wittmore here, thy Friend: 
d mine, no Bug- ear Lover he. 
Jab. Wittmore 4 that Friend I've often heard thee 
me? Now ſame kind miſchief on him, he has ſo 
phted me, I ſcarce can bring my Senſe 10 ſo much or- 
, to thank him that be loves me not. 
Lig, Thou ſhalt defer that payment to more his; 
're Men of buſineſs now. My Mother, knowing of a- 
nſultation- of Phyſicians which your Father has this day | 
pointed to meet at his Houſe, has brib'd Monſieur Tre | 
me his French Doctor in Penſion, to admit of a Doc- 
or two of her recommending, who ſhall amuſe him- 
h diſcourſe til} we get ourſelves married; and to make 
he more ridiculous, I will, releaſe Sir Credulous from 
Basket, I ſaw it in the Hall as r thro, we ſhall * 
e need of the Fool. > Exit Wirmore. 
| Enter Wittmore, pulling in the Baker. 
„. Twi do well. 
d. Sir Credulout, how is't Man? [Opens the Basket. 
dir Cred. What, am I not at the Carrier's yet 
Lodwick, thy Hand, I'm almoſt poiſon'd,— This 
ket wants airing extremely, it ſmells lixe an old Lady's 
0 aun Gown. of my ACQUAINIANCE,nomm—— But what's 
anger paſt, Man ? 
1 No. but there's a neceſlity of your being for ſome 
je agu d to act a Phyſician. f 
D 3 die 


— — 


de very grave, and put on a ſtarch'd Countenance. 


*%. 
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Bir Cred. How! a Phyfician ! that 1 can eaſily do, 
- 1 underſtand Simple. 
Lad. That's not material, fo you can but banter q 


Sir Cred. Banter! What's thar, Man? 
Tod. Why, Sir, talking very much, and meaning 
nothing; full of Words without any connett 
| ſenſe or concluſion. Come in with me, and 11] inſt 
you farther. W 

Sir Cred. Pſhaw, is that all? ſay no more on, 
— 5 let me alone for Bantering.— But this ſame da 

Rival—— - 9 | 
Tod. He's now watching for you without, and m 
to ſouſe upon you; but truſt to me for your ſecui 
- come _ have your Habit ready. (Goes out, 
This day ſhall make thee mine, dear Iſabella.— 
| Exit Lodwick and Wittn 
, Enter Sir Patient, Leander, and Roger. 
Sir Pat. Marry Lucretia is there no Woman in 
City fit for you, but the Daughter of the moſt notgr 
fantaſtical Lady within the Wall? 
Lean, Let that famaſtical Lady you thought fit f 
Wife for me, Sir. | 
Sir Pat, Yes, Sir, Foppery with Money had been ft 
thing; but a poor Fop, hang't tis abominable. 
Lean. Pray hear me, Sir, 
Sir Pat. Sirrah, 'Sirrah, you're a Jackanapes, i 
nuouſly you are Sir: marry Lucretia, quoth he! 
Lean. If it were fo, Sir, where's her fault? 
Sir Pat. Why, Mr. Coxcomb, all over. Did ! 
ſo much care endeavour to marry thee to the Md 
only to give thee opportunity with Lucretia? 
1 Enter Lady Knowell. 
Lean. This Anger ſhews your great Concern for! 
Sir Pat. For my Name I am, but *rwere no matt 
thou wert hang'd, and thou deſerveſt it for thy leut 
valiering Opinion. They ſay thou art a Papilt tod 
at leaſt a Church- of- England Man, I profeſs there's n 
Pia $0 chuſe. Marry Lucretia! © 
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L. . Were Lquerimonious, 1 ſhou'd weſea: dhe AF 
nt this Balatroom has offer d me. 
. Dear Madam, for 1 lake do not anger be 
a PE; [Aſide to her, 
L. Kro. Upon my Honour you are ver free — =y 
daughter, Sir. 
Sic Pat. How! ſhe here ! ' now fora Peal — her eters 
al Clapper ; I had rather be confin'd to an tron-mill. 
L. Kno. Sure Lucretia merits a Husband of -as much 
forth as your Nephew, Sir. 
Sir Pat. A beiter, Madam, for he's * Jeudeſt Hectot 
1 the Town; he has all the Viees of Youthy Whorin 
wearing, Drinking, Damnin Fighting, —and a thouſand 
ore, numberleſs and nameleſs; . + 
L. Ko. Time, Sir, may make him more ibftemious, 
Sir Pat. Oh never, Madam! tis in's Nature, he was 
orn with it, he's given over to Er. N tis wed 
<' bone, —— he's loſt. . 
Lean. This is the firſt good Office that ever he did me⸗ 
L. Kno. What, think you, Sir, if in defiance of your 
nurbanity, I take him with all thels Faults my 61 Rr 
dir Pat. How, Madam 
L. x no. Without more rx Whth Sir; 1 heve confider's 
our former Deſires, and have conſented to 8 him, 
jotwithſtanding your Exprobrations. 
Sir Pat. May 1 | believe this, Madam? and has rotir Ba 
hip that Goodneſs ?—and haſt thou, my Boy, ſo much 
t? Why this is ſomething now. — Well, he was ever 
e beſt and ſweeteſt-natur'd Youth, —— Why, what a no- 
able Wag's this? and is it true, my Boy, hah? © = 
Lean, Yes, Sir, I had told you ſo before, bad vou 
ermitted me to ſpeak. ts 
Sir Pat. Well, Madam, he is only fit for your excel- 
nt Ladyſhip, be is the prettieſt civilleſt Lad. Well, 
jo thy ways; I ſhall never ſee the like of thee 5 96 
ngenuouſly the Boy's made for ever 3 two thouſand 
Pounds a Year, beſides Maney, Plate and Jewels; made 
or ever. — Well, Madam, the ſatisfaction 1 take in this 
Viance, has made me reſolve .to give him imme- 


lately my Writings of all my Land in Berkſhire, five 
bun- 


84 Sir Patient FAI. 


] Was tn Madam: and 1 wou'd have g 
married this Morning with my 1 0 one Ding 
r * 1-4 
L. Xu. That, Sir, we have already a upon 
Sir Pat. Well, Pit berch the Writings. Come, | 
Th not truſt you out of my fight to * 
b 


Tens. wen then, Madam, you ave —_—— 1 
buſineſs of. 
I. Kno. Was it not ; contlnded between us, Sir; U is 
Woe and at the near a do you begin 10 fey! 
„e- Mydawy ce Pm et of 


1 — You ' SY Sir, this is mere ation 

Lean. No, I am that wild 1 unn. 
der d me, and cannot live confin'd. 1 

L. kro. To one Woman you mean ? 1 ſhall not | 
with you for a Miſtreſs or two; I hate a dull movoſe u 
** Blockhtad to my Hausband; nor ſhall 1 de 

& example of a ſuffering 9 Sir, enn, en 
created poor obedient rhi 

Lean. And can you be content to ſpare me five of 
nights in a week ? | 

I. Kno. Oh you're too reaſonable. e944 

Lean. And for the reft, if 1 get drunk, haps N 
Pye to you: yet in my "drink I'm damwd itl-nanr! 

N may neglect my Duty; perhaps ſnall be ſo wick 
to call you cunning, deceitful, jilting, baſe, and ſwen 
you bave undo 2 ſwear you have S vil d from nf 
faithful Heart cou'd make it bleſs'd or happy. 
Lucretia Weepinge 

L. Kno. How ow, Lucretia? 

Lacr. Oh Madam, give me leave to kneel before, 6 
tell you, if you purſue the Cruchy 1 hear you're going 
to commit, I am the moſt loſt, moſt wretched Maid thi 
breathes ; we two have plighted Faiths, and ſhou'd you 
2 him, "(were io to fin as Heaven would neyer pu 

Is | | 
38 * Fool, 


Sir PATIENT FANCY. 35 


Laer. Never till you have given me back Leander, or 
ve to live na mote Pray kill me, Madam; and the 
So Flowers that deck your nuptial Bed, 


ball ſerve to ftrow my Herſey when I hal li 


dead cold Winch of of your Tyranny. 

L. Kno. Riſe z I till deſign'd him — ar wd 
lleaſure, Sir, your reclination from my Addreſſes. 
[ baye prov'd both your Paſſions, 'and*rwere unkind not 
o crown em with the due Premium of each others Me- 
its. : 7 CG hey to Lean. 

Lean. Can Heaven and:you agree to be ſd bountiful ? 

L. Kno. Be not amaz'd at this turn, Rotat omne fucum. 

But no more,. keep ſtill that mask of Love we 
t put on, till you have gain'd the Wridngs : for I have 
0 Joy beyond cheating that filthy Uncle of thine... 
ucretia, wipe your Eyes, and prepare for Hymen, the 
our draws near. Thaleſſio, Thaleſſo, as the Romans 
'd. 
— May you {til} be admir'd as you deſerve? 
Enter Sir Patient with Writings, and Iſabella, 

Sir Pat, How Madam Lucretia, and in Tears? | 

L. Kno. A little diſguſted, Sir, with hes Fal in h/ 
ir. 

Sir Pat, Oh is that all? hold up thy Head, Sweet - heart, 

y turn's next Here, Madan 1 ſurrender my Title, 

nth theſe Writings, and with em my Joy, my Life, my 
Darling, my Lean der. Now let's ny, where's 

t. Fainlove 4 

Jab. He's but tept into Cheapſide, to fit the Ring, 
ir, and I will be here immediately. 

Ir Par. I have Buſineſs anon about eleven of the 

lock, a Conſultation of Phyſicians, to confer about this 
arcaſe of mine, 

Lean, Phyſicians, Sir, what to do? 

* Pat. To do! why to take theit advice, Sir, and to 
low it. 

Lean, For what, 1 beſeech you, = 

dir Pat, Why, Sit, for my Health. 


my I belieye you are not ſick, Sir, unleſs y make 
du 19, 
Sir 


— 


86 Sir PAT IE NT FAN cv. 
8 Sir Pat. They make me ſo Do you hear him, My 
2 not I ſick, Sir p not I, Sir Patiens F y 
| c 

L. Ke. He'll deſtroy: Deſign, H Mr. Fay 
not Sir Patient ſick ? yr. he be i — beſo 
ou'll credit it? 41 

| | Sir Par, Ay, Madam, I want but dying to aadend | 
; him, and yet I am not ſick ! 

Lean. Sir I love your Life, and wou'd not have j. 
=. dic with Fancy and Conceit. 

| Sir Pat. Fancy and Conceit ! do but obſerve him, Mx 


B —what do you mean, Sir, by Fancy and Concei 

þ L. Ru. He'll ruin all ;——why, Sir, — he means 

| Sir Pat. Nay, let him alone, let him alone, (with you 
Ladyſhip 's pardon) —— Come, Sir,—Fancy and Concay 
I take it, was the Queſtion in debate, 


Lean. I cannot prove this to you, Sir, by has of Ar. { 
5 gument, but by Demonſtration I will, if you will ban 
all your cozeting Quacks, and take my wheleloma 3 
vice. ICT 
Sir Pat, Do but hear him, Madam: not prove it! | 
L. Kno. Sir, be means nothing. Not ſick ! Az J 
Sir, you're very ſick. 5 
Sir Pat, Ay, ay, your Lady ſhip is a Lady of profound |. 
Knowledge — Why, have I not had the advice of Ji b. 
| the Doctors in England, and have I not been in cont L 
* nual Phyſick this twenty Years ;—— and yet I am 10 7 
7 ſick! Ask my dear Lady, Sir, how ſick J am, ſhe cu . 
inform you. _{L. Kno. goes and talks to Ii 
Toean. She does her endeayour, Sir, to 1 up che Hu 
mour. 0 
18 pat. How, Sir? ay 
Lean. She wiſhes you dead, Sir. 
Sir Pat. What ſaid the Raſcal ? wiſhes me dead! 
Tean. Sir, ſhe hates you. D. 
Sir Pat. How! hate me! what my Lady hate me“ 
Lean, She abuſes your Love, plays tricks with ye, 3 
cheats ye, Sir. co 
Sir Pat. Was ever ſo profane a Wreich W hat, Ja br. 


will not prove this neither? 


Tias 


x . 
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Lean. Yes, by demonſtration too. 
Sir Pat, Why thou ſaucy Varlet, Sirrah, Sirrah, thank 
my Lady here I do not cudgel thee. Well, I will ſet- 
tle the reſt of my Eſtate upon her to morrow, I will, 
Sir; and thank God you have What you have, Sir, make 
much ont. e ret 
Lean. Pardon me, Sir, tis not my ſingle Opinion, but 
the whole City takes notice on't: that 1 tell it you, Sir, 
is the effect of my Duty, not Intereſt, Pray give me 
leave to prove this to you, Sir. 

Sir Pat. What, you are at your Demonſtration again? 
come—let's hear. | | R 

Lean, Why, Sir, give her frequent opportunities. 
and then ſurprize ber; — or, by pretending to ſettle all 
upon ber OG her your 2 ſee if ſhe do not 
turn you out of Doors ;——or on! ou are 
ſick © death or indeed by Aus; | eg 7 | 
Sir Pat. I thank you, Sir, — this indeed is Demonſtra- 
tion, I take it. | _ , [Pulls off his Hat. 
Luan. I mean but feigning, Sir; and be a witneſs 
jour ſelf of her Sorrow, or Contempt, © © 

Sir Pat. pauſes]  Hah— hum,— why ingenuouſly this 
may be a very pretty Projeft,— Well, Sir, ſuppoſe I fol- 
low your advice ?—nay, I profeſs I will do ſo, not to try 


£ Faith, but to have ihe pleaſure to hear her conjugal 
" Lamentations, feel her Tears bedew my Face, and her 


ſweet Mouth kiſſing my Cheeks a thouſand times; verily 
"2 wonderful Cotmfort. — And then, Sir, what becomes of 
your Demonſtration, =—— E 
Enter Wittmore with the Ring. 75 
Oh— Mr. Fainlove, come, come, you're tardy, let's 
away to Church, Nes | 


Enter Roger. | 
Rog, Sir, here is Doctor Turboon, and thoſe other 
Doctors your Worſhip expected. | 
1 * Enter Lady Fancy. 
: Sir Pat, The Doctors already well bring em up 3 
tome, Madam, we bave waited for your Ladyſhip, — 


mY bring vp the Docter, Rogers 


L Fang 


8 Sir Parient Fancy: 


L. Fan. D -I have now 2 that deſign u 
- happy 8 which I this formal AG; 
III tell thee more anon, — we are are obfery'd,. n 

I. Kno., Oh Ladwisk's come! 8 
Enter deter Men ar Turboon, Fat ocker, * 

den, Sir Credulous. 

Sir Pat. — — — Servant, I expected yay 
not this two hours. 

Turb. Nor had ee com Sir, but for deſe wordy Gents 
_ whos Affairs wode not permit * U came at ** 

ur. 

Sir Pat. Are they Engliſh pray? 

Turb. Dis is, Sir,— mene 70 122 an ed 

Phy cian, and a rare Aſtrologer,— Dis ſpeaks good Ew. 
liſh, bot a | Colender bon. [ Points to Sir Cred, 

Sir Cred. What a pox, does the Fellow call me a Cyl 
lender? 

Tod. He means a High · Dutch man of the Town 0 
Calen, Sir. 


Sir Par. Sir, 1 have beard of your fame. Dodo 


pray entertain theſe Gentlemen til my returns, IA be wiih 


Jou preſently. 
Tod. Sir, I hope you go not forth to day. 
[ Gazing on his Fan, 


Sir Par. Not far, Sir. 

Lod. There is a certain Star has rul'd this two days, Si, 
of a very malignant Influence io Perſons of your Com 
r and Conſtitution, —Let me ſee within this tyo 

ours and ſix minutes, its Malice will be ſpent, till ehen r 
will be fatal. FAY Days 3 
Sir Pat, Hum, reign'd this two Days 7 I profei 
and things have 4b croſs with me this two Tanga 
a notable Man this. - 

IL. Kno. Ob, a very profound. Aſtrologer, Sir, 1 
my Honour I know him. 

Sir Pat, But this is an Affair of that Importance, 85 
| Lots If it be more . 1 beg you 
pardon, Sir. 

Sir Pat. Nay, no Offence, Sir, I beſecch you, 1 


ſtay, Sir. 
L. , 
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L. Kno. How! Sir Patient not ſee us married? 
Sir Pat. You ſhall excuſe me, Madam. W n 
L. Fan. This was lucky; Oh Madam, wou d you have 
ny Dear venture out, when a malignant Star reigns ! not 

Or the World. | * | 1. ; 
Sir Pat. No, I'll not. ſtir ; had it been any Star but a 
nalignant Star, I had waited on your Ladyſhip: but theſe 
malignant Stars are very pernicious Stars. Nephew, take 
ny Lady Knowell, Mr. Fainlove my Daughter; and Bar- 
holomew do you conduct my Lady, the Parſon ſtays for 

ou, and the Coaches are at the Door, _— 
[Exeunt L. Kno. Lean. Wit. and Iſab. 


ab L. Fancy and Bartholomew 
a] Enter Boy. . 3 2 | 
red, 


Boy, Sir, Lady has: ſent for 2 1 ©4/ 
Lod, 87, Pl 1 2 you —— Sir Credulous. 
e ſure you lug him by: the Ears with any ſort of Stuff 
ill my return. I'll ſend you a Friend to keep you in eoun- 
enance. 
Sir Pat. Pleaſe you to fit, Gentlemen? 
Amſt. Pleaſe you, Sit. [ To Sir Cred. who bows 
| and runs backs © 
Sir Cred. Oh Lord, ſweet Sir, I hope you do not 
ake me—Nay, 1 beſeech you, Noble Sir Reverend 
dir. | [Turning from one to t other. 


Si no means, Sir, a Stranger. 

Fr Cred; 1 beſeech you Scavantiſſimi Doctores, — in- 
0 {comparable Sir,—and you—or you. 

at Far D. In troch, Sir, theſe liments ave needleſs, 


am ſomething corpulent, and love my eaſe. 5720 
3 therefore Con- 


Sir Cred, Generous: Sir, you fay w 
nia, as the Greerans havo it, 
Anſt, _— Rrother,— 


ut fl Sir Par. Boch below the leaſt of the learned Society. 
Leyd\ Since you wilt have it ſo. [All fit and cry 
„ 09535 707 + + IE: 


— 


V0, | Sir 
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go Sir PATIENT FAN C. 
Sir Crad. Hum — hum, moſt Worthy, and - moſt- f 
nowned— Medicina Prefeſſores, qui hic aſſemblati eſti, Mu 
vos altra Meſioris;, I am now going to make a Moi 
for the publick Good of us all, bu will do nothing wil 
out your Doctorſhips Approbation,  - _ © 
Sir Pat. Judiciouſly concluded. 
Sir Cred. The queſtion then is, Reverentiſſimi Dore 
whether for mark me, I come to the matter in hail 
hating long Circumſtances of Words; there being no 1 
ceſſity, as our learned Brother Rabelais obſerves in thy 
moſt notorious Treatiſe of his call'd Garagantua ; thei 
is, ſays he, no neceſſity of going over the Hedge wha 
the Patb:lies fair. before ye: therefore, as I ſaid beſo 
I now ſay again, coming to my Queſtion ; for as tl 
admirable Welch Divine ſays, in that {6 famous Serma 
of his, upon her Creat Granfather Hadam and her Cret 
-Granmother Heeve concerning the Happell,—and her wil 
Warrant her, her will keep her to ber Text till, — fl 
ſtick cloſe to my queſtion, which is, Iluſtriſſimi Doflir 
whether it be not neceſſary to the Affair in hand 
take — a Bottle; and if your Doctorſhips are of my op 
nion — hold up your Thumbs. LAll hold up their Thun 
— Sir, you obſerve the Vdtes of. the learned Cai 
fs 1— SY | 
Sir Pat. Which ſhall be put in Act forthwith 
like this Man well, he does nothing without mature Dt 
liberation. ; 


| Enter Brunſwick, - | 
Brun, By your leaves Gentlemen, —Sir * 
8 1 . [Wal 
Sir Cred. Oh— tis Lodwick's Friend, the Raſcal's drel 
like Vanderbergen in the Strand. Sir Patient, in 
know this glorious Doctor, Sir. 7207 = a 
Sir Par. A Door, Sr? 0c bv 16s 
Sir Cred. A Doctor, Sir! yes, and as. eloquent a Dod 
Sir, as ever ſet Bill to Poſt: why "tis —— the incomę 
rable—Brunſwick, High- Dutch Doctor. 1 
Sir Pat. You're welcome, Sir, — Pray ſit; ab.— We 
Sir, you are come to vilit a very crazy lickly Perſon, &. 


15 
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Brin, Pray let me feel your Pulſe, Sir what think 
du Gentlemen, is he not very far gone Pom __ . 
| an [ Feels his Pulſe, they all feel, 
Sir Cred. Ab, far, far. Pray, Sir, have you not a 
rain wambling Pain in your Stomach, Sir, as it were, 
, 2——a pain, Sir. oil. Ka ne at 
Sir Par, Oh very great, Sir, eſpecially in a Morning 
r at- Wag 23 
Sir Cred. I knew it by your ſtinking Breath, Si. 
d are you not troubled with a Pain in your Head, Sir? 
Sir Pat. In my Head, Sir? | 0 
Sir Cred, I mean a — kind of a — Pain. —a kind 
f a Vertigo, as the Latins call it; and a Whirligigouſti- 
in, as the Greeks have it, which ſignifies in Engliſh, Sir, 
Dizzie-ſwimming kind—of a do ye fee— a'thing—that 
a—you underſtand me. 8 Fb 
Sir Pat. Oh intolerable, intolerable !——why this is a 
re Man! 
Fat D. Your Reaſon, Sir, for that? [To Sir Cred, 
Sir Cred. My Reaſon, Sir? why, my Reaſon, Sir, is 
is, Haly the Moore, and Rabbi Iſaac, and ſome thouſands 
nore of learned Dutchmen, obſerve your dull Wall Eye 
nd your Whir—Whirligigouſtiphon,; to be inſeparable. 
Brun. A moſt learned Reaſon! | | 
Fat D. Oh, Sir, inſeparable. 3 | N 
Sir Cred, And have you not a kind of 2a——ſome- 
bing do ye mark me, when you make Water, a kind 
df a ſtopping ——and.——a——do ye conceive me, I 
ave forgot the Engliſh Term, Sir, but in Latin tis a 
tronggullionibus, © 3 
Sir Pat. Oh, Sir, moſt extremely, tis that which makes 
ne deſperate, Sir. rk ak as 
Sir Cred. Your ugly Face is an infallible gn 3 your 
Dy/urie, as the Arabicks call it, and your ill-fayour'd 
duntenance, are conſtant Relatives. | 
All, Conſtant, conſtant. 
Sir Cred. Pray how do you eat, Sir? 
Sir Pat. Ah, Sir, there's my diſtraction. Alas, Sir, I 
daſe the weakeſt Stomach I do not make 
. ee 
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. Meals a-day, and then indeed I eat heartilp—= but 
what's that to eating to live ?—nathing, Sir, nothing 
Sir Cred. Poor Heart, I pity him. | 
Sir Pat. And between Meals, good Wine, Sweet-my 
Caudles,— Cordials and Mirabiliſes, to keep i 
J 5, i. 7, 
Sir Cred, A Pox of his Aldermanſhip: an the wi 
Bench were ſuch notable Swingers, would familh 
City ſooner than a Siege. r 
Amſt. Brothers, what do you think of this Man? 
Teyd. Think, Sir? 1 think his Cafe is deſperate, 
Sir Cred, Shaw, Sir, we ſhall ſoon rectiſy the q 
lets and quillities of his Blood, if he obferves. our Di 
tions and Diet, which is to eat but once in four or five dy 
Sir Pat. How, Sir, eat but once in four on five d 

* fuch & Diet, Sir, would kill me ; alas, Sir, kill me. 
Sir Cred. Oh no, Sir, no; for look ye Sir the Cal 
thus, do you mind me — ſo that the Buſineſs lying ſo 
vious, do ye ſee, there is a certain Method, do ye mi 
me in a Now, Sir, when a Man goes about to 
the courſe of, Nature, — the caſe is very: plain, you, 
as well arteſt the Chariot of the Sun, or alter the R 
of che Moon > for, Sir, this being another Nay 
the Nature of it is to be unnatural, you. conceive 
Sir ?— therefore we muſt crave your abſence, Sit, for 
few Minutes, till we have debated. this great Affair. 
Sir Pat. With. all my heart, Sir, ſince, my. Caſe d 
deſperate, a few hqurs were not tao. much. [Ex Sil 
Sir red, Nome Sir, ray. ſervice to n, [D 


Enter Fanny. * 


MOOS RU iP IG 
Fus, Oh living bear}, what do all. theſa hes do in 
Hoes ſure - == are a fort of new-faſhiou'd,.Cenve T 
clers; Ulli hear em prag. 4 
— © * [They drink round thellifh, 
Amſt. Sir, my ſervice to you, and to your good LUN. 


Sir, 4 7 8 * 
Leyd. Again to you, Sir, not forgetting your Daly 


7 ters: they are fine Women, Sit, let Scandal do — | 


Br 
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run. Faith it goes but baldly oi on, 1 bad U weekly 
and twas a very thin Mortality z ſome of * 
die indeed, that haye good round. Fees to gi 
urb. Veril ly, I have not kg above my 4 — or fix 
Week. | 
Brun. How, Sir, kid? 
Turb. Kill'd, Sir! ever whilſt you live, N thoſs 
o haye the grand Veroleʒ for tis * for a Man's Cre- 
to let the Patient want an Eye or a Noſe, or ſame 
er thing. 1 have kill'd y my fiye or * dozen a 
the but times are har 
Brun. I grant ye, Sir, your Poor for 3 and 
provement of Knowledge; and to ſay truth, there 
pht io be ſuch Scavengers as we to ſweep away the 
jbiſh of the Nation, [Sir Cred, and Fat n 
in Di * 
Sir Cred, Nay, and you. talk of a Bea | 
„ Sir——(Drinks.) Ay, 1 loft the fine Beaſt of a 
re in all Devon _ 8 
Fat D. And 1 the fineſt Spaniel, Sir 
[ Here they all wn together till you 
come 3 Sir. 

Turb. Pray what News is there ſtirring? 
Brun. Faith, Sir, I am one of thoſe Fools that never 
gad whether Lewis or Philip bave the beuer or the 
| iſt, | 
Turb, Peace is a great 'Vleſſing, Sir, a yery great 
ſling, 
Brun, You are th? right, Sir, and ſo.my fervice to you, 


Leyd. Well, Sir, Stetin held out nobly, tho-the Gazeties 

e various. 

Amt. There's a world of Men kill'd they ſay ; ö why, 

bat a ſhame 's ſo many thouſands ſhould die withour 

e helpof a Phyſician. 

Leyd. Hang em, they were poor Rogues, and not 

orth our killing ; my ſervice to you, Sir, they'll ſerve 

fill up Trenches, 

Sir Cred, Spaniel, Sir! no Man breathing underſtands 

os and Horſes better than my ſelf, 1 
a 


bow long is t ſince you left Toping and l 
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Fat D. Your pardon for that, Sir. 

' Sir (red. For lodk ye, Sir, Vl tell you che Nate 
Dogs and Horſes, ' 

Fat D. So can my Groom and Dog-keeper 3 but wal 
this to th' purpoſe, Sir? [Here they leon 
Sir Cred. To th' purpoſe, Sit! good Mr. Hedlebar 

do you underſtand what's to th purpoſe ? you're a Dy 
Butter. ferkin, a Kilderkin, a Double Jug. 

Fat D. You're an ignorant Blockhead, Sir. 

Sir Cred. You lye, Sir, and there I was with you agiy 
'- Amſt. What, quarrlling, Men of your Gravity 2 
Profeſbon ! 

Sir Cred. That is to ſay, Fools) and Knaves : pa 


— 
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Quacking, good Brother Cater- tray. but let that paſs, 
Vl! ave al my —— and therefore will quarrel with; 
Man, and ſo I drink. _——— . [Goes to fill ag 
Brun. — But, What's all this to the Norm on of 
men? 
Sir Cred. Ay, — the Wine's all ont,—and Quarrels ap apt 
Gentlemen, as you ſay, what do you think of our! 
tient ? for ſomething 1 conceiye Oy to be fad 
our Fees. 
Fat P. I think that unleſs he follows our Preſcrip 
he's a dead Man, 
Sir Cred. Ay, Sir, a dead Man. py 
Fat D. Pleaſe you to write, 3 you hom Fo you 
eſt Doctor. ü Io 
Amſt. Your Pardon, Sir, I conceive there mi 
younger Doctors than Lat the Board. 
Sir Cred. A fine Punctilio this, when a Man lies a 
ing [ Afide.) —— Sir you ſhall excuſe me, 1 haye by 
A Doctor this 7 Years, 
[ They ſhove the Pen and Paper from one to the of 
Am ft, I commenc d at Paris twenty Years ago. 
Leyd. And I at Leyden, almoſt as long ſince. 
Fat D. And I at Barcilons thirty, 
Sir Cred. And I at Padua, Sir, 
Fat D. You at Padua? 


— —  — — 
—  ——  — 
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Sir Cred. Yes, Sir, I. at Padua; why W 2 pox do 
think I never was beyond Sea: > 

Brun. However, Sir, you are the youngeſt Dodo, 
d muſt write. 

Sir Cred. 1 will not loſe an Inch of my Aber 

Fat D. Nor I, © 

40 Nr. se al. Paper fow ah 

N Nor I. ut ihe P tac other; 
— Death, what Raſcals are r | 
Sir Cred. Give me the Pen — here's ado about your | 
1duas and Punctilioes. [Sets himſelf to write, 
Amſt. Every morning a Doſe of my Pills Merda OY 
uſticon, or the Amicable Pill. 

Sir Cred. Faſting ? 

Leyd. Every Hour ſixſcore drops. of Adminicals Vitæ. 
Sir Cred. Faſting too? -. [Sir Cred. writes fill. 
Fat D. At Night twelve Cordial Pills, Gallimofriticus. 
Turb. Let Blood once a Week, a Gliſter once a day, 
Brun. Cry Mercy, Sir, you're a French Man. 
er his firſt Sleep, threeſcore reſtorative Pills calld 
beatus Rediviuus. 

Sir Cred. —And laſtly, fifteen Spoonfuls of my Aqua 
trachymagogon, as o en as 'is neceſlary ; little or no 
eakfaſt, leſs Dinner, and go ſupperleſs to Bed. | 
Fat D. Hum, your Aqua Tetrachymagogon ? 

Sir Cred. Yes, Sir, my Tetrachymagegon; for look ye 
d ye ſee Sir, I cur'd' the Arch-Duke of Srrumbulo of a 
ndileero, of which he dy'd, with this Pe Aqua Te- 
achymagogon. 


Enter Sir Patient; 
Sir Par, Well, Gentlemen, am I not an intruder? 
Fat D. Sir, we have duly conſider d the ſtate of your 
ddy ; and are. no about the Order and Method you are 


obſerve. 


Brun, Ay, this Diſtemper will be * occaſion of his 


eath, 


Sir Cred, Hold, Brothers, 1 do not ſay the occaſion of 
Death; but the occaſional Cauſe of his Death, 
{Sir Pat. reads the Bill, 


dr 


— rn 
— ——— — — —— 
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Sir Pas. Why, here's no time allow'd for: "eating, 


chan 


2 Sir, we'll juſtify ths Preſeriprion to the 


Leyd. If he will not follow it, let him die. 
All. Ay, let him die. 


Enter Lodwick and 8 : 80 
Lod. What ve you conſulted without me, Gen 
men? - © "'TLod. reads che I 


Sir Pat. Yes, Sir, and-find it abfolutely neceſſary 
my Health, Sir, I bout be ſtarw d: and yet you ln 
am not ſick, Sir. =_ * [To . 

Lod. Very well, very well. 

Sir Pat. No Breakfaſt, no Dinner, no Supf 

Sir Cred, Little or none, but none's beſt, 
Sir Par. But Gentlemen conſider, no ſmall hin 
All. Nothing, nothi 3 wo 

Sir Cred. Ss ou m write 

Tod. Now I think on't, Sir, you e 1 
a roaſted Pippin cold upon a Vine- leaf, at night. 

Lean. Do you ſee, Sir, what damn'd- canting Raf 
theſe Doctors are? 

Sir Pat. Ay, ay, if all Doctors were ſuch, 
1 ſhou'd ſoon be weary of Phyſiek. 

Lean, Give em their tha; Sir, and ſend en wo | a 
Devil for a company of Cheats, 

Sir Pat, Truth is, there is no faith in "em — 
1 thank you for your Care and Pains. (Gives — n 

Sir Cred. Sir, if you have any occaſion 'for.me, Ii 
at the red · colour d Lanthorn, with eleven Candles in 
the Strand; where you may eome in privately, and nf 
not 1 aſhamed, b. —— no Creature in my Houſe 


Ick quam Jun Neder' Landt te ſpreten 
End helpen Van Pocken end an er pO 


That's a top of my Bill, ſwoet, Sir, 
Fan. Lord, Sir faber, why do you give em Monr 


J ' 
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Lean, For talking Nonſenſe this Hour or two upon bis 
ſtemper. 
zu, but of Dogs and Horſes, and of killing Folks, and 
their Wives and Daughters; and when the Wine was 


es. 
Sir Pat, Say you ſo ? ———— Knayes, Rogues, Cheats, 
arderers ! 05 be d on em all, — l' ne' er be 
K again, —or if I be, I'll die honeſtly of my ſelf with- 
t the aſſiſtance of ſach Raſcals—po, get you gone,—. 

| IIe Fan. who goes out. 
Lean. A happy reſolmtion! wou'd you won d be: ſo kind 
your ſelf as to make a trial of your Lady too; and if 
je prove true, twill make ſome kind of amends for your 
long being cozen'd this way. 
Sir Pat. IIl about it, this very minute about it, —give 
ea Chair, nooen———_ | 
Lean,” So, ſettle your ſelf well, diſorder your Hair, — 
row away your Cane, Hat and Gloyes,—— ſtare, and 
dw] your Eyes, ſqueeze your Face into Convulſions, 
clutch your Hands, make your Stomach heave, fo, 
ry well, —now let me alone for the reſt—— Oh, help, 
Ip my Lady, my Aunt, for Heavens ſake help;,—come 
| and ſee him die. j | {Weeps. 
nter Wittmore, Lady Fancy, Iſabella, Lucretia, Lady 
Knowell and Roger. | 
Wit. Leander, what's the matter? 
* See, Madam, ſee my Uncle in the Agonies of 
eat bl 
L. Fan. My dearęſt Husband dying, Oh! Weeps. 
Lean. How hard he ſtruggles with departing Life! 
Hab. Father, dear Father, muſt I in one day receive 4 
leſſing with ſo great a Curſe ? Oh,—he's juſt going, 
; adam, — [ Weeps. 
L. Fan. Let me o' ertake him in the Shades below, why 
d you hold me, can I live without him?—do I diſſemble 
Pre | . { Aſide to Wit, 
one ir Pat. Not live without me do you. bear that 

abe [ Aſide 10 Lean. 

1 | Vo L. IV. E | Lean, 


Fan. Oh lemini, Sir, they did not talk one word of 


| out, they faid they wou'd ſay ſomething for. their 


He fits. 


| 
| 
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Lean. Pray mark the end on't, Sir,—feign,—feign 
L. Kno. We left him well, how came he thi 0 
-Lugdden ? 1 ol 
Lian. I fear Nis an Apoplexy, Madam. * 
I. Fan. A, run for bas: Phaylecian 6. but do not i 
foot. |; | ¶ Aſide 40 N05 
Look up, and ſpeak but one kind word to me. 
Sir Pat. What crys are theſe that ſtop me on my 
L, Fan. They're mine, your * 5 — 
ſurely he Il recover. [4 
Your moſt obedient Wiſe's. 
Sir Pat. My Wife's, my Heir, 14 ſole Executrix 
L. Fan. Hah, is he in's Senſes? Aſide u 
Oh my dear Love, my Life, my Joy, my All, lc 
* let me go; I will not live without him, 
|| Seems to faint in Wim 
Arms, All run about 
Sir Pat. Do ye hear that, Sirrah ? 
Lean. Have yet a little r tis away, — 
well Oh he's gone,—quite gone. CL. Fan. fu 
IL. X70. Look to my Lady there, -+{Swoons q 
TOR ſne can but. counterfeit. - 


bh [4 
"ny (They, all go. abou 

Sir Pat. Hab, my Lady dying ! | 
Lean. Sir, I beſeech you wait the event. Dead 
- cunning Devil will diſſemble too long and ſpoil al, 
here carry the dead Corps of my deareſt Uncle to 
Chamber. Nurſe, to your Care I commit him nom. 


8E [ Exennt with Sir Pat. in a (H 
CA follow but Wittmore; whogl gh 
the other way, meets Sir Credill 
and Lodwick, as before. a 
Wit. Luut the ſtrangeſt unexpected News, dit! | 


1 dead! 
Sir Cred. How, dead! we have play'd the Pbyſe oy 

to good p i' faith, and kill'd the alen i 

- miniſter” Phyſick. 

Mit. Egad I fear ſo indeed, 
er my 
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Wit. As a Herring, and twill be dangerous to kpep 


heſe habits longer. d eee 
Sir Cred. Dangerous! Zoz Man we ſhall all be hang d 
phy our very Bill diſpatch'd him, and our Hands are 0% 
Oh, I'll confeſs all. [Offers 10 go. 
Led. Death, Sir, IIl cut your, Throat if you fir. A 
Sir Cred. Wou'd you have me hang d for Company, | 
entlemen ? Oh where ſhall I hide my ſelf, or how come 
t wy Clothes? F 
Ted. We haye no time for that 3 go get you into Jour 
daiket again, and lie ſnug, till I have convey'd you lafe 
way,——or VI abandop 30. [Aſide t6 him. 
W's nor neceſſary he ſhou'd be ſeen yet, he may ſpoil Le- 
nder's Plot. „ wy f ada . _ 
Sir Cred. Oh thank ye, dear Lodwick,—let me elcape 
is bout, and if ever the Fool turn Phyſician again, may 
ie be choak'd with his own etrachymagogon. oo” OED 
%. Go, baſte and undreſs you, whilſt II 82 . 
4} 3:51 | 7 PO een . r zit Log. 
„ Wittmore is going owt at one Door, enter Sir Patient 
' and Leander af the other —_— 
tean, Hah, Wiremore there" be watt por ſee my Up: 
le et. [Ears Sir Pat. back. Exif Wit. 
Sir Pat. Nay, Sir, never detain me, I'll to my Lady, 
$ this your Demonſtration ?—— Was ever fo virtuous a 
Well, I'll to her, and conſole ber, poor Heart; 
1 the Joy twill bring her to ſee my Reſürrection!— 
long to ſurprize her. hink 1 off croſs the Stage. 
Lean, Hold, Sir, I think Ihe;s comin =bleſt 
ght, and with her Witimore ! i * Sgt * 
T.̃ st, Sir Pat. bath to the Porr. 
Enter Lady Fincy and Witimore. 
Sir Pat, Hah, what's this? | 
L. Fan. Now, my dear Wittmore, claim thy Rites of 
oye without  controul, without the contradiction of 
retched Poverty or Jealouſy ; Now undifguis'd' thou 
ajſt approach my Bed, and reign oer all my Pleaſures 
nd = Fortunes, of which this Minute. I create thee 
, 3 3 "3 
\nd thus begin my Homage.——— '. [ xiſſes him, 
E 2 Sir 


- 
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Sit Pat. Sure tis ſome Fiend! this cannot be my Ly 
- Lean, Tis ſomething uncivil before your face, Sir, 
do this 5 Re 
Wit. Thou wondrous kind, and wondrous beautify 
that Power that made-thee with ſo many Charms, ow 
me a Soul fit only to adore em; nor wert thou deflin! 
10 another's Arms, but to be render'd till more fi f 
-mine, | | 
Sir Pat. Hah, is not that Fain- love, Iſabella's Hi 
band? Oh Villain! Villain! I will renounce my Se 
I. Fan, Another's Arms! Oh call not thoſe kw 
Thoughts to my remembrance, | | 
Leſt it deſtroy that kindly Heat within me, 
"Which thou canſt only raiſe and ſtill maintain. 
Sir Par, Oh Woman! Woman! damn'd difſembli 


. 8 3 . Ap 
I.. Fan. Come, let me lead thee to that Maſz of 


be pave me to be deſpis'd ; 8 
"And which I render thee, my lovely Conqueror, 6 


As the firſt Tribute of my glorious Servitude. 
Draw in the Basket which I told you of, and is amay 
the Rubbiſh in the Hall, Exit Wittmore.) That whi 
the Slave ſa many Years was toiling for, I in one mom 
Harter for a Kiſs, as Earneſt of our future Joys. 
Sir pat. Was ever ſo. N- a Harlot ? was this! 
Wo was this the moſt tender Comfort that ever 
.had ? | 1 
Lean. No, in good faith, Sir. 
Enter Wittmore pulling in the Bagket. 
L. Fan. This is it, with a direction on't to thee, i 
tber 1 deſign d to ſend it. 
Wit. Good morrow to the Day, and next the G 
open the Shrine, that I may ſee my Saint Halt 
World's Soul, — [Ofens the Baker, Sir Cred. fart 
I.. Fan, Oh Heavens! what thing art thou? 
'Sir Cred. O Pardon, Pardon, ſweet Lady, I conf 
bad a hand in't. e 
L. Fay. In what, thou Slave? 57 


his! 


Pl 


Sir PATIENT. Fancy for 
Sir Cred, Killing the good belieying Alderman; 


zur *(was againſt my Wi 


I. Fan, Then I'm not ſo much oblig'd to thee, & 


hut where's the Money, the 8&0a 1. the Plate and Jewels, 


—_y . | 
Witt, Death, the Dog bas eat it. 
Sir Cred. Eat it! Oh Lord, eat 8000 l. Wou'd I might 


ever came out of the Basket alive, if ever I made ſuch 


Meal in my Life. | 
Wit. Ye Dog, you have eat it; and 1'll make ye ſwal- 

ow all the Doſes you writ in your. Bill, but I'Il have it 
ward or downward. | 2 Aide. 
Sit Pat. Hah, one of the Rogues my Doctors. | 
Sir Cred. Oh, dear Sir, hang me out of the. way ra- 
er, | 

Enter Maundy. 

Maun. Madam, I have ſent away the Basket to Mr. 

ittmore's Lodgings, N 


1. Fan. You might have ſav'd your ſelf that Labour, L 


dw having no more to do, but to bury che ſtinking. 
orps of my quandom Cuckold, diſmiſs bis Daughters, 
nd give thee quiet poſſeſſion of all. [To Witt, 
Sir Pat, Fair Lady, you'll take me along with you ? 
[Snaps, pulls off his Hat, and comes up to her. 
L. Fan, My Husband !——I'm betray\d — 
Sir Pat, Husband! I defy thee, Satan, thou greater 
Thore than ſhe of Babylon; thou Shame, thou Abomi - 
ation to thy Sex. | | 
L. Fax, Rail on, whilſt I diſpoſe my ſelf to laugh at 
ee, 
Sir Pat; Leander, call all the Houſe in to be a Witneſs 
our Divorce. [ Exit Lean. 
Iam Do, and all the World, and let em know the 
eaſon, 
Sir Pat, Methinks I. find an Inclination to ſwear, — 
curſe my ſelf and thee, that I cou'd no better diſcern 
te; nay, I'm ſo chang'd from what I was, that I think 
cou d even approve of Monarchy and Church-Diſcipline, 
- truly conyinc'd I have been a Beaſt-and an Afs all 
Ute. BEEBE. 


E 3 Enter 
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I think thou didft, 


10 Sir PA TIE NT Fancy, 


1 Lodwick, Fanny, c. 
I. Kno. Hah, Sir Patient not dead ? 


Ener Lady Knowell, Iſabella, Lucretia, Leander, 7 


© Sir Par. Ladies and Gentlemen, take notice that a | 


a Cuckold, a crop-ear'd ſniyelling Cuckold, . 
Sir Cred, A Cuckold! ſweet Sir, ſhaw, that's à (mi 
matter in a Man of your Quality. 3 
Sir Pal. And I beg your pardon, Madam, for beit 
angry that you call'd me ſo, [To L. Kno. ] And your 
dear Hſabella, for de ſiring you to marry my good Friel 
there [points io Witt. who e name I perceive I ma 
miſtaken in :—and yours, Leander, that I wou'd not ul 
Jour Advice long ſince : and yours, fair Lady, for | 
ie ving you honeſt, ——twas done like a credulous Ca 
comb: and yours, Sir, for taking any of your Trib 
for wiſe, learned or honeſt. [ Sir Credulouil 
Wit, Faith, Sir, I deceiy'd ye 6nly to ſerve my Frith 
and Sir, your Daughter is married to Mr. Knowell : you 
Wife had all my ſtock of Love before, Sir. 
r 
Sir Pat. Why God-4-mercy—— forme comfort tha 
of bleſs ye. I ſhall love Diſobedience while Li 
or't. r 
Led. 1 am glad on't, Sir, for then 1 hope you 
forgive Leander, Who has married my Siſter, and not i 
Mother. f WYME I 
Sir Pat. How! has he ſerv'd me fo ?——1'lln 
him my Heir for't, thou haſt made à Man of we, i 
Boy, and faith we will be merry. Fair Lady, you n 
depart, in peace, fair Lady, reſtoring my. Money, | 
Plate, my Jewels and my Wange, fair Lady.— 
I. Fan. You gave me no Money, Sir, prove it if f 
can; and for your Land, twas not ſettled with this Prof 
if ſhe be honeſt ? | 


Sit Pat. *Tis well thou doſt confeſs 1 am a Codd 
for I wou'd have it known, fair Lady, |. 
e een 
derman. en, i EST po Aker 3s 
Ste Part Plath 1 think thou dieſt, Sweet hear, 


j 
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wit. Right, Sir, we have long been Lovers, but wane 
Fortune made us contrixe how to marry her to your - 
Wo Worſhip. Many a wealthy Citizen, Sir, has contri- 
a to the maintenance of a younger Brother's Miſtreſs ; - 
Jos are not the fit Man in Office that has been a 
Id; Sir. FW”. . 
12 Some comfort that too, the Brethren of the 
ain cannot laugh at me. 1 3 
ir Cred. A very pleaſant old Fellow this: faith 1 
d be very merry with him now, but that 1 am dam- 
le fad. Madam, I ſhall deſire to lay the Saddle 
Kno. What mean you, Sir ? W 2 
Sir Cred. Only Madam, if I were as ſome Men are, I 
duld not be as Lam. x 
| Kno. It may be ſo, Sir. F 24 
i Cred, I ſay no more, but matters are not carried (a. 
mmingly, but I can dive into the meaning ont. 
Sir Patient talls this while 10 Lodwick... 
L. X no. I here this bypethetical way of arguing, an- 
r me categorically, 4 p 
Sir Cred. Hypothetical- and Categorical! what does 
mean now? [Aſid i. Madam, in plain Eugliſb, 
am made a Jahn A- Notes of, Jack: hold · my - ſtuff, a 
'ry Andrew Doctor, to give Leander - time to marry 
r Daughter ; and *rwas therefore L was hoiſted up in 
Basket —but as the Play fays, tis well *tis no wole : 
rather loſe my Miſtreſs than my Life, UT 
Sir Pat. But how came this Raſcal Turbeon to admit 
a : 


d. For the Lucre of our Fees, Sir, which was his 
ompence. N 

dir Pat, I forgive it you, and will turn Spark, they 
be merrieſt Lives keep ſome City Miſtreſs, go 
Court, and hate all Conventicles. | 


Tou ſee what a fine City-Wife can do 

Of the true-breed; inſtruct her Husband teo : 

1 wiſh all civil Cuckolds in the Nation 

Would take example by my Reformation. 
E 4 E P I- 
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EPILOGUE 
Spoken by Mrs. Gwin. 


I Here and there o'erheard a Coxtomb cry, Loo 
Ah, Rot it "tis a Woman's Comedy, abo 
One, who becauſe fhe lately chanc'd to pleaſe us, 
With her damn d Stuff, will never ceaſe to teexe us, 
What has poor Woman done, that ſhe muſt be 
Debar's from Senſe and ſacred Poetry 2 

Why in this Age has Heaven allow'd you. more, 
And Women leſs of Wit than heretofore ? 

We once were ſam d in flory, and could write 
Equal to Men; cou'd govern, nay cou'd fight, 

We ſtill have paſſive Valour, and can ſhow, 

Wou'd Cuſtom give us leave, the active too, 

Since we no Provocations want from you. 

For who but we cou'd your dull Fopperies bear, 
Your ſaucy Love, and your brick Nonſenſe hear; 
Indure your worſe than womaniſh Affictation, 
Which renders you the Nuſance of the Nation 
Scorn'd even by all the Miſſes of the Town, 

A Feſt to Vizard- Mask, the Pit-Buffoon ; 

A Glaſs by which the admiring Country Fool 
May learn to dreſs himſelf en Ridicule : 

Both ſtriving who ſhall moſt ingenious grow 

In Leudneſs, Foppery, Nonſenſe, Noiſe and Show. 
And yet to theſe fine things we muſt ſubmit 
Our Reaſon, Arms, our Laurels, and our Wit, 
Becauſe we do not laugh at you, when leud, 
And ſcorn and cudgel ye when ye are rude. 
That we have nebler Souls than you, we prove, 
By how much more we're ſenſible of Love; 
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PROLOGUE 


By Mr. Dryden. 


Even ſave ye OE ME and this hopeful ] 
4 T' are welcome to the downfal of the Stay! 
be Fools have labour d long in their Vocati 


r And Vice (the Manufacture of the Natin) 
Ober- ocks the Town fo much, and thrives ſo well, 
That * and Knaves grow Drugs, and will not 2 


vain our Wares on Theaters are ſhown, © 

hen each has a Plantation of his own. 

is Cauſe ne er fails; for whatſover he\ſpends, 
bere's till God's plenty for himſelf and Friends. | 
0% Men be rated by Poetick Rules, --; 

rd, what a Pool would there be rais'd from Fool: 

ean time poor Wit prohibitad muſt lie, * 


e 


if *rwere made ſome French Commodity, . 
ls you will have, and raid at vaſt expence ; 15 
1 yet as ſoon as ſeen, they give offence. with 


me was, . when none would cry that Oaf was me, 
t now you ſtrive about your Pedigree : | | 
tble and Cap no ſooner are thrown down, ; 

t there's a Muſs of more than half the Town, © \ 
ach one will challenge a Child's part as leaſt, | 
ſign the Family is well mireas'd, 

Foreign Cattle there's no longer need, 1 4 
hen we're. ſupply d ſo faſs with Engliſh Breed. * 
ell ! -Flouriſh, Countrymen; drink, ſwear and roar, | 
every free-born Subjeft keep his Whore, - - 

nd wandring in the Wilderneſs about, 

t end of forty Tears nat wear her out. 

t when you. ſee theſe Pictures, let none dare | 
own beyond a Limb or ſingle ſhare : | 
pr where the Punk is common, he's a Sot, 1 = 
% needs will father what the Pariſh got. 4 | 
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Two Friends knows to one ) . 
Hazard Mr. Alexandy, 
| Friendly, ] Bia mY in Mr, Powell, 


m — — — —̃ . ——⁰¼ . — 4 
— — 2 
: 


on”, — - #5: — — 
* 
* : 


Daring, : Lieutenant Generals to Bacon, Mr. Sendfer, 


y ads. et 


Grubb, Whiff, for calling his Wife 
W 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


NME N. „ 
Indian King called Cavernio, Mr. Bowman, 
Baron, General of the Engliſh, Mr, Williams, 


Colonel Wellman, Depmy Governor, Mr. Freeman, 
Col. Downright, a loyal honeft Colonel, Mr. Harris, 


Fearleſs, Mr. Cudwori RR” 
Duliman, a Captain, Mr, Braght, 
ya Corner, J uſtices of the Peace, wk ay 4% 
— 95 > and very great. fe, 

if, | Cowards, r 
Boo er, ö E Mr. Barns, 
Brag, a Captain. | 


One complain'd of by Capt. 


e 
A Petitioner againſt Brag, Mr, Blunt, 
Parſon Dunce, formerly a Farrier, fled | 


bt» tre 


wv 
— 
IJ 


from England, and Chaplain to the Mr. Baker. - 
Governour, ) 0 
Boy. — — * 
BP ' 4 SOME N. f 
an Queen, call'd Semernia, belov'd : 
dy Bacon, * 4 Mrs. Bracegirih, a 
Madam Surelove, belov'd by 12 Mrs. Knight. þ 
Mrs. Criſante, Daughter to Col | 
Downright, Mrs. Jordon, 7 
Widow Ranter, in love with Daring, Mrs. Currer, 
Mrs. Flir r 5 Mrs. Cory. 


Mrs. Whimſey, Mrs. Whiff, two Maids. 
Prieſts, Indians, Coachman, Soldiers, with other Attendauth 


SCENE, Viginia in Baco's Camp 
| AC 


I by * << My 


ACTI SCENE I 
A Room with ſeveral Tables. 


1 Hazard j in 4 travelling Habit, and a Sea-Boy, cars 
rying his Portmantle. 


WHAT Town's chis, Boy ? 

30%. James Town, Maſter, 

Hax. Take care my Trunk be 

brought aſhore to night, and there's, 

bor your Pains. - 1 
Boy. God bleſs you, Maſter. 

Haz, What do you call this Houſe ?- 

Boy, Mrs. Flirt 5, Maſter, the beſt Houſe for Commen- 

tion in all Virginia. 

Haz, That's well, has ſhe any handſome Ladies, Sirrah? 

Boy, Oh! ſhe's 'woundy handſome her ſelf, Maſter, 

dd the kindeſt Gentlewoman look here ſhe comes, 

ler. God bleſs you, Miſtreſs, I have brought 

du a young Gentleman here. 

lit. That's well, honeſt Jack. Sit you are molk 

artily welcome, 

Haz, Madam, your Servant. [ Salurer*her, 

Flirt. Pleaſe you to walk into a Chamber, Sir? 

Haz, By and by, Madam; but I'll repoſe here awhile 

t the coolneſs of the Air. 

Flirt. This is a publick Room, Sir, but tis at your 

ice. 

Haz, Madam, you oblige me. 


n; come Jack, I'll give thee a Cogue of Brand 

0 acquainzance. [Exeunt Landlady an Boy . 

zard pulls ent Pen, Ink and Paper, and goes to 2 
te 


Flirt, A fine ſpoken Perſon, a Gentleman II y | 


% 


Nan in the World whom I would ſooneſt pledge; yau 


2 


ing Bully; Cully to Prentices and Country- Squltes, vil 


Pg 
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Ester Friendly,  _ ; 
Friend. Here, Nell, a Tankard of cool Drink, quick | 
Nell. You ſhall have it, Sir, = 
Friend. Hah ! who's that Stranger? he ſeems to be 
cs A 3-0 4. 2-2 ar 
Haz, If I ſhould give credit to my Eyes, that ſha, 
„„ „ Mei nnd 2 
Friend. Sir, you ſeem a Stranger; may 1 take the | 
berty to preſent my Service to you? 
Haz, If I am not miſtaken, Sir, you-are the onh 


| t 


credit me, if three Tears abſence has not made you forge 
Hazard, _ | | | 
12 Hazard, my Friend! come to my Arms 1 
ee 5; Ty TYCY | 
Hax. This unexpected Happineſs, o'erjoys me. Why 
could have imagin'd to have found thee in Virginia? 
thought thou hadſt been in Spain with thy Brother. 
Friend. 1 was fo till ten Months ſince, when my Und 

Colonel Friendly dying here, left me a conſiderabſe Nn 
tation; and faith I find Diverſions not alrogether to l 
deſpis'd ; the God of Love reigns here with as mud 
power, as in Courts or popular Cities. But prithee wha 
Chance (fortunate to me) drove thee to this part of th 
DR TT nent. 

* Haz. Why faith, ill Company, and that common Vie 
of the Town, Gaming, ſoon run out. my younger 50 
ther's Fortune: for imagining, like fome of the lache an 
Gameſters, to improve my Stock at the Groom Ponervl if 
J ventur'd on, and loſt all. My elder Brother, an erf yo 
Jew, had neither Friendſhip nor Honour enough to ſup 
pott me; but at laſt being mollified by Perfaaſions, 2 
the hopes of being for ever rid of me, ſent me hind 
whh-a' fmall Cargo to feek my Fortuhe! — '* ' no 

Friend. And begin the World withal, " 
Hax. I thought this a better Venture than to turn fla v 


hi: 
ar 


my Pocket full of falſe Dice, your high and Tow Fit 
and Bars; or turn Broker to young Heirs 3 take up Gol þal 
tO pay tenfold at the Death of their Farhers, 9 mo 


es on both ſides 3 or ſit up all night at the e 


er's, begging bis Honour, to go a Guinea the better o 
: oF No. Friendly, I bad rather ſtarve abroad, than 
se pity'd and deſpis'd at home. 17 1 | 
W 77je:d. Thou art in the right, and art come juſt in 
the nick of time to make thy Fortune... Wilt thou fol 
Hax. Freun any thing that 
ſhall refnſe., ©; | en ite 194 e n nd 
Friend. You muſt know then, there is about a Mile 
from James - Ton a young Gentlewoman= no mat- 
ter for her Birth, her Breeding's the beſt this World af> 
Words, ſhe is married to one of the richeſt Merchants 
here ; he is old and ſick, and now gone into England 


the Ghoſt ; he has writ her word he finds no Amendment, 
and reſolves to ſtay another Year, The Letter 1 acciden- 
ally took up, and have about me ; is eaſily counterfeited, 
d will be of rene a: ood Hh 
Haz, Now do I fancy I conceive thee, * 
Friend, Well, hear me firſt, you ſhall get another 
mag Leuer writ like this Character, which ſhall ſay, you are 
his Kinſman, that is come to traffick in this Countr 
f th br his will you ſhould be received into his Holle 
as ſuc e | 
Vo Haz. Well, and what will come of this? 
Friend, Why, thou art young and handſome, ſhe young 
and deſiring ; *twere eaſy to make her love thee; ang 
ter ha if the old Gentleman chance to die, you gueſs the reſt, 
rang you are no Fool, Ft - E 
Bax. Ay, but if he ſhou'd return ?: i 
Friend. I Why if ſhe love yon, that other will be 
dae but a flender Bar to thy Happineſs; for if thou canſt 
not marry her, thou mayſt lie with her: and Gad, a 


= 


- 


Kh hunger Brother may pick out a pretty Livelibood here that 


Way, as well as in Exgland. Or if this fail, thou wilt find 
a perpetual Viſiter, the Widow Ranter, a Woman bought 
from the Ship by old Colonel Ranter; ſhe ſerv d him 
half a Year, and then he marry'd her, and dying in a Year 
More, left her worth fifty thouſand Pounds * 

| es 


— — 
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for the recovery of his Healib, where he'll eben give up 
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with a well-born Race, to make it one of the be 
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ſides Plate and Jewels: She's a great Gallant, but aſſumig 
the N "7 1 her Extra 1 
very pleaſant, ſhe retains ſomething of her primitive 
My; til}, but is good - natur d and e V 
Haz. I like all this well. 0 | 
Friend. But 1 have a further End in this matter; you 
muſt know there is in the ſame Houſe a Heireh 
one Colonel Downright's Daughter, whom love, 
think not in vain: her Father indeed has an i 
Hatred to me, for which reaſon I can bue ſeldom uf 
Her, and in this Affair I have need of a Friend in in 
Hax. Me you' te ſore of: 1 
Friend. And thus you'll have an opportunity to mangy 
both our Amours; Here you will fthd o to ſhey 
your C e, as well as expreſs your Love; for at thi 
time the Indians, by our ill Management of Trade, who 
we have armed againſt our ſelves, very frequently mak: 
War upon us with our own Weapons; tho often coming 
by the worſt, they are forced to make Peace with us+ 
gain, but ſo, as upon every turn they fall to maſfacring 
us wherever we lie expoſed to them. "wp 
Hax, I heard the News of this in England, which ert 
haftens the new Governour's Arrival bere, who bring 
you freſh Supplies. 
Friend, Would he were landed, we hear he is a noble 
Genileman. ae 
Haz. He has all the Qualities of a Gallant Man: beo 
ſides, he is nobly born. ie 8 


Friend. This Country wants nothing but to be people 
Co 


nies in the World; but for want of a Governour we are Wi _* 
ruled by a Council, ſome of whom baye been perhapi “ 
tranſported Criminals, who having acquired great Eftates 
are now become your Honour and Right Worſhipful, and .= 
poſſeſs all Places of Authority; there are amongſt them 

me honeſt Gentlemen, who now begin to take upon 
'em, and manage Affairs as they ought to be. 
Hax. Bacon | think was one of the Council. 


Friend 


5 
— 
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Friend, Now you have named a Man indeed above 
neee Nature. generous, brave, reſolv d 
| daring ; who ſtudying the Lives of the Roman: and 
at Men, that have raiſed themſelyes to the. moſt ele- 
ted Fortunes, fancies it eaſy for ambicious.Men to aim 
any pitch of Glory. I've beard him often, ſay, Why 
nnot I conquer the Univerſe. as well as Alexander? on 
. 8 form a new Rome, and make my 
If ador'd * a . | 

Haze Why might he not? Great Souls are born in 
nmon Men ſometimes, as well as Princes. _ —_ 
Friend. This Thirſt of Glory cheriſh'd by ſullen Melan- 
oly, 1 believe, was the motive that made him in 
ve with the young Indian Queen, fancying no Hero 


F pht to be without his Princeſs. And this was the rea- 
a why be fo earneſt] preſs'd for a Commiſſion, to be 
on ade General againſt the Indians, which. long was pro- 


s'd him; but they fearing his Ambition, ſtill put him 
F, till the Grievances grew. ſo high, that the whole 
puntry flock'd to him, and beg'd he would redreſs 
n. He took the 2 and led them forth 
fight, and yanyuiſhing brought the Enemy to fait? 
erms; but now inſtead of receiving him as a Conqueror, 
e treat him as a Traitor, | 

Haz, Then it ſeems all the Crime this brave. Fellow. 
u committed, is ſerving his Country without Authority. 
Friend. Tis ſo, and however I admire the Man, Iam 
foly'd to be of the contrary Party, that I may make 
2 Intereſt in our new Governor. Thus ſtand Affairs, 


* 


chat after you have ſeen · Madam Sureloue, Ll] preſent. 
„u to the Council for a Commiſſion. X 

1e Hax. But my Kin ſman's Character 

" Friend. He was a Leiceſterſhire younger Brother, came 
er with 2 ſmall Fortune, which his Induſtry bas increas d 
1d BP © thouſand Pounds a year; and he is now Colonel 
n Surelo ve, and one of the Council, 1 — 
Har. Enough, 


Friend. About it then, Madam Flirt to direct you. 
Haz. You are full of your Madams here. [rt 


Friend. 
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Friend. Oh! "tis the grenteſt' Aﬀeont ima 
call a Voman Miſtreſe, tho but a retail . — 
Adieu. One thing mote, to morrom is our Com˙m 
Court, pray do not fail to be there, for the rarity of 
Entertainment: but 1 ſhall ſee you anon at Sirvlou 
- Where ll ſalute thee as my firſt meeting, and as au 
Acquaintance i in Egan here Company, fare 
Exit! Frien 
| Enter Dullaian, Timorous and W 
Hazard fers ar a Table and wriies. 
Dull. Here, N. Fell, ene, ney 
re yt for? 8 
ene, Ma ele 
Boos. 1 OR cooling! Nude 4 
Dull. Here, Nell, a Quart 1 and be 
and Tobacco. 4 
Nm. And do es Nell, bid your Miſteſs con 
© joke a little with us; for adzoors I was damnable dun 
lest ' Night, and I am berter ae Neude TOY 
to-day. 
Dull. Prunlt laſt 2 and bak te Boy 
2 Mr. Juſtic youulkrs bear your Dre 


Tow. Ay, your ſhier Brandy PII gran 3 but I 
drank ar 'Eol. Damen with N Burgunf 
Claret, * 

Dull. A Pox of that paukey Liquor your Eulf 
Prench Wine, 1 cr the Gemlemen do tot 
it. 511 70 61 N 

n. Ay, to do I. us for Kr. little ne 
Bivating : how much more like a Gentleman 'cis, to dri 
as we do, brave edifying Punch and Brandy. But the 
fay, the- young Noblemen now, and Sparks in England, 

in to reform, and take it for their Mornings draug 
"nn by Noon, and hs Rs uy RY „ 
ape. 
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8 Mrs. Flirt, unt 
Dall. Come, Landlady, come, you are fo ake up 
with Parſon Dunce, that your old Friends can't drink 
Dram with youw— What, no ſmutty Catch _ 5 


The Wipow RanTeR, ©c. 117 
or Joke to make the Punch go down-mertily, and 
ance Trading? Nay, they ſay, Gad forgive ye, you 
er miſs going to Church hen Mr. Dunce preaches.— 
here's to m. n 
Urt. Lords, your Honours are pleas'd to be merry 
my ſervice to your Honour, I drink. 
Haz, Honours! who the Devil have we here? ſome 
the wiſe Council at leaſt, I'd ſooner take em for Hogs 
lirt, Say what you pleaſe of the Doctor, but IN 
at he's a fine Gentleman, he makes the prettieſt Son- 
„. nay, and ſings em himſelf to the rareſt Tunes. 
„. Nay, the Man will ferve for both Soul and Body; 
S they ſay he was a Farrier in England, but breaking 

n'd Life-guard-man, and his Horſe dying, he counter- 

ed a Deputation from rhe Biſhop, and came over Nr 
bltantial Orthodox. But come, where ſtands the Cup ? 


re, my ſervice to you, Major. 
Flirt. Your Honours are pleas'd——but methinks 
dior Dance is a very edifying Perſon, and à Gentle- 
Fo, and I pretend to know a Gentleman; for I my 
ama Gemlewoman: my Father was a Baronet, bue 
one in the late Rebellion, and I am fain to keep an 
rdinary now, Heaven help me. | 
Tim. Good lack, why ſee how Virtue may be bely'd. 
ſe heard your Father was a Taylor, but truſting for 
d 0liver's Funeral broke, ànd fo came hither to bide 
Head. But my ſeryice to you; what, you are no- 
r the worſe? 8 5 IL 
Flirt. Your Honour knows this is 4 ſcandalous place, 
Ir they ſay your Honour was but a broken Exciſe· Man, 
ho ſpent the King's Money to buy your Wife fine Petti- 
dais; and at laſt not worth a Groat, you. came over a 
dor Servant, tho now a Juſtice of the Peace, and of the 
onourable Council. 1 | 8 
Tim, Adz zoors, if L knew who *twas ſaid fo, I'd fie 
im for Scandalum Magnatum. 3 
Dull. Hang 'em Scoundrels, hang 'em, they live upon 
xandal, and; we are Scandal: proof. They ſay tos, 


bat I was a Tinker, and running the Country, robb'd'a 
Gentle- 
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man's Houfe there, was put, into Newggte, got 2 
Prieve after Condemnation, and was. tranſported hijy 
nd that you, Boozer, was a common Pick pod 
and being often flogg'd at the Carts-tale, ak 
eurn'd Evidence, and when the Times grew bonel 
ws io fie. Feſt? a 
Box. Ay, ay, Major, if Scandal would have broke; 
Hearts, we had not arriv'd to the Honour of being f 
Counſellors. —But come, Mrs. Flirt, what never 25 
0 entertain us?? LE EPI 
Flirt. Yes, anda dae too newly come aſhore. 
Tim. Ad z0ors, let's have it then. 75 
| Enter a Girl who ſings, they bear a Bob. 
Hax. Here, Maid, a Tankard of your Drink. 
Flirt, Quickly, Nell, wait upon the Gentleman. 
Dull. Pleaſe you, Sir, to taſte of our Liquor 
ſervice to you: I ſee you are a Stranger, and al 
pleaſe you to come to our Table? 
| [He riſes and un 


Hit. Come. Sir, pray fit down here ; theſe are 
honourable Perſons Laſſure you: This is Major Dull 
Major of his Excellency's own Regiment, when he 
rives ; this Mr. Timorous, Juſtice a Peace in Corum; 
Captain Boozer, all of the honourable Council. 


Hax. Wich your leave, Gentlemen. r 
_ Tim. My ſervice to you, Sir, mw F 
What have you brought over any Cargo, Sir? . 
your Cuſtomer. F 


| Booz, Ay, and cheat him too, 1'l] warrant him, LA 
Hax. I was not bred to Merchandizing, Sir, nor do 
tend to follow the drudgery of Trading, by 
_ Dull. Men of Fortune ſeldom av hither, Sir, to" 
Faſhions, | 

Tim, Why, Brother, it may be the Gentleman hu 
mind to be a Planter; will you hire your ſelf to 1 
Crop.of Tobacco this Year ? 
Hax. I was not born to work, Sir. 2 
Tim. Not work, Sir! Zoors, your Betters have wol 
Sir. I have workt my ſelf, Sir, both ſet and ſttipt 11 
bacco, for all L am of the honourable Council. 


| 
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k quoth a'— I ſuppoſe, Sir, you wear your Fortune 
z your Back, Sir? fob 

az, Is it your Cuſtom here, Sit, to afftont Strangers? 
al expect Satisfaction. mn 
im. Why, does any body here owe you any thing ? 
hal. No, unleſs be means to be paid for drinking 
b vs, —ba, ha, ha. of SITE MAE HP” 
az, No, Sir, 1 have Money to pay for what I drink: 
e's my Club, my Guinea, = [Flings down à Guinea. 
orn to be oblig d to ſuth Scoundrels, 
300, Hum. call Men uf Honour Scoundrels 


Tim. Let him alone, let him alone, Brother z how 
uld he learn Manners? he never was in Virginia be- 


e. 
Pall. He's ſome Covent · Garden Bully. 
Tim, Or ſome broken Citizen turn'd Factor. 
Hax. Sir, you lye, and you are a'Raſcal. 
[ Flings the Brandy in his Face. 
Tim. Adz zoors he has'ſpi'd all the Brandy, 
| [Tim. runs behind the Door, Dull. 
Booz. ſirike Hazard. ene pak 
Haz, I underſtand no Cudgel-play, but wear à Sword 
right myſelf. I bras, they run 75 
Flirt. Good Heavens: what, quarelling in my Houſe? 
Haz. Do the Perſons of Quality in this Country treat 
angers tbus? | 
Flirt. Alas, Sir, "tis a familiar way they have, Sir. 
Hax. I'm glad I know it —Pray, Madam, can you in- 
m one how I may be furniſh'd with a Horſe and a 
ide to Madam — tet * | 
Flirt. A moſt accompliſh'd Lady, and yery good 
end, you ſhall be immediate * 1. 


4 
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Enter Wellman, Down pi, Dy Dunce, hint 
or TI 

Wall, Come. Mr. Dunce, tho you are no Counſ 
yet _ Counſel may be good i in time of Neceſſi 
now 
| Don. 17 1 way be worthy Advice, I do riot look 
our Danger to he ſo great from the Indians u 


A 5 en, whom th People have nick gema, 


: 13 im. Ay 2 . ne Wig he 
Afraid that under. 
Rig ht ar ee 


killing a l . he means 4 murder * 0 
our Wives, an . little Children, and 
himſelf Lord and King 1 f 
Whiff. Brother Whiznſey, not ſo hot; with leayed 
honourable Bard, my Wife is of opinion, that | 
came Sfcafonably to our Aid, and What be has done 
for 775 Defence, the Indians came .down upon w, 
raviſh'd us all, Men, Women, and, Children. 
Mell. If theſe Grievances were, not. redreſt, we had 
Reaſons for it; it was not that we were -inſenſible, ( 
tain Whiff, of what we ſuffer d from the m o 
Indians; but all knew what ye muſt expect from i; 
if that by lawful Authority he had 4k o ſo or 
Command as General ; R Would 47 be haſh og out of 
Commiſſions. 

Down. Tis moſt. cert zi cha zacg in, did jor denn 
Commiſſion out of 2 — ign of = us, put 10 [i 
his Ambition and his. Love; it being no ſecret hal 
paſſionately admires the Indian Queen, and undg 
pretext of a War, intends to kill the King her Hul 
eſtabliſh himſelf in her Heart, and on all occaſions ml 
himſelf a more formidable Enemy than the J 

are. 
Whim, Nay, nay, I ever ſoreſaw be would prof 
: Villain. 
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whiff Nay, and he be thereabout, my Nancy ſhall 
ve 2 do with him. * N 
Well, But Gentlemen, the People daily flock. to him, 
that his _ is too conſiderable for us to oppoſe by 
y thing but Policy. 57% Wh eels ava” I rhe it 

Down. We are ſenſible, Gentlemen, that our Fortunes, 
r Honours, and our Lives are at ſtake; and therefore 
u are call'd together to conſult what's to be done in this 
and Affair, till our Governour and Forces artive from 
gland: the Truce he made with the Indians will be 
L bd [por wed rt ov 

Whiff. Ay, and then he intends to have another hone 


th the Indians. Let's have patience, I ſay, till he 82 
end d their Jackets, and then to work with your Pofi- 
lie ks as ſoon as you pleaſ mea. 
a Down. Colonel Wellman, bas anſwer'd that point, good 


tain Whiff'; 'tis the Event of this Battel we ought to 
ad ; and if won or Joſt, will be equally fatal for us, 
her from the Indians or from Bacon. 
Dunce. With the Permiſſion. of the bonqurable Board, 
think I have hit upon an Expedient that may prevent 
is Battel: your Honours ſhall write a Letter to Bacon, 
here you ſhall acknowledge his Services, invite him kind- 
bome, and offer him a Commiſſion for General 
Whiff. Juſt my Nancy's Counſe] ——Dr. Dunce bas 
dken like a Cherubin, he ſhall have my Voice for Ge- 
tal; what ſay you, Brother Whimſey ? | 
Drs, 1 (ay he cs fs n: fr Pe Ge 
ral, ; 'F 
Dunce. But conceive, me right, Gentlemen; as ſoon as 
ſhall have render d himſelf, ſeize. him, and ſtrike off 
Head at. the, Fert .. r 
if. Hum! his Head Brother. 970 
him. Ay, ay, Dr. Dunce ſpeaks like a Cherubin. 
Well, Mr. Dunce, your Council in extremity, I confeſs, 
not amiſs 3 but 1 ſhould be loch to deal diſhonourably 
th any Man, | > 5 
Down, His Crimes deſerve Death, his Life is forfeited 
Law, but ſhall never be taken by my conſent by 
reachery ; If by any Stratagem we could take him ye, 
an 
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and either fend bim for England to receive there | hi 
niſhment, or keep him Priſoner here till the Goyer 
arrive, I ſhould agree to it z but 1 Gon his co | 
in upon our Invitation. 

Dun. Leave that ro me. e 

ubm. Come, 1'll warrant him, the Rogue's 1 
as Hector, he fears neither Heaven nor Hell, © 
Down. He's too brave and bold to refuſe our 3 
'mons, and 1 am for ſending him for England, 
leaving him to the King's Mercy, 

Dun. In that you'll find more difficulty Sir; toi 
bim off here will de more quick and Wo gen: fo for 
People workhip him. 

Well, I'll never yield to fo angenerons an Expe 
The ſeizing him 1 am content in the Extremity wha 
we are to follow. What ſay you, Colonel Dou 
ſhall we ſend him a Letter now, while this two“ 
Truce lifts, between him and rhe Indians 

Down. 1 approve it. 

All, And 1, and I, and I. HRT: ff 

Dun. If your Honours' pleaſe to make me a i 
2 er, I'll ufe ſome Arguments of my own to | 


him. 2 
Well. You fay well, Mr. Dunre, and we'll AM 
vou preſentiy. che "[Ex. Well. Down. and al Il 


_ Whim. Whbiff and Dune 5 
 Whiff. Ah, Doctor, if you could but have perſu ade 
lonel Wellman and Colonel Downright to have hat 

him 
him. Why, Brother Whiff, you were for making 
2 General but 'now. © + 

bi. The Counſels of wiſe States- men, Bi 
Whimſey, muſt change as Cauſes do, d'ye ſee. 

Dan. Your Honours are in the right; and whit 

thoſe two leading Counſellors fay, they would be 
Bacon were diſpatch'd; but the punctilio of Hope 

ſuch a thing. 
_ Whim, Honour, a Pox on't ; What is hal Honovr! 
keeps ſuch a bultle i in the World, yet never did 12 
heard of ? 


1 
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un, Why, tis a fooliſh word only, taken up by great 
e e you yrout-be. gram 
Pa ded | 
hie It he wou'd, Doctor, name, name the way. 
hun. Why, you command each of you a Company 
n Bacon comes from the Camp, as I am ſure he will, 
full of this filly thing call'd Honour, will come un- 
ded too) lay ſome of your Men in Ambuſh along 
eDitches by the Sevana, about a Mile from the Town; 
as he comes by, ſeize hin and hang him up upon 
next Tree, A | 5 "OP 
bif. Hum——hang him! a rare Plot. ann 
him. Hang him! we'll do't, we'll do't, Sir, and 
dubt not but to be made General for the Action 
take it all upon my ſelf. n {ts 
Dun, If you reſolve upon this, you muſt about in- 
tly——Thus I ſhall at once ſerve my Country, and 
nge my ſelf on the Raſcal for affronting my Dignity. 
| at the Council-Table, by calling me Farrier. [ Ex. Dr. 
Vhiff. Do you know, Brother, what we are to do? 
lum. Todo! yes, to hang a General, Brother, that's 
Vis All! but is it lawful to hang any General? 
Vhim. Lawful, yes, that tis lawful to hang any Gee 
Il that fights againſt Law. | 
Vhiff. But in What he has done, he has ſery'd the 
g and our Country, and preſery'd our Lives and For- 
him. That's all one, Brother; if there be but a Quirk 
he Law offended in this Caſe, tho he fought like 4. 
nder, and preſery'd the Whole World from Perdition, 
if he did it againſt Law, tis lawful to hang him; 
what, Brother, is it fit that every impudent Fellow 
pretends to a little Honour, Loyalty and Courage, 
d ſerve his King and Country againſt the Law ? no, 
Brother, theſe things are not to be ſuffer d in a civil 
ernment by Lay eſtabliſh'd,——wherefore let's about 
F Iexeunt. 
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+ ſaoth, yet... 


8 firſt——go, . ye, Dog, go tell your Lady the, Widon 
- ſhall not find that Rogue Daring here-ſnive 


by a Father on one fide, and purſued by a good Ke 


v7 
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8 C E N E III. Surel6ye's Hud | 


Enter Ranter and har Coathindy, 

© Ran, Here, F ery, ye. drunken Dog ſet * | 

and Horſes up, III not go till the cool 155 the re ning 

- loye; to ride in Freſco, . ih 

b. | þ | i 4 Bey. 

Coach. Yes, after hard drinking te "Ir h 

be done, . Madam. % 12 r 

Ran. How nom, Boye is Madam 1. oa 
Boy. Yes, Mad; 

Kan. Go, tell, ber, I. am here, Sirrah. 
Boy. Who are you pray forfooth 7 2 
Ran, Why, you Son of a Baboon don't rt youl 7 

. Boy, No, Madam, I came over but in the Jaft 8 i, 
Ran. What, from Newgate or Bridewel 2 from ſh 

ing the Tumbler, Sirrah, lifting or filing the Cy? 


Boy, I don't. underſtand. a Cone ty Langyags | 


„ 


Ray, You Rogue, "tis what we traniſpoit t from Eu 


rer is come. to dine with her Exi⸗ 890 4 Tho A 
Chriſante : If 1 do, by the Lord I'll lay him . 
on him why ſhou d T love the Dog, unleſs it be 5 | 


Enter Sureloye. and Chriſante. EY 

—M tear Je ewe, how-do'ft do 2— as for you @ 
tlewoman, jou are my Riyal, and 1 am in Rakicgu 
gainſt you, till you have renoung'd, my Haring. 
Chriſ. All the Intereſt I have in him, Mydat, Lo 


ſign to you. 
. 5 8 but your Houſe lying ſo near” the Cu 2 


gives me, mortal Fears but prichee - hom thrlyes thy 
uf, aneſ} Frien 417 8 
2 As well 4s an Amour can that is a8follitely il... 


tion on the other. 


9 3 6 * 
: 3 


The Widow RANTER, Cc. 1 
Ran, Hay Gad, ih warrant for Friendlys A 
at tho bis Dr be not anſwerable io yours, we are 
und to help one another, Here, Boy, ſome Pipes 
4 Bowl of Punch; you know, my Humour, Madam, 
Muſt ſmoak' and drink f nr a Morning, | or: I am mak 
da AC 
"#1 But will you nk punck in a Morning? 
Ran. Punch ! 'tis my. Morning's Draught, my Table- 
ink, my Treat, my Regalio, my every thing ah my 
ir Surclove, if thou wou'd but refreſh» and chear thy 
art with Punch. in a Morning, thou ow not look 
s dondy. all the day. 5 
Enter T9010 and-a great Bowl, * fall 11 flint. 
dure. 1 ve ; reaſon, Madam, to melancholy, L 


ye receiv'd a Letter from my Nirpünd, who gives me 
account that he is worſe in England than when he was 
re, lo that I fear I ſhall ſee him no more, the Doctors 
n do no good on him. 

Ran, A very good hearing, . I ade what the Devil 
vu haſt done wich him ſo long.? an old. fuſty:weathers 


aten Skeleton, as dried as Stock fh , and much of the 
ue — Come, come, here's to: "the IJ may he be 
ung, Heaven, I beſeech- thee. [ Drink:. 
Sure, Lou have reaſon to praiſe an old Man, who 
'd and left you worth fifty thouſand Pounds. | 
Ran. Ay, Gad — and hat's better, Sweat beart, dy'd 
good time too, and left me young enough to ſpend 
s fifty thouſand, Pounds in detter e 1 
Soul for that too. 


Chriſ, 1 doubt vill be all laid: out in Bacon's mad 


jeutenant General Daring. 


Kan. Faith, I think I could tend it the Rogue on good 


curit y. 

Chriſ. What's that, to be bound Body for we: | 
Ran, Rather than he ſhould love no body's ; be- 
les my own; but my fortune is too good 0 tx "the 
ogue, my Money makes me an Infidel. 

Chri/, You think they all love you for that... 


F 2 
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Ran. For that, ay, what elſe ? if it were not for 
J might fic ſtill and figh, and cry out, a Miracle! a U 
racle! at fight of a Man within my Doors. 
T So a 1 N 
aid. Mada:n, here's a young Gentleman with 
-wou'd ſpeak with you. en een | 
Sure. With me? ſure thou'rt miſtaken ; is it mllif 
o | 
Maid. No, Madam, tis a Stranger. 
Ran. Tis not Daring, that Rogue, is it? 


Maid. No, Madam. 


Ran. Is he handſome? does he look like a Gentlemu 
Maid, He's handſome, and ſeems a Gentleman. 
Ran. Bring him in then, I hate a Conyerſation yik 
out a Fellow,—hah,—a good handſome Lad indeed, 
+ * - * - © Enter Hazard with a Letter. 
Sure. With me, Sir, would you ſpeak? 
Hax. If you are Madam Surelove, 
Sure. So I am call'd, 8 a 
' Haz, Madam, I am newly arriv'd from England, ul 
from your Husband my Kinſman bring you this 
+130 ©20M-bo6 1-12; a [Gives 4 Litth 


- "Ran. Pleaſe you to fit, Sir, 7 
Hax. She's extremely handſome, { Aſide—ſits dun 
Rau. Come, Sir, will you ſmoke a Pipe? 

Haz, I never do, Madam, 
Nan. Oh fie upon't, you muſt learn then, we all ſmoit 
here, *tis a part of good Breeding. Well, well, wit 
Cargo, what Goods have ye? any Points, Lace, rid 
Stuffs, Jewels; if you have, I'll be your Chaffere) 
live hard by, any body will direct you to the Win 
Ranter "Go | | : | 
Hax, I have already heard of you, Madam. 

Ran. What, you are like all the young Fellows, 
firſt thing they do when they come to a ſtrange Place, 
to enquire what Fortunes there are. DM 
Hax. Madam, I had no ſuch Ambition, 

Ran. Gad, then you're a Fool, Sir; but come, ! 
ſeryice to · you; we rich Widows are the beſt Commoi 
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:; Country affords, III tell you that. [This while (he- 
Nan n reads the Letter. 
Sure. Sir, my Husband has recommended you here in 
moſt particular manner, by which I do not only find 
e eſteem he has for you, but the deſire be has of 
aining you mine, which on a double ſcore I render you, 
e for his ſake, next for thoſe Merits that appear 1n,your - 
If, | | | en 
Haz. Madam, the endeavours of my Life ſhall be 10 
preſs my Gratitude for this great Boun iy. 
Enter AM. 
Maid. Madam, Mr. Frienaly's here. 
dern Ride e etna n 4 add 
Haz. ried. Fo: I had a dear Friend of that name, 
tho I hear is in theſe Parts, ——Pray Heaven it be he. 
Res. How now, GWE ISS Eo ie = 
| Enter Friendly. : 
Friend, Madam, your Servant Hab! ſhould not 1 
now you for my dear Friend Hazard, [Embracing him. 
Hax. Or you're to blame, my Friendly, __ 
Friend, Prithee what calm brought thee aſhore ? 
Hax. Fortune de la guerre, but prithee ask me no Queſ- 
jons in ſo good Company, where a Minute loſt from this 
onyerfation is a Misfortune not to be retriev' d. 
Friend. Doſt like her, Rogue [Softly aſide. 
Haz, Like her! have 1 ffgbe or fenſe ?—— Why, I. 
gore ber, | | 
Friend, Mrs. Chriſante, 1 heard your Father would not 
e here to day, which made me ſnatch this opport unity o 
eing you. 
Ren Come, come, a Pox of this whining Love, it - 
Poils good Company. 
Friend, You know, my dear Friend, theſe Opportuni- 


es come but ſeldom, and therefore I muſt make uſe of 
em, 


- 


11 (6 


Ran, Come, come, 1] give you a better Opportunity 
t my Houſe to morrow, we are to eat a Buffalo there, 
1 l ſecure the old Gentleman from coming. 

Friend, Then I ſhall ſee Chriſante once more before 
go. 


F 3 Chriſ. 
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Chriſ. Go—Heayens—whither, my, Friendly? 
Friend. I have received a Commiſſion to g0 2500 
the Indians, Bacon being ſent for home. 
Nan, But will he come when ſent for ? 
Friend. If he teſuſe we ate, to endeavour to force lj 
Chriſ. I. do not think be will be forc'd, not even 
Friendly. 
Friend, And faith it goes againſt my Conſcience ty 
my Sword againſt him, for he is truly, brave, and u 
de bas dene, a Setyice 10 the Country, bad! it but be 
by Authority. 

Chriſ. What pity tis there, ſhould be ſuch falſe Mae 
in the World, that noble Actions, however rest n 
de criminal for want of a Law to authoriſe em. 
Friend. Indeed tis pity that ; when Laws are faq 
ſhonld not be mended or aboliſh'd. _ 

Ran. Hark ye, Charles, by Heaven if you kil 
. Daring I'll piſtol you. 

Friend, No, Widow, I'll. ſpare him for come tel 

"Haz. Oh ſhe's all divine, and al the Brea ſhe un 
ſeryes but 40 blow.my Flame. 

Enter Maid. | 
Maig. Madam, Dinners on the Table. 
Sure, Pleaſe you,. Sir, to walk. i in-——come, Mr. En 
[Shertakes Hun 


Ran. Prithse good Wench bring in the l 
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115 bee g een Blte: Ge, 
zovers the Indian Ring and Queen ſitting in State, 
ith Guards of Indians, Men and Women attending: 
9. them Bacon richly dreſi d, attended by Daring, - 
earleſs and other Officers; he bows to e King and © 
ben, who riſe to receive him. | 


A am ſorry, Sir, we meer upon theſe Terms, we 
who ſo often have embrac'd as Friends. 
r charming is the Queen! CAſide.] War, 
is not my Buſineſs nor my Pleaſure: Nor was I bred 
Arme, my Count ry's : Good bas forc'd me to aſſume 2 
dier's Life ; and *tis | with much fegret that I employ 
fifſt Effects of it agamſt my Friends: yet whilſt 1 
hüt this: Geſlation baſts, I beg we may exchange 
e e 5 = . _ fo often paid in happier 
6 
ing. For your * Sir, W . ſo noble, that 1 


nt the fatal Difference that makes us meet in Arms. 


tho l'm young, i'm ſenſible of Injuries; and oft 
head my Grandſire ſay, That we were Monarchs 
e of ll this [ſpacious World, till you, an unknown 
ple, lanüiag here, diffrefs'd and ruinꝰd by deſtructive 
ms, abuſingiall 8 Hoſpitality, uſtsp's our 
„ and made your! Fliends your Saves. 
ac, J will not juſtify the Ingratitude of in Fore-f- 
5, but finding here my Inheritance, I am reſoly'd ſtill 
antain it ſo, and by my Sword which firſt cut out 
Portion, defend each Inch of Hand, with my laſt 
| p of Blood. (Si 2d nul 
em, Eyen his Threats have choſe Charms that pleaſe 
Heart. Aſide. 
ing. Come, Sir, Ter ratefll Theme alon 
cis better diſputed = this ing 7 
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Queen, Is it impoſſible there might be wrought ay 
derſtanding betwixt my Lord and ydu? as to that 
I firſt deſired this Truce, my ſelf propoſing to be I 
tor, to which my Lord Cavernio ſhall agree, could 
but condeſcend— I know. you are noble; And J. 
heard you fay our tender Sex could never plead in vn 
Bac. Alas! I dare not truſt your pleading, 
a few ſoft Words from ſuch a charming Mouth woul 
me a Conqueror at your —_ as a Sacrifice for all hy 
he has done you. 
Queen, How ſtrangely am: 1 Nd b hg 
4 | 
King, Semernia ſee, ibe Dancers do appet®; ] J 
Sir, will you take your Seat? | Ti bu 
[He leads the Queen to 4 Seat; 15 it ans 
Bac. Curſe on his Sports that interrupted me, mp1 
Soul was hovering at my Lip, ready to have diſcover! 
its Secrets. But oh! I dread to tell her of my pain, 
when I wou'd an awful trembling ſeizes me, andi 
only from my dying Eyes read all the Sentiments of 
captive Heart. [I its downy the reſt 
Enter Indians that dance Anticks : After the ! 
the King ſeems in diſcourſe with Bacon, hel 
. . riſes and comes forti. 
Queen. The more 1 gaze upon this Engliſh Sera 
the more Confuſion. arugeles in my Soul: sI 
heard of Love, and oft this Gallant Man' (when 
had made him pay his idle Viſits) has told a thon 
Tales of dying Maids; and ever wien die ſpoke 
panting Heart, with a prophetick Fear in Sighs b 
ſhall fall a Vietim to hig Eyes. n 1 48 
++ | ,- Enter an Indian. 
WIR Sir, here's a Meſſenger from the EngliſhCa 
cil deſires admittance to the General. [Ia the l 
Bac, WR your Permiſſion he may advanced 
818. $30 Jod ved en 10 eig op T4 tel 
+>. | Re-enter Indian with Dunce. A Letter 
Dun. All Health and Happineſs attend »;youd 
this from the honourable: Councili CG 


FILIY ＋ 4 kl 


King. 1'1l leave you till you have diſpatch'd the Meſlen- 

, 15 then aapelt Yidul Proſe in the Royal 128 | 
1020s 1 {(Exennt King, Nueen,, and Indians. 

Bac, Lieutenant, read the Letter. [To Darivy, 


1 


© ante b. d 
te 397 1 
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% as CY" 7 ens 1 ä 
IR, the neceſſuy of "what n you. hav afted makes it 
pardonable, and we could wiſh we had done the 
ur) and our ſelves ſo much Jaftice, as to have given 
that Commiſſion you deſired, —Wz now find jt reaſona- 
to raiſe more Forces, to oppoſe theſe Tnſolences,” which 
iy yours may be too weak to actompliſh, to which 
| the Council is ordered to meet this Evening, and di- 
ng you will come and take your place there, and be 
1 to accept ſrom us, a Commiſſion to command 
Chief in this War. Therefore ſend thoſe Soldiers 
ter your Command to their reſpeftive" Hiſes, and haſte 

to your affectionate Friend; — — 


%o 15.1 n 


rar, Sir, I fear the Hearts and Pen did not agree 
en this was Writ, bs : HAS: 
Dar. A plague upon their ſhallow Politicks! Do they 
k to play the old Game twice with us? 
Bac, Away, you wrong the Council, who of 'them- 
es are honourable Gentlemen; but the baſe coward 
r of ſome of them, puts the reſt on tricks that ſuit not 
b their Nature. 7 
Dun. Sir, tis for noble ends you are ſem for, and fot 
Ir ſafety I' engage my Lifſmſmmge. 
Dar, By Heaven and fo you ſhall; and pay it too 
d all the reſt of your wiſe· headed Council. 

Wa. Your Zeal is too offitious now; 1 fee no Tre! 
ty, and can fear no Danger, 3 a 
n. Treachery! no Heavens förbid, rewe not 

ſtians, Sir, all Friends and Countryaien? believe me, 
is Honour calls you to ineteaſe your Fartle „ und he 
would diſſuade you is your Enemy. 
Der. Go cant, Six, to the Rabble— for us, 'we nom 


F 5 Bas. 
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Ba. You, wrong me When you but ſutpect ir 1 
let him that acts diſhonourably ; 15 (ea 
my good Sword's my Guae. 
Bar. If you reſolye to go, we will attend you. 
Bac. What go like an Invader! No, Daring, the] 
vitation's ſriendly, and as a Friend attended only by 
menial Sexvants, I'll. wait upon the Council, .that.t 
may ſee that when I could command it, I came aq h 
ble Suppliant for their Favour. Von may return, 
J i. 07 
Dun. I kiſs your Honours Hands ' Tad 
Dar. Sdeath, will you truſt the faithleſs Council, þ 
ho have ſo long held you in hand with Promiſg, 
Curſe of States-men, that unlucky Vice that renders © 
e 
Bac, Perhaps the Council thought me too aſpiring 
would not add Wings to my ambitious Flight. 
Dar. A pox of their conſidering Caps, and non it 
find that you can ſoar alone, they ſend for you to 
gur ſpreading Wing 
ow by my Soul, you ſhall not go alone. 
Bac. Forbear, leſt I ſuſpect you for a Mutineer; 11 


* 


. 


. — * 


. neee 
ne ſend your Army home? 2 pit 
Dar. By Heaven, we'll. not dicband; not till we! 
how fairly you are dealt with: If you have a Commili 
N be Generpl, here we are ready to receiye new Ord 
If not, we'll ring them ſuch a thundring Peal (hall h 
the Town about their treacherous Ears. 
Bac. I do command you not to ſtir a Man, ill qui 
inform d hoy I am ireated by Par rr, 2 4 | 
; I Eren Of 
Mlile Bacon reads the Letter again, 10 hin 
Indian Queen with Women uaiting. 
Queen. Now while my Lord's aſleep in his Paus 
IM try my Power with the General for an Accomma 
tion of a Peace: The very dreams of War fright my! 
Slumbers that us d to be employ'd in kinder Buſineſ. 


. 


Wee wi Se. 131 


Which all m V incullt ec c never gain? 
Veen, Sit 1750 pproaching him. 
$26; Preſt wich che great ebe Joy and Fear, I 


bling ſtand, unable to approach her, 
ents, 1 h6pe wil ddt Miel it eat in me, th 


jorous as 2 tatute ſram d: Not that my Lord, 
ſe Youth's Watte in War, can either doubt his 


fon on any Aen. ie Term of Peace. 


1d my Fate, I fear but little Honour would be Jef; 
” ſince whatſoe'er yo ask me 1 ſhould grant. 


ders you too braye in my Eſteem. Nor can I think 
t 2 would part with thi. No not to ſave your 


ue. I ould do more & ferye-your leaſt commands 
n part With trivial Life, 


In, form'd.with all the Charms that ever grac'd your 
x, N 

Queen. Is't poſſible ? am I fo beautiful ? 

Bac, As Hoa, or 4 P05 there. 

Nen Suppoſing this, ow can my Beauty make you 
obliging ? 

Bat. Beauty has fil] a Power over great Souls, and 


elted to compliance, and from a nature rough and tur- 
ent, grew ſoft and gentle as the God of Love. 
Lusen. The God of Love! what is the God of Love? 


{. Takes her by the Hand and gazes on her. 
ze we ak from füch Ru be 4 


Make, and ſuch ſoft Touches — 1 makes us ſieb . 


jeak of Pain, 


Queen, Alas, for me if this ſhould be Love! (Afar, 


Bac, 


Bic. Ha the Queen What Happineſs is rn 


rage, or his Forces, that makes me Teck a Reconci- 


Bac. Ah Maath' «you knew how abſolutely you 


Veen. Indeed 1 would not ask your Honour, Sir, that 


Needs 'Bleſs me, dit, how came I by ſuch a Power? 
Bat. The Gods and Nature gave it you in your Crea- 


dm the moment 1 beheld your Eyes, my ſtubborn Heart 


Bac, Tis a refiſtlets Fire, that's Kindled thus—at every 
Jes, from ſuch balkſul, 


pant as I do now, and ſtops: the breath when et We, 


_ — => oro — OS 


m_—_— 


ge” ) 
1 —— = 
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Bas. It makes us tremble. when wer touch the fair q; 
and all the Blood runs ſhivering thro the, Ve ine, the fle 
ſurrounded with a feeble Langaiſhmegt, the Eyes am 


ing, and the Cheeks are pale, the Tongue is faltring, u 
the Body fainting... | | 


Queen. Then i'm undone, and all, I feel is Love: [Jil 
If. Love be catching, Sir, by Looks, and Teuches, lay 
at diſtance parley—or rather let me fiy,, for wubng 
is too near Bünder 2414 UC LA 
Bac. Ah! ſhe retires . diſpleaꝶ d I fear with,nym 
ſumptuous Love,. Oh pardon, faireſt, Creature 


li ein 31d e wot. wor HR 

Queen. ]'l| talk no more, our Words exchange ” 
Souls, and every Look fades all my blooming Hod 
like Sun-beams-on unguarded Roſes—Take all our N 
doms—make our People Slaves, and let me fall benai 
your conquering Sword: but never let me hear youl 
again, or gaze upon your Eyes. — [Gee 
FA She 2 by 7-40 ſhe loves! 120 bas u. 
Art enough to hide her Flame, tho ſhe have cruel Hon 
to ſuppreſs it. However I'Il. purſue her to the Banquet, 


» 1126-8 [EE 

SCENE II. The Widow Ranter Hal 
+ . NN. TQ .,f1 BILE 2 oy. 

Enter Surelove fan'd by {wo Negroes, 8 followed 


azard. 0 
Sure. This Madam Ranter is ſo prodigious a Treatet- 
oh | I hate a Room that ſmells: of a great, Dinner, aud 
what's worſe a deſert of Punch and Tobacco What 
you taking leave ſo ſoon, Conſin? n 
Haz. Yes Madam, but tis not fit 1 ſhould let Ja 
know with what regret I. go, — = but, Buſineſy will 
r as SH 
8 Some Letters to diſpatch to Eng iſh, Ladies 9 
have left behind. come, Couſin, confeſs. 
Haz, 1 own 1 much admire the Engliſh Beauties bi 
never yet have put their Ferrers on, *® & _. „ 
Sure. Never in love! oh then you have pleaſure 10 
come. - 4 8 
Hit 


— — — — - 


- 
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Haga, Rather A Pain when there's no Hope attenda ir, 
17755 Cu i 1 qu — chanel. 301 
Liasg, Ide gt. with, to find. ib le, for even in Pain I. 
nd a Pleaſurè too. acht 65123307 4 PICs 18 :: 
Sure. Lou are infeRted ther,” and come abroad for 
Wer. vob nad role 290 banc 210? Had 
Haz, Rather to 3 be N 1. 1 * 
Sur Already. Sir, l er ſhe be, de made good 
alle 15 conquer, We. have, few, berg boaſt that Dene- 
ity. 124 an 5362 
Has What think ponek Chriſante, Madam} |.» 
dure. I muſt confels, your Love and your Deſpaic are 
here neee of which I am not fon of being made 
Confident, ſince I am aſſur d ſhe can loye none but 
riendly, liek oat Hat nels Hoot SS 
Hax. Let her love on, as long as, Life ſhall, Jaſt, let 
riendly take her, and the Univerſe, ſo 1 had my next 
idh- FA oe: a due ge et ung 336 init TC Sie 4. | 
ladam, it is your ſelf that I adore 1 hows, 89, be 

W vain.to tell you this, but that I know you have found. 
e Secret out already from my Siggs. 
Sure. Forbear Sir, and know me for your Kiaſman's 
Vite, and no more. 58 | | 


LE 
*> 


. Be ſcornful as you pleaſe, rail at my Paſſion, and 
” fuſe to hear it; yet I. love on, and hope in ſpite of 
Ye; my Flame ſhall be fo conſtant and ſubmiſkye, it 


tall compel your Heart to ſome tetuiin. f 
Sure, You're very confident of your Power I perceive; ſ 
ut if you chance to find your ſelf miſtaken, ſay your 
pinion and your Affectation were miſapply'd, and not 
at I was cruel, & IEx. Sureloye, 


you Hax. Whatjeer denials dwell. upon your Tongue, 
r Eyes aſſure me that your Heart is tender. ¶ Ges out. 


tarry'd betuten Two Negroes, 4 Highlander dancing 
after it; the Widb'w Nanter led by Fimoious ; Chri- 
fante by Dullman; Mrs: Flirt ard Friendly, all dancing 
e ter it; they place it on the Tabl. wits 
Dull. This is like the noble Widow all over i'faith. 
Hit SEE. ooo 


wer the Baypiper, playing before @ great Boi of Punch, | | 
| 
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know What a 


dat. 
Run. Thou art any thing, but what thou ſliouldſthe! 
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. by foe Vac, Ken is Re 


* 


inn 


Jore . . e | 
et a Pox ot Mat madd that y ar ed bn o1 


that affronted us yeſterday, Major > © 04 © 
999 ben Hriuk Wan 

Dull, Some damned Sharper that would lay his Nut 
aboard your Widow, Corner. 


In, Zobrs, it 1 ehpught d, Tad arret hin for M 

— Hay him in briſdn #bt a ſwinging Fine, be 

SS. .. a, LS 7 
Dull. Nay, had it not been before my Miflteff het, " 


Mrs, Chriſante, I bad ſwinged him for YeſterdaY's Aﬀbnr 
mn ſweet Miſtreſs Chriſaute — if Kobe Woo! 
power you have over m.y ͥ 
* Chrif, Oh you're a great Courtier, Major. 
Dall. Would I were any thing for bur fake, J 


- * 1 * * — 
1 3 Na Gn 1 


pritliee' Major leave off being an old Buffobp, het 
Lover turn'd ridicalotis by Age, confider thy far 'a bh 
rouling Tun of Nantx, a walking Chimhty, et 
ſmoaking with naſty Mundungus,—and then thou halt 1 
Countenance like an old worm-eaten Cheeſe. 
Dull. Well, Widow, you will joke, ba, ha, ba- 
Tim, Gad”Zabrs ſhe's pure compapy, ba, 53. 
Bull. No matter for my Counte nag ee, Col. Dau 
right likes my Eſtate, and is reſolved to have it a match, 
F lend. Dear Widow, take off your damned Major, for 
if he ſpeak another word to Chriſance, I ſhall be pir pl 


all my patience, and fall foul upon him. | con 
| Ran, S'life not for the world — Major 1 bar L 
making within my Territories, 'tis inconſiſtent with tle 
Putich-Bow!, if you'lAritik do, if not be gone. "WW: 
Tim. Nay, Gad's Zooks, it you enter me at the Punch 1 
wl you enter me in Politicks well, tis the bi. 1 
Drink in Chriſtendom for a Stateſman. and 
ha 9 1 fs [They g lrink about, the Bag pipe playing lan, 
Ran. Come, now you ſhall ſee what my High-land end 
let can do. ; [A Scoich Dart * 


Dil 
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Dull. So ſee let be World go which way it wi 
Widow, you erte ſot anch bi — the 

erſation of the Times. % 
mw The Times! why what à Devil alls the Times? 

ſee nothing in the Times but a company of Coxcombs 
hat fear without a Cauſe,” © © 
Tim, But if theſe Fears were laid, and Baton were 
anged, 1 look upon Virginia to be the happieſt part of 
he World, gads zoors, why there's Englan# ——*tis 
nothing tot. was in England about fix Tears geg 
and was ſhewed the Court of Aldermen, ſome were nod- 
ling, ſome ſaying nothing, and others very little to, pur- 
ole; but how could it be otherwiſe, for they had neſthet 
Bowl of Punch; Bottles of Wine or Tobacco befort em, 
o put Life and Soul into em as we have here: then for 
he young Gentlemen—their fartheſt Travels is to France 
or Valy, they never come hither. © 

Dull. The more's the pity by my trotb. [ Drinks. 

Tim, Where they learn to fear Mor-blew, Mor- dee — 

Frien. And tell you how much bigger the Lowvure is 
han Whitehall, buy a ſuit a- la- mode, get a ſwinging Clap 
ff ſome French Marquiſe, ſpend all their Money, and return 
juſt as they went. IE » * 
Dull. For the old Fellows, their buſineſs is Uſury, Ex- 
tortion, and underminingyoung Heirs, | | 

Tim, Then for young Merchants, their Exchange is the 
Tavern, their Ware-houſe the Play-houſe, and their Bills 
of Exchange Billet-Douxs, where to ſup with their Wenches 
at the other end of the Town,—now judge you what a 
condition poor England is in; for my part I look upon it 
a5 a loſt Nation gads zoors, | 

Dull. J have conſidered it, and have ſound a way to 
ſave all yet, | — 0 

„ 6 io bong | 
Dull. As thus; we have Men here of great Experience 
and Ability——now I would have as many ſent into Fng- 
land, as would ſupply all Places and Offices, both Civil 
and Military, d'ye ſee; their young Gentry ſhould all 
ay hither for breeding, and 10 learn the myſteries of 
late. N TTT 


3 


Friend, 


* 7 LY 5 

Frien. As for, the old covetous Fellows, I would hy 
he Tradeſmen ges ln dei Debi, Brea af furg Tay 
i. And they'd be ſoon weary of "Exidrtion f 
Zoors. e vorort RY F # Ta 3 | PR 
Dall. Then for the young Merchants, there ſhout! 
A Law made, none ſhould $2, beypnd Ludgate,, © 

Frm tou vs found da the only Ly ji 


The 
P 


hat great Kingdow, 770 n 
BEG. Well, gad zoors ds a fine thing to be 2 gu 
tatelmapn.. WO OM es n 
Hrien. Tot Cornet, which had never been had you lt 
in Old D 
Dull. Wby Sir, we were ſomebody in England. 
Frien. So I heard, Major. | 
Dull. You heard Sir! what have you heard? ben 
Kidnapper that ſays he heard any thing of me. 
ſo my, ſervice io you Pl ſue you,” Sir, for ſpoilaq 
my Marriage here by your Scandals with Mrs. Chriſany; 
but that ſhan't do, Sir, I'!t marry her for all that, u 
he's a Raſcal that denies iii. 
Frien. S'death you lye Sir—1 do. 


Tim. Gad zoors Sir, lye to a Privy-Counſellor, a Mig 
of Horſe! Brother this is an Affront to our Dignitier; 
3 1 AFG : : 


— 


draw and 1'll fide With you. © | 
ETD [ They both araw on Friendly, the Latlies un ef. 

Frien. If I diſdain to draw, tis not that I fear your bal 
and cowardly Force, but for the reſpect I bear you a8 Mt 
giſtrates, and ſo I leave out.. Io n 

Tim. An arrant Coward gad zoors. 
Dull. A mere Pau troon, and I ſcorn to drink in hi 


Company. LE xeunt, putting up their Sworil 


SCENE III. 4 Sevana, or Jarge Heath 
E nter Whimſy, ; Win, and Boozer, with ſome Soldun 


IE; dad 7 ads 
Whim, Stand —-ſtand——and hear the word of Com 
mand do ye fee yon Cops, and that Ditch that run 


along Major Dullman's Plantation? 
| ah ne gee pho: * 


"a 
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e 


Boot. We do. 2 
whim. Place your Men erz 568 le flat on Jout Bel- 


es, and when Bacon comes, (if alone) ſeize him Aha 
whiff. Obſerve the Couijnand now (if alone) f 
re not for blood-ſhed. 


Box. Ill warrant you For bur parts 7 bas vim ole 
© - [Exeunt all but Whim abs Whiff. 


him. Now we have ambuſht our Men, let's light our 
Pipes, and ſit down and take an encouraging Dram of the 

Bolte. re ttra Bottle of Brandy ou 

8 of his Pocket—they ſit 
whif Thou art 2 Knaye, and haſt 'emptied ha half *the 
bottle in thy Leather Pockery 'bur come here's young 

FrightalPs Health, 88 

H him. What, drink à Man's Read whom ye are go- 
ng to hang? e ade - 

Whiff, Tis all one for chat; we'll drink biy Health 

if, and hang bim afterwarde, and'thou flake pledge me 

Pye ſee; and the” twere under the Gallo. 

Whim, Thou'rt a Traitor for ſaying ſo, and I defy thee, 

"Whiff, Nay ſince we are cbm bur like' 'Foving Brothers, 
to hang the Bien, let's not fall out among our ſelves; 

and - here's to you, tho 1 Have ne yo Maw to this Bu- 
une ks 2 Air. 3 - ee. 

Whim. Prichee Brother 19; hif; do do fot be ſo villaingu 

a Coward,” for T hate a Co þ 2 5 yoog Ul, P 

Whiff. Nay tis not that but oy Whiff, my n 
dreamt to nicht ſhe ſaw me hang. 

” Whit,” Twas à cowardly: Dream, "think" —— 
but as Dreams are expounded by by "contraries, ou ſhale 
hang che Genera we noi e 0 O 3 

Wh. Ay—biit he was my Friend, and I owe bins at 


bis time a Funders Pounds of Tobacco. 


Whim, Nay, then 1 am ſure e R him if he 


were thy Bro er. Wan ene an 
if. But bark I thin 1 . ho Neighing of 
Motſes, where hall we hide our ſelyes? for” if We ſtay 
dere, we mall be thawed damnablyy nd nts 
| 7 2 * da. v., ban. 


* £ 
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Enter Bacon, Fearleſs, and 3 or 4 Foormen, > 
E Groom lead the Horſes 0 2 een 
we'll walk it on Foot, tis not a quarter of à Mile 10 thy 

Town; and here che Air is cool. 

Fear.” The Breezes about this time of the Day begin to 
take wing, and fan refreſhment to tbe Trees and Howe 
Bac. And at theſe Hours how fragrant are the Groyei 

Fear. The Country's well, were but the People ſo. 
Bac. W come lets — key paſs 10 the Entra 
[The Soldiers coma fath 
and om on Bacon, 


\ Draws, Fe Ay n "deb 4 
Soldiers after a while fighting, take Rach 
_ and Fearleſs; . having laid 3 or 4 dead. 

" Whif, So, ſo, he's taken; now we may venuube ou. 
'Whim.. But are you-ſure he's laken? 3 

Whiff, Sure! can'tiyou believe your Eyes, - conie”logl 

wt ban Comedies ee c, your:Vigh 

tine 3 101 ic 

Bag. Are you e e his Valiant Aa? None 
da, ſuch — — Cowardedurſt-haye, atem pred i. 10 

ubim. Stop his railing Tongue. 

Whiff, No, no, let bim rail, let him rail. now ki 
Hands are ty'd, ha, ha. Why good General Erightal, 
what was no —_ able dye 1 8 0 ane | 60 

Bac. To. be hang?d bor this, vel. Ne 5 * * 
de, dame. come, away wich him ua next Tre, 

Bas, What mean you, Villains? 
Miß. Only to hang your Honour a lite, thats al 
We'll teach: . to ſerve your Country againſt Lan, 
As they go off, enter Daring with Soldiers. 

Dar. Hah—my General betray d !.—this. ſuſpected. 

His Men come in, they fall on, * Bacon and Feaulely 
and yer, Swords... Whina's Party. ut Whim and M 
be ſore em ;Priking rm a 1 they enfdeaveur 10 run 

this ſide or that, aud tt n bear 1 they. art 

. $aker after ſome fighting 

Fear, Did not the General tell you Rogues, you, be 
rsd. ? Whiſ 
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whiff. Oh Nancy, Nansy, how prophetick are thy 


dream | 

Bac. Come lets on 0 

Dar. S' death what mean you, Sir ? 

Bac. As I deſigned to preſent my ſelf to the 

W ouncil. : | 

Dar. By Heavens we'll follow then to ſave you from 

heir Treachery, twas this that has befallen you that -I 

Weared, which made me at a diſtance follow you. 

Bac. Follow me til}, but ſtill at ſueh a- diſtance as your 

ids may be aſſiſting on all occaſions... Fearleſs. po. ack 

nd bring your Regiment down; and Daring, let your 

zergeant With bis Party guard theſe Villains to the Council. 
5 Ex. Bac. Dar. and Pearleſs. 

Whiff. A Pox on your Worſhip's Plot. s 

Whim, A Pox of your forwardneſs to come out of the 

edge. [Ex. Officers, 'with Whim, and Mbiff. 


SCENE IV. The Dun abb. 


wer Col, Wellman, Gol. Downright, Dullman;Timorous; 
and about ſeven or eight more_ſeag themſelves 


by WY ell. vou heard Vir. Dances opinion; Gentlemen, con- 
all erning Bacon's coming upon our Invitation. He beltvrs 
Mi come, but 1 father chink, tho be be himfeff un- 


launted, yet the perſuaſions of his two Lieutenant- 
nerals, Baring and Fearleſs, may prevent him—Coldnel, 
aye you order d our Men to be in Arms'? ''' | © 
Enter a Soldier. 
Down, 1 have, and they!l attend furrher'order on the 
evana, | | Ot. v9" il 
Sol. May it pleaſe your Honours, Bacon is on his way, 
e comes unattended by any but his Footmen, and Col. 
Fearleſs, N Ain 
Dou n. Who is this Fellow ? 45 
Well, A Spy 1 ſent to watch Bacon's Motions. 
Sol. But there is a Company of Soldiers in Ambuſh an 
bis fide of the $evana to ſeize him as he paſſes by. 
Weill, That's by ao order of the Council. 3 
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an Ambuſh being laid for Bacon, they ruſh'd out y 
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omnes. No, no, no order. 
Well, Nay, were a good deſign if true. 
Tim, Gad zoors wou'd 1 bad thought on't ory 
oO 
Down. I am for no r dealing in any extremiz 
Enter a Meſſenger in haſle. 
- Meſ., An't pleaſe your Honours, the ſaddeſt Ney 


him on the Sevana, and after ſome fighting took li 
and: Fearleſs mommm—— | 
Tim. Is this your ſad News——zoors wou'd 1 hat 
hand in't. 
Brag. When on a Kalles, Daring and his Pary 
. in upon us, turn'd the tide——kill'd our Men, and u 
Captain Whimſey, and Captain Whiff Pris'ners; then 
tun away, but Bacon fought like a fury, 
Tim. A bloody Fellow! | 
Down. Whim and Whiff ? they Geſeres Deat 
ating .without order. 
hang hr Im of the Colonel 0 pinlos, dy deten 
hang for 't. | 
wt,” Why, Brother, T thought: you had wiſt'd' i 
"the Plot had Noh yours but now. 
4 . Tim, Ay, but the Caſe is alter d ſince that, good x 
t Ef; i! 
„mal. Nom he 5 exaſperated paſt al bopes of a 2 
 ciliaions Ow a1 io 21 
(£11 Dall.-You muſt make uſe of the Sctewa's 
wiſe Diſſimulation. 
Brag. For all this, Sir, he will not i but than 
mean honowably,! and no Perſuaſions could hinder lit 
from coming, ſo he has diſmiſs'd all his Soldiers, avi 
eniring the Town on foot. 
ell. What pity tis a brave Man would be guiley oh 
ill Action. 
. Brag. But the noiſe of his danger has/ſo won i 
Hearts of. the Mobile, chat they increaſe his Train 4" 
goes, and follow him in the Town like a Victor. 
Well, Go wait his coming. l xi! 
ne — too popular and muſt be bumbled. 


= IS, 
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Tim. I was ever of your mind, Colonel. 
1 wel, Ay, right or wrong——but what $ ur Counſel 


im. E'en as it uſed to be, 1 leave i 0 wiſer Heads, 

Enter "Brag, | 

Brag. Bacon, Sir, is entri 

in. Gad zoors, wou'd I were ſafe in "FW 

Dull. Colonel, keep in your Heat, and treat calmly 

h him. | 

Well. 1 rather wiſh you would all follow me, I'd meet 

© at the head of all his noiſy Rabble, and ſeize him 

m the Rout. 

Down. What, Men of Authority diſpute wich Rake- | 

Ils! 'tis below us, Sir. 

Tim. To ſtake our Lives and Foriunes againſt their no- 

ng. 

i Bacon, after him the Rabble with Staves and 

Clubs, bringing in Whim. and Whiff bound. 

Well, What means this Inſolence ?— What, Mr. Bacon, 

you come in Arms? 

Bac, I'd need, Sir, come in Arms, when Men that 

duld be honourable can have ſo poor Deligns to a 

ay my Life, 

Well, Thruſt out his following Rabble. 

If Rab, We'll not tir till we have our General ſafe 

ck again. 

Bac. Let not your Loves be t too officious—but re- 

— 

f Rab, At your Command we vaniſh. | 
[The Rabble retire. 

Bac, J hope you'll pardon me, if in my own defence 

eized on theſe two Murderers. 

Down. You did well, Sir, *tyas by no order they 

ted——ſtand forth and hear your Sentence in time 

Var we need no formal Tryals to hang Knaves that 

t without order, 

Ralf. Oh Mercy, Mercy, Colone. " twas Parſon 

unce's Plot. 

Down, Iſſue out a Warrant to ſeize Dunce immediate- 

you ſhall be carry'd to the Fort to pray. 


Whim. 
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Life. 


thi once we pardon them and you. - 
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Aeg Oh * your Honowy Iever pray's in all 


"I From thence drawn upon a Sledge to the pl 
ob! Execution here you ſhalt) bung till-you are dell 
and then be cut down and 

Whim. Oh hold hold. we ſhall never be ak | 

to endure half this: 

Mul. I think the Otfence needs not ſo great Puniſhme 
their Crime, Sir, is but equal to your own, , ating yi Mo 
out Commiſſion. * +2, vl 

Bac. Tis very well explained Sir, had 1 bers u 
derd by Commiſſion then, the Deed had been app 
and now perhaps. am boholdivg to the Nabble form 


e 


= — 
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ell. A fine Pretence to hide A Popular Tait bet 


Bae. Pardon! for what ? by Heaven 1 labert you! 
don, I'ye not offended Honour nor Religion. 
ell. Lou have offended both in taking Arms. 

Bac. Should 1 ſtand by and ſee my Gduntiy ruin 
my King diſnonout'd, and his Subjects mürderd; ht 
the. ſad Orys of Widoms- and of Orphans 2 you heat 
loud, but gave no pitying ear to't, and till the Ward 
Maſſacre was brought to > my own doot, my Flocks u 
Herds ſurprized, I bore it all with Patience,” sf it uni 
ful to defend my ſelf againſt a a Thief that breaks in 
eee 

Well. And call you this defending, of 3 our, ſelf?” 

Bac. F cal: it doing of myAIFthat +! which o 
juſt demand the Council did refuſe me; if my Ambit 
as you're pleaſed to call-*it, made me demand too mi 
I left my ſelf to you. 

Well? Perhaps we thought it did.” | 

Bac. Sir you affront my Birth — I am a a Genilml | 
and yet my Thoughts were humble I would 
tought under the meaneſt of your, Paraſites. 

Tim. There's à Bob for us; Brother. [I DU 

Bac. But ſtill you put me off with promiĩſes i 
mide 2s {of to ſtir in my Defence I call'd none a 


. 
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4; and thoſe that came, twas their own: n that 

"4 them. £ 
Bow, * Tis fear Sir, under this Pretenee, you ain at 
0 ernment. 1 

Bac. I ſcorn to Wader to lo baſs an Accuſation : the 
ght of my Ambition is to be an honeſt Subjects © 
Well, An honeſt Rebel, Sir 
Buc. You know you wrong me, and 'tis baſely- 9 
it this is trifling here are my Commilſions.. 

[Throws down Papers, Down: reads, 

Dun. To be General of the Force 2gainſt the In- 
jans, and blank Compniſfionz for his Friends 
hell. Tear them in pieces are we to be impoſed 
ea? Do ye come in hoſtile manner to compel us? 
Down,' Be not too rough, Sit, let us argue with him. 
Well. I am refoly'd I will not. | 
Tim, Then we are all dead Men, Godzoors ! be will | 
dt give us time to ſay our Prayers. 

Well, We every day expect freſh' force from England, 
then, we of dur ſelves fall be ſufficient to make de- 
nce againſt a ſturdy Traitor. 

Bat. Traitor ! S death Traitor —— 1 defy ye; e, but that 
Y Honour's yet above my Anger, I'll make you anſwer 


ue that Traitor dearly p: '[Riſes; 
e. Hah——am I threatned——Guards ſecure the 
ebel, [Guards ſeize him, 


Bac, IC this * your honourable” Invitation? 6 
umph i in your Bord 'd Vi ctory, the next turn ſhall be 
ine. 3 5 Guards with Bac. 


aNoife of Fighting Enter Bacon, Wellman' Guards 
beat back 5 the Rabble, Bacon ſnatches a Sword from 
1 keeps back the Rabble, Tim. eat under the 
Table. 


Down, What r means. this laſolence,? | 
Rab, We'll have our General, and knock that Fellow” 8 
zins out, and hang up Colonel Wellman _ 
All. Ay, ay,” ba ng vp Anm. 
The Rabbi ſeixe Well. and Dull. cod e 
1. 
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| Friend. 2 w now, Major; What FL al] 
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Dall. Hold, hold Gentlemen, I was alway for th 
General. 
Rab. Let's barbicu this fat Rogue. 
* 5 Be N * en Ro diſtance to the + Cound 


44 


2 41 


and conquering make you pep Ar, your will. 
ollowing a Bacon, 4 Bacon 
Woll. Oh villanous Coyards ! who will truſt his Honou 
with Scycophans fo baſe ?. Let us to Arms—by Heaya 
I will not give my Body reſt, till, I've chaftiſed- the bo 
neſs of this RS, den, Well. Down. and the , 
all but Tim. peeps. from under the Tal 
Ti n. What is the roiſtering Hector. ; gone. N Brother? 
Dull. Ay, ay, and the Devil go wit 
Looking ſadly, Tim. comes u 
Tim. Was there ever ſuch a Bull of Baſban ! W. 
what if he ſhould come down en us and bY: us all 
Traitors. 
Dull. 1 rather think the Council wall bane us s all 
Cowards—ah—oh—a Drum—a Drum—oh. [ He goerou, 
Tim. This is the Miſery of being Great, * 
Woite ſacrific d to every wrn of State. L Ex 


— 


A m SEN 


4 Country Court, a great nul, with ls 
| pers, a Clerk writing. 


Enter à great many People of all ſorts, rhe Fe 
after him 1 * 


ſcar'd you all out of the Connell cla ö 
ee * the People? YN 


N 
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dull. Say? they curſe us all, and drink y Fright - 
1 and ſwear they'll fight thro Fire and Brim- 
ge for him. 5 uon ch 
iend. And to morrow will hollow him to the Gal: 
, if it were his chance to come there. 1 
bull, Tis very likely: les Lam forced to be guarded 
he Court now, the Rabble ſwore they would De- Mir 
but 1 ſhall hamper ſome of em. Wou'd the Go- 
zour were here to bear the brunt on't, for they call 
he evil Counſellors. | Shot 
Enter Hazard, goes to Friendly. 
Nes the young Rogue that drew upon us too, we have 
Is in Piſs for him Pfaicth, | 
nter Timorous with Bailiffs, wkiſpers to Dullman, 
after which to the Bailiffs. | 
im. Godzoors that's he, do your Office, 
ail, We arreſt you, Sir, in the King's Name, at the 
of the honourable Juſtice Ti morous. 
az. Juſtice Timorous I who the Devil's he? 
im. Jam the Man, Sir, d'ye ſee, for want of a bet- 
; you ſhall repent, Guds zoors, your putting of tricks 
n Perſons of my Rank and Quality. | 
[After he has ſpoke, he runs back as afraid of him. 
az, Your Rank-and Quality ! | 
im, Ay, Sir, my Rank and Quality; firſt I am one 
the honourable Council, next, a Juſtice of Peace in 
rum, Cornet of a Troop of Horſe, d'ye ſee, and 
Irch-warden, | 4 | 
rind. From whence proceeds this, Mr. Juſtice ? you 
nothing of this at Madam Ranter's yeſterday z you 
him there, then you were good Friends, 
im. Ay, however 1 have carried my Body ſwimming- 
core my Miſtreſs, d'ye ſee, 1 had Rancour in my 
tt, Gads zoors, | 
riend, Why, this Gentleman's a Stranger, and bur 
y come aſhore. | 
lac. At my firſt landing I was in company with this 
ow and two or three of his cruel Brethren, where I 
affronted by them, ſome Words paſy'd, and I drew 


Fol. Iv. 8 Tim. | 


erde 
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Tim. Ay, ay, Sir, you ſhall pay for't, 
what, bt 4 2 Lil Mapifirate affront TH) 
he muſt be drawn upon preſently ? 5 
Friend. Well, Sir, the Gen 3 ſhall anfpyer 
Suit, and I hope you'll take my Bail for him. 
7 Nm. is enough -I know you to be a civil Perſy 


Timorous and Dullman take their Places on a lig! 
plated behind the Table, to them Whimſey and N 

they ſeat themſelyes, then Boozer and two y 
more,; who ſeat themſelves Then enter to, | 
” Bowl of Punch and 4 great Ladle or two init; 
reſt of the Stage being jill'd with People, Wc 


TWhiff. Brothers, it hath been often mov'd at the 
that a new Punch-Bowl ſhou*d be provided; and on 
a larger Circumference ; when the Bench fits late 
weighty Afﬀaics, oftentimes the Bowl is emptied be 
we end, 95 33 

_ Whim, A good Motion; Clerk, ſet it down. 
"Clerk, Mr. Juſtice Boozer, the Council has ordet 
a Writ. of Eaſe, and diſmiſs your Worſhip fron 
Bench. ; 4 : | el OP Dm 
Booz. Me from the Bench, for what? dur 

Whim. The Complaint is, Brother Boozer, for ¶ ou 
ing too much Punch in the time of hearing Tryal 

hiff. And that you can neither write nor read, 
ſay the Lord's Prayer. 3 
Tim. That your Warrants are like a Brewer's T 
Notch on a Stick z if a ſpecial Warrant, then a «| 
Gods zoors, when his Excellency comes he will har 
ſuch. Juſtices, 
Boox. Why, Brother, tho I can't read my ſelf, en 
had Dalton's Country- Iuſtice read over to me W 
three times, and underſtand the Law. This is Jon 
lice, Brother. if, becauſe my Wife does not c- 17 
your Warehouſe to buy her Commodities, — 
mater, to how I have no Malice in my Heart, 10 
your Health. —I care not this, I can turn 1. Wet 


Plead at the Board. [Drinks, all pledge him, an 
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Dull, Mr. Clerk, come to the Tryals on the Docket. 
5 n i [Clerk reads. 
Clerk. The - firſt is between his Worſhip Juſtice Whiff 
ö 2 
Dull. Ay, that Grubb's a common Diſturber, Brother, 
dur Cauſe is a good Cauſe if well manag'd, here's to't. 
„ | Drinks. 
Whiff. 1 thank you, Brother Pullman read my 
etition. | Drinks, 
Cler. The Petition of Cograin Thomas Whiff, ſheweth, 
bat whereas Gilbert Grubb calls his Worſhip's Wife 
un Whiff Whore, and faith he will prove it; your Pe- 
Wtioner deſires the Worſhipſul Bench to take it into Con- 
eeration, and your Petitioner ſhall} ever pray, c . 
leres two Witneſſes have made Affidavit viva voce, an't 
xe your Worſhips. 
Dull, Call Grubb, 
Cler, Gilbert Grubb, come into the Court, 
Grub, Here. 
him. Well, what can you fay for your ſelf, Mr. 
7 ub. 5 | p 
Grub, Why, an't like your Worſhip, my Wife invited 
me Neighbours Wives to drink a Cagg of Syder: now 
dur Worſhip's Wife, Madam Whif, being there fuddled, 
ould have thruſt me out of doors, and bid me go to my 
Id Whore Madam Whimſey, meaning your Worſhip's 
ife. | [To Whim ey. 
Whim, Hah ! My Wife called Whore, ſhe's, a Jade, and 
I] arreſt her Husband here—in an Action of Debts, 
Tim, Gad zoors, ſhe's no better than ſhe ſhould be, 
| warrant her, 23 | 
Whiff. Look ye, Brother Whimſey, be patient; you 
now the humour of my Nancy, when ſhe's drunk; but 
* ſhe's ſober, ſhe's a civil Perſon, and ſhall ask your 
ardon, | | 


Whim, Let this be done, and 1 am ſatisfied. And ſo 


re's to you, [Drinks. 
Dull, Go on to the Trial. | 


ne 374%. J being very angry, ſaid indeed, I would prove 
114 8" greater Whore than Madam Whimſey, | 
| | G 2 | 


Cler. 
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Cler. An't like your Worſhips, he confeſſes the Va 
in open Court. Wire. ; 
Grub. Why, an't like your Worſhips, ſhe has had 
Baſtards, I'Il prove it. | 
' Whiff. Sirrah, Sirrah, that was when ſhe was 2 Ma 
1 * 3 I marry'd her; my marrying her made by 
neſt. 1 
Dull. Let there be an order of Court to ſue him { 
Scandalum magnatum. 1 
Tim. Mr. Clerk, let my Cauſe come next. 
Cler, The Defendant's ready, Sir. [Hazard « 
e FEY Bo | | to the Buy 
Tim, Brothers of the Bench take notice, that this H 
herz coming into Mrs, Flirt's Ordinary, where I was ni 
my Brother Dullman and Lieutenant Booxer; we 9 
him good Counſel to fall to work: Now my Gentlen 
here was affronted at this forſooth, and makes no nt 
to do but calls us Scoundrels, and drew his Sword on 
and had not I defended my ſelf by running away, heh 
murdered me, and aſſaſſinated my two Brothers. 
Whiff. What Witneſs have you, Brother? 
Tim, Here's Mrs. Flirt and her Maid Nell, —beſh 
we may be Witneſs for one another, I hope, our N 
may be taken, | 
C Cler. Mrs. Flirt and Nell are ſworn. [They ſtand ni ! 
Whim. By the Oaths that you have taken, ſpeak! 
thing but the truth, "4, 
Flirt. An't pleaſe your Worſhips, your Honours ani #* 
to my Houſe, where you found this young Gentlenal 
and your Honours invited him to drink with your i 
nours: Where after ſome opprobrious Words given “ 
Juſtice Dullman, and Juſtice Boozer ſtruck him oyet! 
Head; and after that indeed the Gentleman drew, 
Tim. Mark that, Brother, he drew. | 
Haz. If I did, it was ſe deſendendo. Fri 
Tim. Do you hear that, Brothers, he did it in de * 
Hax. Sir, you ought not to ſit Judge and Acculer! 
| Whiff, The Gentleman's ich“ right, Brother, yout 
not do't according to Law, | 
_ Tim. Gads z00rs, what new tricks, new querks? 
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Baz. Gentlemen take notice, he ſwears in Court. 
Tim, Gads zoors, what's that to you, Sir? 
Haz. This is the ſecond time of his ſwearing. 
whim. What, do you think we are deaf, Sir? Come, 
ome, proceed. | 87 
Tim, I deſire he may be bound to his Good Behaviour, 
d, and deliver up his Sword, what ſay you, Brother? 

| [ Fogs Dull. who z0d:. 

him, He's aſleep, drink to him and waken him, 
ou have miſs'd the Cauſe by ſleeping, Brother. [ Drinks, 
Dull. Juſtice may nod, hut never ſleeps, Brother 
ou were a.. Deliver bis Sword —a good Motion, let 
be done. „%% «ĩ— PE © 3 
Haz, No, Gentlemen, I wear a Sword to right my 
f. 6 i | 
Tim, That's fine, . i*faith, Gads zoors I've worn a 
nord this dozen Years, and never cou'd write my ſelf. 
Whiff, Ay, twou'd be a fine World if Men ſhould wear 
words to right themſelves; he that's bound to the Peace 
tall wear no Sword. 
him. I fay, be that's bound to the Peace ought to 


ear no Peruke, they may change em for black or white, 
Wi d then who can know them. | 
2 Gentlemen, I may be allowed to ſpeak 
1 my (elf, | 
4 Whiff, Ay, what can you ſay for your ſelf, did you not 


raw your Sword, Sirrah ? 

| Hax. I did. 

enn Im. Tis ſufficient, he confeſſes the Fact, and we'll 
ear no more. 

Hax. You will not hear the Provocation given. 

Dull, Tis enough, Sir, you drew f 
22 Ay, ay, tis enough, he drew let him be 


Friend. The Gentleman ſhould be heard, he's Kinſman 

0 to Colonel John Surelove, | 
T im, Hum Colonel Surelove's Kinſman, 
Whiff. Is he ſo? nay then all the reaſon in the World 
F [tould be heard, Brothers. | 


G 3 Whims 


—_ — = —- > * — 
— — — - — yy 


+ . ˙·˙ ˙ö , Or * 


— ä 


— if 
0 — 
PPS pa 
I all = 
hn , 5 Pugh | 
—_ — m - 
at — - 


SL. EE. 5 
= ES 


—— 
—— es * 


+ — 
— - 


Sun 
—— —— — 
— — 2 * 
« 
* 


ag... 
"Iz 


* 
\ 
77 
1 bo ö 
it 
| & 
Ie d 
3 
135 
N 
q 
14 
LAS] 
"Y 
1 * 
UE 
_ 
o 
E 
ot 
E 
4 
} 
1 * 
* 
= Wo 
yt \ 


— 
— 


— — 
— 
— 


— — — = 
2 


— - — 
. — 2 
—  — — — 


e < 
— 5 — l g 
— 
— 2 
LESS Albi 


- - 


_ 
— 
— — 


9 Fl — E 2 = 
- = — —kä 8 - 
o — I» * 2 


= < - 
EI EE PEE Ez 


— 


— 
Wa 


150 The Wipow RANTER, Ge. 
Whim, Come, come, Cornet, you ſhall be Pri 
with the Gentleman; this was ſome drunken bout, 11 
warrant you. gre TS 
Tim. Ha, ha, ha, ſo it was, Gads zbors. ; 
 Whiff, Come, drink to the Gentleman, and put i 
Tim. Sir, my ſervice to you, I am heartily ſom g 


what's paſs'd, but it was in my drink. [Drak 


Whim, You hear his Acknowledgment, Sir, and yl 
he's ſober he never quarrels. Come, Sir, fit doyn g 
Service to you. hd EE i ei 1 

Hax. 1 beg your excuſe, Gentlemen — I haye ea 
buſineſs. | 5 8 

Dull. Let us adjourn the Court, and prepare to nalf 


the Regiments on the Sevana. © [AU go but Ff 


| 5 and Hazard. 
Hax. Is this the beſt Court of Judicature your Couy 
affords? . h 
Friend. To give it its due it is not. But how does 
Amour thrive ? | zo, | 
Haz, As well as I can wiſh in ſo ſhort a time, 
Friend. I ſee ſhe regards thee with kind Eyes, 


and Blue. 


Haz. Yes, and tells me 1 am fo'like a Brother 
had to excuſe her kind concern. then bluſhe 


prettily, that Gad I cou'd not forbear making a dilcoſt 
of my Heart. | ad, ogy 


Friend, Haye a care of that, come upon her by f 
degrees, for 1 know ſhe is virtuous ;-——but come, 


to the Sevana, where I'll preſent you to the two Colon 


Wellman and Downright, the Men that manage al 
the arrival of the Goyernour, 3 Len 


SCE N E II. The Sevana or Heath 


Enter Wellman, Downright, Booger, and Offen, 
Well. Have you diſpatch'd the Scouts, to watch the 


tions of the Enemies? 1 know that Bacon is violent 
haughty, and will reſent our vain Attempts upon il 


therefore we mult be ſpeedy in prevention. 


L & 


% 


7 he WIDOWRANT ER, Or. 1 51 
Down. What Forces have you. raiſed ſince Our laſt 
ler? 

gos. Here's a Lift of em, they came but ſlowly i in, 
we promiſed. every one a Bottle of Brandy... ,.;; .. 

Enter Officer and _ | 

0, We have brought Mr. Dunce here, as your Hogour 
al us; after ſtrict ſearch we found a 

ning in bed with Madam Flirt. 
Down, No matter, be'll exclaim no leſs N the 
es of the Fleſh the next Sunday. 
Dunce. I hope, Sir, you will not credit the Malice of 
Enemies, 
Well. No more, you are fas. and whos Tom counſall'd 
ut the Ambuſh, was both prudent and ele, and 
haps I now wiſh it had taken effect. 

Enter Friend and Hazard. 

imd. I have brought an Engliſh Gentleman to 14 
r Hands, Sir, and offer you his Service, he is young 
| brave, and Kinſman to Colonel Surelove. 0 
Well, Sir you are welcome 3 and to let ou fee ou are 
we will give you your Kinſman's Command, Captain 
a Troop of Hor „ and which I'm ſure will 
continued to you when the Governout arrives. 

4, I ſhall endeayour to deſerve the Honour, Sir, 
ater Dull, Tim. Whim. and Whiff, all in Buff, Scarf, 

243d Feather, 

Dun. So, Gemlemen, I fee you're in a readineſs, 
Tim, Readineſs ! t What means he, I hope we are not 
be drawn out to go againſt che Enemy, Major. 15 
Dull, If we are, they ſhall look a new Major for me, 
ell, We were ; 4 g, Gentlemen, what coutſe Were 
to purſue againſt this powerful Rebel. | 
end, Why, Sir, we have Forges enough, let's charg 
n inſtantly, Delays are 
um. Why, what a damn'd fiery. ry Fellow is this? 
Down, But if we drive bim o dee we Tear 
lding with the Indian. 
Dull. Colonel Downright has kb „ why ſhould i 
langer our Men againſta rate Lermagant? 7 If e 
e Wounds and Scars ſo well, let him exerciſe off our 
g G Fog Ene: 
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Daughter here—and ſhould I be ſlain in this Battle 


152 The Widow RANTER, &. 
Enemies but if he will needs fall upon ns, m f 
time enough for us to venture our Lives and Fortune! 
' Tim. How, we go to Bacon! under fayour, 1 f 
tis his duty to come to us, an you go to tha; 6 
A _ „ 
Friend. If he do, twill coſt you dear, I doubt, C 
II find by our Lift, Sir, we are four thouſand lia 


_ Tim. Gad zoors, not enough for a Breakfaſt for 
inſatiate Bacon, and his two Lieutenant Generals 34 


and Daring, [ Whiff firs on the Ground ui 
Bottle of Brandy. $ 


him. A Morſel, a Morſe], 
Well. Tam for an attack, what ſoy you, Gentlema, 
an attack? — What, ſilent all? What ſay you, Major! 
Dull. 1 ſay, Sir, 1 hope my Courage was never i 
pute. Burt, Sir, I am going to marry Colonel Downr 


break her Heart; — beſides, Sir, I ſhould Joſe bet 
Well. V'm ſure here's a Captain will never flinch. | 


5 IN [To 
Whim, Who I, an't like your Honour? 
Well. Ay, you. Mie ee 0 
 Whim. Who 1? ha, ha, ha: Why, did your Hi 
think that I would fight ? # * 
Well. Fight! yes; why elſe do you take Commiſin 
Mim. Commiſſions ! Oh Lord, O Lord, take 


miſſions to fight! ba, ha, ba; that's a jeſt, if al 
take Commiſſions ſhould fight —— = | Ti 
Well. Why do you bear Arms then ? * 


 Whim, Why, for the Pay; to be called Captain 
ble Captain, to ſhow, to cock and look big, and buff ron 
1 do: to be bow'd to thus as we paſs, to domi 
beat our Soldiers ; Fight quoth a, ha, ha, ha. 
Friend. But what makes you look ſo ſimply, Cot 
Tim. Why a thing that I have-quite forgot, all af 
counts for England are to be made up, and Fm m 
if they be negleted——elſe I wou'd not flinch fer 
ſtouteſt he that wears a Sworg= ' [Look 


* 


- 
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What fa n in Whiff 2? 
_ eee 


x I am trying, Colonel, what Mettle I'm made 
1 Dink I am valiant, I ſuppoſe I have Courage, but 
onfeſs tis little of the D-— breed, but a little Inſpi- 
jon from the Bottle, and the leave of my Nancy, may 


wonders. 
Enter 4 Seaman in haſte rey 5 

ea, An't pleaſe Honours, Frightall's Officers 
e ſeiz d alibe Shivs in the River, and rid now round 
Shore, and had by this time ſecur'd the ſandy Beach, 
| landed Men to fire the Town, but that they are high 
drink aboard the Ship call'd the Good · Subject; the 
ſter of her ſent me to let your Honours know, that a 
7 Men ſent to his aſſiſtance will ſurprize them and re- 
e the Ships, 

ell, Now, Gentlemen, here is a brave occaſion for 
ulation——why writ not the Maſter ?- 

Dall. Ay, bad he writ, I had ſoon been amongſt cher 
th 4 but this is ſome Plot to betray us. 
dea. Keep me here, and kill me if it be not true. 
Down, He ſays well— there's a Brigantine and a Shal- 
ready, Ill embark immediately. 

Friend, No, Sir, your Preſence is here more neceſlary, 
me have the Honour of this Expedition, 

az, I'll go your 5 Charles. 

ell, Who elſe offers to | 

im. A mere Trick to 2 us, by ep * 
rain had writs 

im. Ay, ay, if he bad writ— 


Vell. 1 ſee you're all baſe Cowards, and here alie | 


rom all Commands and Offices. 

him. Look ye, Colonel, you may do what you 
iſe, but you loſe one of the beſt dreſs'd Officers in 
whole Camp, Sir. 5 

im. And in me, ſucks Ad ens 

biff. VI fay nothing, but let the State want me- 
d. For my part 1 am weary of weighty Affairs. 

[Un this while Well. Down. Friend and Haz. 2alt. 


4 G's _ Welk 
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Well. Command mhat Men you pleaſe, but Expeli 
makes you half a Conquęror. [ Zx. Friend. an 
Euter another Seaman with a Letter, gives lin 0 
n 1 right, be. and. Wellman read it. 115 1 
+ Dow. Look ye. naw, Gentlemen, the Maſter has mi 

Dull. Has he—be might have writ ſooner,, While! 
n Command, —if he had — 

- Whim. Ay, Major —if he 3 let them mils 
ell. Colonel, haſte with your Men, and reinſatw 
— while I. follow, with — Horſe ;——Mr, Dunz, 

hat Proclamacion be rend n Bacon, bo 
Soldiers. Ex. Dow. and V 
Dun. It ſhall * Sn Gentlemen bow 
you look now 
The Scene opens and diſcovers a Body of Soldier. 

Tim. Why, Mr, Parſon, I have a ſcruple of 0 
— upon me, I am conſidering whether it be 
to kill; tho it be in War; I have a great averſion y 
and hope it proceeds from Religion. | 

Whiff. 1 remember the Fit took you ;uſt lo wi 
Dutch beſieged us, for you cou'd not then be perl 
to ſtrike a ſtroke. 

Tim. Ay, that was becauſe. they were Proteus 
we are; but Gads zoors, had they been Duteh Pap 
had maul's them; but Conſcience noo 

Whim. I have been a Juſtice off Peace this ft 

and never had a Conſcience in my Life. 
Tim. Nor I neither, bur i in this damn'd ting off 
in 

; = Gentlemen, I: am commanded to bead the! 
; er of the honourable Council to you. 

| [To the 
All. Hum, hum, hum 

Boox. Silence - ſilence.u ꝛ :/ - {Dunce 

Dun. By an order of Council, loan May ol 
1670. To all Gentlemen Soldiers, Merchants, I 
and whom elſe it may concern. Whereas Barons 
trary to Law and Equity, has to ſatisfy his own - 
tion, taken up Arms with a pretence to fight the 11 


but indeed to moleſt and enſlave the whole Colon), 
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take away theit Liberties aud Propetties; this fs 12 de- 
ire, that whoever ſhall. bring chis Traitor dead or alive 
che Council, ſhall have tlizee hundred ht Reward. F 
id ſo God faye the Ring 

All. A Council, a Councif ! 8 3 Rae 

' Enter a Soldier haſtily. _ 

$14. Stand to your Aro, 3 an t0 your 
ns, Bacon is marghing this Way, an + 
Dun. Hah—what Numbers has he? * 
Sold. About a hundred Holle, dk 04 be has fu 
2d Colonel Downright, and taken him Priſoner... 


All, Let's fall on' ' Baton———Jet's fall on Bacon, bay. 
Hollow. 


Boo. We'll hear him ſpeak. nan lee what he 


n ſay for himfelf, 
All, Ay, . well bear Bacon ſpeak, 

-) [Dunce pal with, 8 
Tim. Well, Major, 1 bave found 7 Stratagem mall 
Ike us Four the greateſt Men in the Colony, w el] fur- 
der our ſelyes to Bacon, and ſay we dicbatided on 
rpoſe, oy | . 
D 
Whiff. Why, I had no other teſign i in the woll in- 
uling to fight. 
Whim. No or J, ye ehink 1 wou'd have excus'd it wit 
fear of. diſordering my Crayat-String elſs,.  , 
Dun, Why, Gentlemen, he deſigns to fire Fame; Town, | 
rder you all, and then lie with rw Wiyes; and wall 
u ſlip this opportunity of ſeizing him ? 
oy De” $ @ termagant Rogue, Neighbours—we 
g the 
dll, Ay, ay, hang Bacon, hang. Be. 


” Bacon and Fearleſs em: Soldiers leading in Down« 
rohr bund; Bon flands 4 whilt'and fares on the 
5 , wþo are Flent at.” 
well Gentlemen, i in Hog your ne Declan 
n, 195 ſee I come to render my TI 


Dan. How came he 10 know. TG 


what not for three bundred Pounds ?——You ſee 1 
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RL uk Rogues, Rogues among our ſelyes, that j 
Bac. What, are ye ſilent all, ——not a Man lik 


Hand in Obedience to the Council, to murder this T 
tor that. has expoſed his Lie ſo often for you? i 


A, © ws. 


left my Troops behind, and come all wearied wii; 
Toils of War, worn out by Summers heats, and Winy 
cold, march'd tedious Days and Nights thro Boyz x 
Fens as dangerous as your Clamours, and as W 
what tho *twas to preſerve you all in Safety, not 


u ſhow'd obey the tf Council, and kill this b 
fan that has defended you. 


All, Hum, hum, hum. 1 

"  Whiff. The General ſpeaks like a 'Gorgon. 

Tim. ＋ a Ro n | 

Bac. All ſilent yet—where's that mighty Courage, i 
cried ſo loud but now, A Council, a Council? Wber 
your . Reſolution ? cannot three handred Pounds ext 
your Valour to ſeize that Taitor Bacon who has bled i 

ou? 

; All, A Bacon, a 8 a Bacon. [Ho 
Dow. Ob villainous Cowards 1 —Oh the Faichleſs l 
titude ! 


9 What ſay you, Parſon? —you have a fo 
ea). 

Dun. 1 wiſh my Coat, Sir, did not binder me fr 

ing as becomes my Zeal and Duty. 
Whim., A plagu & rugged Dog,—that Parſon 

Bac. Fearleſs, ſeize me that canting Knaye from « 

the Herd, and next thoſe honourable Officers. 

[Points to Dull. Whim. Whiff. and TI 

| Fearlefs ſeizes them, and gives then 

1675 e Soldiers, and takes the Proviat 

| | tion from Dunce, and ſhews Daa 
Dull, Seize 1 — ron foal ot need, we. laid 

Ze Us, Sir, YOu not 

our Commiſſions on purpoſe to come over to your i 


"Our, 
Whiff. We ever gs and bonour's your _— 
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Tim. So 3 Sir—that I wiſh I were ſafe in Fames 
Town for your ſake, and your Honour were hang d. 


* 
- - 


br" a A ide. 
Bac. This fine Piece is of your penning, Pao Bee 
it be countenanc'd by the Council's Names. —Oh Ingra- 
tiude ! Burn, burn the treacherous Town, fire it imme - 
Giately nn— OO IS 1 
him. We'll obey you, Sir. | | 
whiff, Ay, ay, we'll make a Bonfire on't, and drink 
our Honour's health round about ii. [They offer to go. 
Bac. Let hold, my Revenge ſhall be more mecciful, 1 
ordered that all the Women of Rank fhall be ſeiz d and 
brought to my Camp. Fl make their Husbands pay their 
Ranſoms dearly ; they'd rather haye their Hearts bleed 
than their Purſes, 3 
Fear, Dear General, let me have the ſeizing of Colo- 
nel Downright's Daughter; I would fain be plundering 
for a Trifle call'd a Maiden - head. PE 
Bac. On pain of Death treat them with all reſpect; 
alure them of the Safety of their Honour, Now, all that 
will follow me, ſhall find a welcome, and thoſe that will 
not, may depart in Peace. n 
All. Ha, a General, a General, a General. 
[Some Soldiers yo off : Some go to the ſide of Bacon. 
Enter Daring and Soldiers, with Chriſante, Surelove, 
Mrs. Whim. and Mrs. Whiff, and ſeveral other 
Women, 25 | 3 
Bac, Succeſsful Daring, welcome, what Prizes have ye? 
Dar, The faireſt in the World, Sir; I'm not for com- 
mon Plunder. 6: e e 2 : 
Dow. Hah, my Daughter and my Kinfwoman ! —— 
Bac. Tis not with Women, Sir, nor honeſt Men like 
you, that I intend to combat; not their own Parents 
ſhall be more indulgent, nor better Safe-guard to their 
Honqurs, Sir: But *tis to fave the expence of Blood 1 
lieze on their moſt valued Prizes. LEED 
Dow, But, Sir, 1 know your wild Lieutenant General 
tas long loy'd my Chriſante, and perhaps, will take this 
lime to foree her to confent. 


Dar. 
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| thy Fame, I ſhall not mourn in my Captivity.  - 
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Dar.” I own 1 haye a Paſſion fi Chriſante, 3 et 
General's 1. or her fair ſelf, os now I act is 22 
ſcore of War, I ſcorn to force the Maid I do adore... 

© Bac, Believe me, Ladies, you ſhall have Dabu 
Treatment here. | 

Chriſ. We do not doubt it, Sir, either fr from om yen 
Daring; if be love me, that will | ſecure my Honda « 
if he 2973 -be's too brave io injure me. 

3 I thank you for your * opinion of me, U 


Cbriſ. But, 8. Gs” for my Fer, t 1 muſt. "plead; u 30 
ns 3 and then per 
haps, if ſtubborn to your Will, his Head muſt fall 10 
tim to your Anger. 
Dow, No, my good pious Girl, I. cannot fear ignobl 
uſage from the General ; and if thy Beauty can Perlen 


Bac, I'Il ne'er, deceiye your Kind Opinion of me 
Ladies, 1 hope y ou're all of that Opinion Woes... £.* 

Sure, If ns us can adyance your Honour, or be 
of any uſe conſiderable to you, I ſhall be proud of ſuch a 
Slavery. 
a him. I hope, Sir, we ſhan' t be raviſk'd io your 

mp. 
l Dare Fie, Mrs. Whimſey, do Soldiers uſe to r tavih? 

Mrs. Whiff: Raviſh! marry, I fear 'em not, Id. hat 
'em know, I ſeorn to be. raviſh'd, by any Man. 

Fear. Ay, o- my Conſcience,” Mrs, if, * . 
good- natur d. 

Dar. Madam, I hope you N give me leave to nan? 


| Lone to you, and try by alt ſubmiſſive ways to. win your l 
eart, > 
_ Chriſ, Do your worſt, Sir; 1 give Jon leave, if j 
ail me only with your Tong 5 he Kin 
Dar. That's generous and | au requſs b. 
Enter Soldier in 4 the 
gol. The Truce being ended, Sir, the Baan, grow [0 
inſolent as to attack us even in our Camp, and ha 75 
* ſeveral of our Men, a 
1 
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. Tis time to check. their Bold neſs; Daring, hafte, 
draw up our Men in order to ay em Batiel, L rather had 
expected their Submiſſion. 

The Counury ndw: ang, ils, what they? re to fear, 
Since We. 5k . 2 are not ſecure... 
"Al (om 89 the Ladies, 


Act w. se 0 


14 l with 4 an Indian God placed pon it, 
4505 and Prieſteſſes attending Enter In- 
dian King on one fide attended by Indian Aten; 

the Queen on the other ꝛuith Women. All boty 
70 the Idol, and divide on .cach fide af the 


| Stage. Then the Muftck playing louder, the 

Prieſt and Priefteſſes dante about the Idol with 
ridiculous Poſtures, and crying (as for In- 
cantations ) "thrice repeated, Agah Yerkin, 
Agah Boah, Sulen 2 Wen 1 
Waraph. 


After this ſoft OP OY again; 8 þ ing Jain 

thing fine : after. which the Prieſts lead the King 20 the 
Altar, and the Prieſteſſes the Queen ; they take off 
little Aer pepe their, Heads, and ta chew at the 
Altar. 


2 


Inge i. God ot our Quiocto to e 
the Event ſhall be. as this our laſt War again 
the Engliſh General. Weed © [oft Maſi bel cehſes. 


The Muſick _ 10 opfuled Tunes, to which the dy 
and Priefleſs dance, antickly ſinging between, the fam 


| Incautation as before; and then dance again, and f 
invoke 
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involke again alternately : Which Dance ended, a Thin 
behind the Altar cries, while ſoft Muſick play,, 
Joe vs The Engliſh 3 be * 19 £917 90 9 1 
* A Ca ve to is Enem * 1 11377 * 20 
„Aden Rdn alf your Toils be freed, 
When by your Hand the Foe ſhall bleed: 
And Cer the Sun's ſwift Courſe be run, | 
This mighty Conqueſt ſhall be won. 
'- "King. I thank the for taking care of us; prepay 
new Sacrifice againſt the Evening when I return a Cop, 
queror, I will: my ſelf -perfarm the Office of A Prieſt, 
Veen. Oh, Sir, I fear you'll fall a Victi 
| * What means Semernia? why are thy Looks fl 
e: ili ur. AV fp os 
,". * Alas, the Oracles have double meanings, thei 
Senſe is doubtful, and their Words Enigmas : I fear, $i, 
I rou'd make a truer 83 | LEY 
King, How, Semernia ! by all thy Love I charge the, 
as you reſpect my Life, to let me know ybur Thought, 
© Queen. LaſtNigtt I dream'd a Lyon fel} with. hunge, 
ſpite of your Guards; ſlew you, and bore you hence. 
King. This is thy Sex's fear, and no Interpretation of 
the Oracle. | | * 
Queen. I cou'd conyince you farther. 
King. Haſt thou a Secret thou canſt keep from me! 
thy Soul a Thought that I muſt be a Stranger too ? This 
is not like the Juſtice of Semernia: Come unriddle me 
een. The Engliſh General ſhall be a Captive to hi 
Enemy; he is ſo, Sir, already, to my Beauty, he ſays be 
languiſhes for Love of me. ea. 
King. Hab! the General my Rival but go on 
Queen. And you from all your War be freed: Oh, le 
me not explain that fatal Line, for fear it mean, you 


ſhall be freed by Death, © e 
_ King, What, when by my Hand the Foe ſhall bleed? 
y — cannot „ et eee BY 
Nucen. No doubt, my Lord, you'll brayely el] you! 
Life, and deal ſome Wounds where you'll receive 6 
many. * | | 
| wr _— 


— —_ 
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King. 'Tis Love, Semernia, makes thee dream while 

waking : | | 25 1 

yl - the Gods, and am reſoly'd for Battel. 
Enter an Indian. 

Ind. Haſte, haſte, great Sir, to Arms; Bacon with all 
his Forces is prepar'd, and both the Armies ready to 
en E. : 

9 Haſte to my General, bid him charge em in- 
ſtantly; 1'll bring up the Supplies of ſtout Teroomians, 
thoſe ſo well skill'd in the envenom'd Arrow, [Ex. Indian. 
—Semernia—Words but poorly do expreſs the Griefs of 
parting Lovers—'tis with dying Eyes, and a Heart tremb- 
ling thus [ Puts her Hand on his Heart, 
they take a heavy leave; — one parting Kiſs, and one 
ber Love preſſing ſigh, and then farewel 3 —but not a long 
Si, RY farewe! 3 I ſhall return victorious to thy Arms—commens 

me to the Gods, and ſtill remember me. [Exit. 
et, | Queen. Alas! What pity tis I ſaw the General, before 
my Fate had given me to the King But now—like choſe 
er, chat change their Gods, my faichleb Mind betwixt my two 
Opinions wavers: while to the Gods my Monarch I com- 
of WF mend; my wandring Thoughts in pity of the General 
makes that Zeal cold, declin'd—inefteual,- If for the 
General 1 implore the Deities, methinks my Prayers ſhould 
e not aſcend the Skies, ſince Honour tells me tis an im- 
his WY pious Zeal. | 
me Which way ſoever my Devotions move, 
* Iam too wretehed to be heard above. | 
f f 6 3 LExeunt. 


vita 


" 


F 
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SCENE II. Shows a Held of Tents, ſm 
at ſome diſtance thro the Trees of a Wil 
Drums, Trumpets and the noiſe of Battel, wit 
. | hollowing. . The Indians are ſeen with Batids 
Axes to retreat fighting from the Engliſh, au 
all go off ; when they re-enter immediately, bet: 
ing back the Engliſh, the Indian King at th 
head of his Men, with Bows and . Arrow, 
Daring at the head of the Engliſh : Thy 
Flu off; the noiſe continues Jeſs loud as min 
r 
Enter Bacon with his Sword drawn, meets Fearlels wih 
| | - his Sword drawn. 
Fear. Haſte, haſte, Sir, to the Entrance of the Wodd 
aring's engaged paſt hope of a Retreat, venturing 8h 


Far, purſuing of the Foe; the King in Ambuſh,” with b 
pot Archers, al on, and now we are dangeroul 
HTretk. - - * 3 & Pon "21 ©; 20M 


Bac. Daring is brave, but he's withal too raſh, com 
on and follow me to his Aſſiſtance.— Ie 0 
A hollowing within, the Fight renews; enter tht Its 
dians beaten back by Bacon, Daring and Featlels; 
they fight off; the noiſe of Fighting continues a whit, 
this fiill behind the Wood, Wer nen 
Enter Indians flying over the Stage, pur ſu'd by the Kin, 
King. Turn, turn ye fugitive Slaves, and face the Env 
my; Oh Villains, Cowards, deaf to all Command : dj 
Heaven I had my Rival in my view, and aim'd at no:hing 
but my conquering him—now like a Coward 1 mult i 
with Cowards, or like a deſperate Madman fall, ts 
ſingly, midſt the numbers. [ Follows the Indians 
Enter Bacon inraged with his Sword drawn, Fearleſs and 
Daring following him. 
Bac. — Where is the King, oh ye perfidious Slay! 
how, baye you hid him from my juſt Reyenge ? * 


* 
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11 the Brakes, and Furzes and the Trees, and let him not 


24h ſcape on pain of Death. 
0d Dar. We cannot do Wonders, Sir. ares 
3. Bur you can run ay. a 


Dar. Les, when we ſee occaſion yet ſhoud 


eh ny- but my General tell me ſfo———by Heaven he 

mould find 1 were no ſtarter. . 

- Bac. Forgive me, I'm mad—the King's eſcaped, hid 

. 2 trembling Slave in ſome cloſe Diteb, where he will 

voner ſtarye than fight it out. A 

/ Indians running over the Stage, purſued by the 

br King, who ſhoots them as they fly; ſome follow him. 
Ting. All's loſk—the Day is loſt—and I'm betray'd ;— 


Dh Slayes, that even Wounds can't animate. In Rage. 
Be TORR. To | 
King. The General here! by all the Powers betray'd 

by my own Men! | F 


00 Bac, Abandon'd as thou art, I ſcorn to take thee þaſe- 
boo ſhall have Soldiers chance, Sir, for, your Life, | 
ce Chance, fo luckily has brought us hither , without | 
oe Aids we will diſpute the Day ; This Spot of Earth 


ears both our Armies Fates ; I'll give you back the Victo- 
ty I haye won, and thus begin a- new on equal Terms. 


7 King, That's nobly ſaid! — the Powers have heard w7 
Vin. You, Sir, firſt, _ me how to uſe a Sword, 
eh ich heretofore has ſerved me with Succeſs ; But now— 
ry tis for Semernia that it draws, a Prize more valued than 


my Kingdom, Sir.: 
Bac, Hah, Semer nia 


ig. Your Blutes do betray your Paſſion for her. 

Ene Dar. Sdeath, have wWe folgbs for this, to expoſe the 

: WM Viktory to the conquer'd Foe 7 wont aan 

bing e Fear, What fight a ſingle Man our Prize already. 

t ff King, Not ſo, young Man, while I command a Dart. 
- Bac, Fight him ! by Heaven no reaſon ſhall diſſuade 


me, and he that interrupts me is a Coward z whatever be 
my Fate, I do command ye to let the King pals freely to 


bis Tents, „ 
Dar. The Devil's in the General. 


9 


* 


Fear. 


— 


— 
— 
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Fear, $'death his Romantic Humour will undo u. 
| [ They fight and 02 
© Xing, You fight as, if you meant to outdo me this hs 
as you have done in 'Geherofity, 
Bar. You're not behind hand with we, 1 in counth | 
me, here's to ſet us evet—, _ - [Fight aun 
King. ou bleed apace. 
- Bac, You've only breath'd a Vein, and given me wil 
Health and Vigour by i It. . [They fig bi again, Wouk 
on both ſides, the King ſtaggers ; Bacon jd 
bim in hit Arms; 4 the King drops his Sun 
"How do you, 9 
King. Like one that's hovering between Hen 
"and Earth; Im mounti omewhere——y 


warde bit giddy with my flight, +I know not when | 
Bac, Command my Surgeons, inſtantly - 


haſte 3 ; Honour returns, and Love all bleeding's fled, | 
IEEx. Fear 


King. Oh Semernia; how much more. Truth had i 
Divinity than the predictions of the flattering Ord 
Commend me to'ber—I know you'll —viſit—your f 


' Captive, Sir, and tell her oh but Death py 
vents the reſt. 4. ; U 
Fin Fearleſs, 

Bac, He's a TO now, like Ceſar, 1 

' Weep over the Hero I my ſelf deſtroyed. 
Fear. I'm glad for your repoſe I ſee him there — ini 
mad hot-brain'd Youth, and ſo he died. 
Bac, Come bear him on your Shoulders to my Te 
from whence- with all the ſolemn State we can, we wi 
convey him to his own Pavilion. 
l Enter a Soldier. 
Sol. Some of our Troops purſuing of the Enen 
to their Temples, which th 2 e Sanctuary, tindiy 
the Queen at her Devotion there with all her Indian 
I'd much ado to ſtop their violent Rage from ſetting in 
to the holy Pile. 
Bac. Hang em immediately cbat durſt attempt it, | 
I my ſelf will fly to reſcue her. 
{Goes out, they bear off the King's Body; 9 uh 
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wer Whimſey, pulling in Whiff, with a Halter about 
Fq bi Neck. a "wy ny p 
him. Nay I'm reſolved to keep thee here till his 
Lonour the General comes. What, to call him Traitor, 
1d run away. after he had ſo generouſly given us our free- 
om, and liſted us Cadees for the next Command that 
| in his Army I'm reſolved to hang — 
whiff. Wilt thou betray and peach thy Friend? thy 
riend that kept thee Company all the while thou wert a 
tiſoner — drinking at my own charge * 
whim. No matter for that, I ſcorn Ingratitude, and 
erefore will hang thee — but as for thy drinking with 
l ſcorn to be behind-hand with thee in Civility, and 
erelore here's to thee. Eo N © Lone 
[Takes 4 Bottle of Brandy out of his Pocket,” Drinks, 
Whif, I can't drink, 
Whim, A certain ſign thou wo't be hanged. of 
Whiff. You us'd to be o' my fide when a Juſtice, let th 
uſe be how it wou'd, - | [Weeps. 
Whim. Ay—when 1 was a Juſtice I never minded 
oneſty, but now I'll be true to my General, and hang 
hee to be a great Man.,— _ " "209 
Whiff. If I might but have a fair Trial for my Life— 
Mum. A fair Trial !—come I'll be thy Judge and 
thou can'ſt clear thy ſelf by Law, I'll acquit thee : Sir- 
ah, Sirrab, what canſt thou ſay for thy ſelf for calling his 
onour Rebels? [Sits on a Drum- head. 
Whiff. Twas when I was drunk, an'tlike your Honour. 
Whim. That's no Plea 3 for if you kill a Man when 
jou are ſober, you muſt be hanged when you are drunk. 
aſt thou any thing elſe to ſay for thy ſelf, why Sentence 
may not paſs upon thee ? | 
hiff. I deſire the Benefit of the Clergy. 
Whim, The Clergy ! 1 never knew any body that ever 
id benefit by 'em; why thou canſt not read a word. 
Whif. Tranſportation then 
Whim. It ſhall be to England then nw but hold 
ybo's this? | [ Dullman creeprny fi m 4 Buſh. 
Dall. So the Danger's over, I may venture out 
lex on't I wou'd not be in this fear again, to be _ 
Che 


_ 
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Chief Juſtice of our Court. Why how now, Cory) 
bat, in dreadful Equipage ? Your Battle-Ax blog 
with Bow and Arrows. | 
Enter Timorous with Baitle-Ax, Bow and Arrius 
__ Tim, I'm in the poſture of the times, Majar—T c 
not be idle where ſo much Action was; I'm goingy 
preſent my ſelf to the General, with theſe Trophia q 
my Victo . „ 

Dull. Victory —— What Victory—did not I fee | 
creeping out of yonder Buſh, where thou wert hid all 
. on a dead Indian, and take ayyy 
Arms? 1 74 
Tim. Why, didſt thou ſee me © 

Dall. See thee, ay——and what a fright thou wer þ 
till thou wert ſure he was dead. 

Tim. Well, well, that's all one-—Gad zoors if 
Man that paſles for valiant in a Battel, were to give ax 
count how he gained his Reputation, the World wal 
be but thinly ſtock d with Heroes; I'II ſay he was a gia 
War- Captain, and that I kill'd him hand to hand, al 
e — - . 8 
Dull. Diſprove thee. why that pale Face of thi 
that has ſo much of the Coward in't. | 
Jim. Shaw, that's with loſs. of Blood Hah 1 
_ overheard I doubt—who's yonder [Sees Whim, 
Whiff.] how, Brother Whiff in a Hempen.Creyat-ſtring 

Whim.. He call'd the General Traitor, and was runaw 

gay, and I'm reſolv'd to peach. 


* 


Dull. Hum and one Witneſs will ſtand good in La 
in caſe of Treaſon  _ 
Tim. Gads 200m, in caſe of Treaſon, he'll be hay! 

if it be proved againſt him, were there ne'er a Wind 
at all; but he muſt be tried by a Council of War, Mu 
Come, come, let's difarm him— [They take away i 
Arms, and pull a Bottle of Brandy out of his Pit 
Whiff. What, I hope you will not take away! 
Brandy, Gentlemen, my laſt comfort, 
Tim. Gads zoors, it's come in good time 
drink it off, here Major [Drinks, Whiff takes bind , 
2 3 * jy 
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1Vhiff. Hark ye Cornet you ate my good Friend, get 
this matter made up before it comes to the General. 
Times But this is Treaſon, Nei ds GCN RGA | 
whiff, If I hang III declare on the Ladder how yon 

„ve have been all Friends 


kill d your War- Captain. 


2 u lers drink about, and 
nay Wand loving tes together, i A 
1 think no more of this Buſineſs. a | mY * 


Dull. Ay, ay, if every ſober Man in the Nation ſhould 
be called to account of the Treaſon: he ſpeaks in's Drink, 
the Lord have mercy upon us all. Put it up—and let us, 
like loving Brothers, take an honeſt Reſolution to run 
away together; for this ſame Frightall minds nothing but 
Fighting, : 118 
. I'm content, provided we go all to the Council, 
and tell them (to make our Peace) we went in obedience 
to the Proclamation, to kill Bacon, but the Traitor was fo 
trongly guarded we could not effect it; but mum 
Who's here 

Enter Ranter and Jenny, s Man and Faatman. 

Rant. Hah our four reverend Juſtices 1 hope the 
Blockheads will not know me — Gentlemen, can you di- 
rect me to Lieutenant General Daring's Tents ? | 

Whif. Hum, who the Devil's this? — that's he you 
Wee coming this way. *Sdeath, yonder's Daring——let's 
ſlip away before he advances. r all but Ran. and Jen. 

Jen. 1 am ſcar'd with thoſe dead Bodies we have paſs'd 
over ; for God's ſake, Madam, let me know your deſign 
in coming, ee | 

Rant, Why, now I tell thee—my damn'd mad Fellow 
Daring, who has my Heart and Soul, loves Chriſante, 
has ſtolen her, and carried her away to his Tents ; ſhe 
hates him, while I am dying for him. 

Jen. Dying, Madam i I never ſaw you melancholy. 

Rant, Pox on't no; why ſhould I ſigh and whine, and 
make my ſelf an Aſs, and him conceited? no, inſtead of 
ſnivelling I am reſolved =- | 

Jen. What, Madam? 5 

Rant. Gad to beat the Raſcal, and bring off Chriſante. 


1 Jen. 
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Jen. Beat him, Madam! what, a Woman beat aliy 
tenant-General ? ? 165 Heck sc | 
Rant. Hang em, they get a name in War from Cop 
mand, nor Courage; but how know 1 but I may fight 
Gad I have known a Fellow kick'd from one end of tþ 
Town to t'other, believing himſelf a Coward; at laſt fore 
to fight, found he could 3 got a Reputation, and bull 
_ met with; and got a Name, and a great Comm 
a. $796 | | | 
Jen. But if he ſhould kill you, Madam. 
Ran. I'll take care to make it as comical 2 Duel a; dt 
beſt of em; as much in love as I am, I do not inte] 
to die its Marty. | 
Enter Daring and Fearleſs. | 

Fear. Have you ſeen Chriſante ſince the Fight ? 

Dar. Yes, but ſhe is ſtill the ſame, as nice and copy 
Fortune, when ſhe's courted by the wretched; yet ft 
denies me ſo obligingly, ſhe keeps my Love till in i 
humble Calm. | — 

Ran. Can you direct me, Sir, to one Daring's Tent? 

Dar. One Daring . — he has another zie uf 
Name. { 

Ran, What's that, Raſcal, or Coward ? | 

Dar. Hah, which of thy Stars, young Man, hat ſet 
thee hither, to find that certain Fate they have decreed} 

Ran. I know not what my Stars have decreed, but ne 
ſhall be glad if they have ordain'd me to fight with Il. 

ring: by thy concern thou ſhou'dſt be he. 
Dar. I am, prithee who art thou? 
Ran. Thy Rival, tho newly arrived from Englaun 
and came to marry fair Chri ſante, whom thou haſt u 
viſh'd, for whom I hear another Lady dies, 

Dar. Dies for me? | 

Ran. Therefore reſign her fairly—or fight me fair 

Dar. Come on Sir but hold before I kill ide 

rithee inform me who this dying Lady is? 

Ran. Sir 1 owe ye no Courteſy, and therefore will d 
you none by telling you come Sir, for Chriſanit— 
draw. {They offer to fight, Fearleſs fey 1 
| Ul 
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Fur, Hold——what mad Frolick's this? Sir, you 
bt for ane you never ſaw [to Ranter.] and you for one 
tloyes you not. | | eln 
Dar. Perhaps ſhe'll love him as little. | 
Ray, Gad put it to the Trial, if you dare—if thou be'ſt 
erous, bring me jo her, and whom ſhe does neglect 
give the other place. Sk 
Dar. That's fair, put up thy Sword—1'lI bring thee to 
inſtantly. |  [Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Tar. 


Enter Chriſante and Surelove. | 
Chri/. I'm not ſo much afflited for my Confinement, 
am that I cannot hear of Friendly. | 
Sure, Art not perſecuted with Daring 2 5 | 
Chriſ. Not at all; tho he tells me daily of his Paſſion, 


in ally him, and give him neither Hope nor Deſpair, — 
bere. W Rs 
ah Enter Daring, Fear, Rant. and Jenny. 


Dar, Madam, the  Complaifance I ſhow in bringing 
Ju my Rival, will let you ſee bow glad I am to oblige 
u every way. | parent =, 


n £47 I hope the Danger I have expoſed my ſelf to for 
e Honour of kiſſing your Hand, Madam, will render me 
du mething acceptable here are my Credentials 

Du [lives her a Litter. 


_ Chriſante reads. 1 
Dear Creature, I have taken this Habit to free you 
m an impertinent Lover, and to ſecure the damn'd 
ge Daring to my ſelf ; receive me as ſent by Colonel 
telove from England to marry you JAVOUY me. 
0. / 


_ Yours, Ranter. 


F 
"4 


Hzh Ranter 2 Mues —Sir, you have too good a 
rafter from my Couſin Colonel Surelove, not to re- 
Ive my Welcome, | [Gives Surelove the Letter. 


V 0 L. Iv. H Ran. 
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a callow Fop as thou before a Man—take her and 
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Ran, Stand by General— [Puſhes away Dating, 
n big, and takes Chriſante by the Hand, and 12 
Dar. Sdeath, Sir, there's toom enou2h—at fill f 
ſo kind? Oh Youth, Yolith and Impudence, What Ta 
tations are you to villanous Woman? 
Cphriſ. I confeſs, Sir, we Women do not loye 
rough fighting Fellows, they're always ſcaring us with; 
5 ATR 
| 1 Much good may it do you with your tame d 
comb, 1 
Ran. Well, Sir, then you yield the Prize? 
Dar. Ay Gad, were ſhe an Angel, that can prefer(y 


mineer. 5 Icke all la 
death am 1 grown ridiculous ? 
Fear. Why haſt thou not found the Jeſt ? by Heye 
Ranter, tis ſhe that loves you; carry on the humour. A 
Faith, Sit, if 1 were you, 1 wou'd divorce my fel 
Mad am Ranter. 1 E * 
Cbriſ. Ay, ſhe's a fit Wife for you, ſhe'll fit youl 
mour., 4 n 3. $4; | 
Dar. Ranter—Gad Ill ſobner matry a She Beat, 
Jeſs for a Penance for ſome horrid Sin; we ſhould be e 
nally challenging one another to the Field, and ten i0( 
ſhe beats me there; or if I ſhould. eſcape there, 
wou'd kill. me with drinking. 

Ran. Here's a Rogue—does your Country aboundm 
ſuch Ladies ? 1 + | 

Dar. The Lord forbid, half a dozen wou'd ruin! 
Land, debauch all the Men, and ſcandalize all the Y 
men. | | 
Fear. No matter, ſhe's rich. 

Dar. Ay, that will make her inſolent. 

Fear. Nay, ſhe's generous too. 7 

Dar. Yes, when ſhe's drunk, and then ſhe'll laviſh 

Ran. A pox on him how he vexes me. 
Dar. Then ſuch a Tongue— ſhe'll rail and ſmoke! 
ſhe choke again; then fix Gallons of Punch hard! 
covers her, and never but then is ſhe good - natur d. 

Ran. I muſt lay him on f 


b 17 
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Dar. There's not a Blockhead in the Country that bas 


Ran. What. „ £ 
Dar. Been drunk with her. | 
Ran, I thought you had meant ſomething elſe, Sir. 
Sek | | [1n huff. 
Dar. Nay— as for that I ſuppoſe there is no great 
lifficulty, 
. Sir, you lye—and you are a Son of a 
Whore. - [Draws and fences with him, and 
| he runs back round the Stage. 
Dar. Hold — hold Virago—dear Widow hold, and 
ive me thy hand, 
Ran. Widow! a 
Dar. *Sdeath I knew thee by inſtinct, Widow, tho I 
emed not to do ſo, in revenge for the Trick put on me 
telling me a Lady dy d for me. | 0 
Ran, Why fuch a one there is, perhaps ſhe may 
windle forty or fifty Years—— or ſo — but will never be 
er own Woman again, that's certain. bbs ink 
Sure, This we are all ready to teſtify, we know her. 
Chriſ. Upon my Life, tis true. 
Dar, Widow, I have a fhreud Suſpicion, that you your 
If may be this dying Lady. | 
Ran, Why ſo, Coxcomb ? 
— 8 you took ſuch Pains to put your ſelf into 
ny hands. "IS 7 | 
Ran, Gad if your Heart were but half ſo true as your 
ueſs, we ſhould conclude a Peace before Bacon and the 
ounci] will—beſides, this thing whines for Friendly, and 
eres no hopes, [To Chriſante. 
Dar, Give me thy Hand, Widow, I am thine—and ſo 
nürely, I will never be drunk out of thy Company :— 
bunce is in my Tent, ——prithee let's in and bind the 
bargain, = . » LETT 211 1 
Ran, Nay, faith, let's ſee the Wars at an end firſt. 
Dar, Nay, prithee take me in the humour, while thy 
preeches are on—for I never lik'd thee half ſo well in 
etticoats. | 
Ran. Lead on General, you give me good incourage- 
nent to wear them. ,- * [Eno 
| H 2 ACT 
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r. EN E I. 
The Sevana in ſight of the Cam th 


Moon riſes, 


Enter Friendly, Hazard and Boozer, and 4a Party of Jin 


Friend, E are now in ſight of the Tents, 
N W Boox. Is not this a raſh Attempt, Gents 
men, with ſo ſmall Force to ſet upon Bacon's whit 
Army ? | | 
Haz. Oh, they are drunk with Victory and Winz 
there will be nought but revelling to night. 
Friend. Would we could learn in what Quarter it 
Ladies are lodg'd, for we have no other buſineſs bu 
releaſe them But hark —who comes here? 
Bosz. Some Scouts, I fear, from the Enemy, 
Enter Dull. Tim. Whim. and Whiff, creeping as in 
the dark, 
Friend. Let's ſhelter ourſelyes behind yonder Tree 
leſt we be ſurpriz'd, 
Tim. Wou'd I were well at home——Gad 200, 
eber you catch me a Cadeeing again, I'll be content tok 
ſet in the fore-front of the Battle for Hawks- Meat. 
| Whim, Thou'rt afraid of every Buſh. | 
Tim. Ay, and good reaſon too: Gad zoors, there m 
be Rogues hid ——prithee, Major, do thou advance. 
Dall. No, no, go on —— no matter of Ceremony! 
theſe caſes of running away. [They advan 
Friend. They approach directly to us, we cannot elaf 
them their numbers are not great let us advan 
p [They come up 10 f 
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Tim. Oh! I am annihilated. 
Thif. Some of Frizhtai's Scouts, we are loſt Met. 
They puſh each other for" „, 
Friend. Who goes there? 
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him. Oh, they'll giverus no Quarter; twas long of 
you, Cornet, that we ran away from our Colours. 

Tim. Me—'twas the Major's Ambition here —to make 
iimſelf a great Man with the Council again. | 
Dull. Pox o' this Ambition, it has been the ruin of 
many a gallant Fellow. 

Whif, It I get home again, the height of mine ſhall 
be to top Tobacco; would Pad ſome Brandy. 


Tim. Gad zoors, would we had, tis the beſt Armour 


eint Fear—bum—I hear no body now——prithee ad- 
ance a little. | 
Whim, What, before a Horſe-Officer ? 

all Friend. Stand, on your Lives | 

hk Tim. Oh, *tis impoſſible I'm dead already. 


Friend, What are ye ?—ſpeak—or I'll ſhoot. 

Whim, Friends to thee, who the Devil are we 
iends to? 5 
Tim. E'en, who pleaſe you, Gad zoors. 

Friend, Hah—Gad zoors—who's there, Timorous ? 
Im. Hum l know no ſuch Scoundrel—{Gets behind. 
Dull, Hah that's Friendly's Voice. | 
Friend, Right thine's that of Dallmann 
ybo's with you? 

Dull. Only Timorous, Whimſey and Whiff, all valiantly 
nning away from the Arch-Rebel that took us Priſoners. 

Haz, Can you inform us where the Ladies are lodg'd? 
Dull. In the hither Quarter, in Daring's Tent ;/you'll 
now them by Lanthorns on every corner there 
as never beiter time to ſurprize them for this day 
varmg's married, and there's nothing but Dancing and 
Drinking. 

Hax. Married! to whom? 

Dull. That I ne'er enquit d. 

Friend. Tis to Chriſante, Friend and the Re- 
ard of my Attempt is loſt, Oh, 1 am mad, VII fight 
"ay my Life, and my Deſpair ſhall yet do greater Won- 
ers, than even my Love could animate me to. Let's 
it our Men, and beſet his Tents on both ſides, 

Friendly goes our with a Party, 

Haz, Come, Gentlemen, let's on 8 


H 2 hip. 
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Whiff, On, sir. we on, Sir ? 

Haz, Ay, you on, Sir——to redeem the Ladies, 

whiff. Oh, Sir, I am going home for Money to redeey 
my Nancy. 

Whim, So am L Sir. 

Tim, I thank my Stars I am a Batchelor, — Why, wi 
a Plague is a Wife? 

Hax. Will you march forward? 

Dull. We have atchiey'd Honour enough already, 
having made our Campaign here — {| Looking by 

Haz, *Sdeath, but you ſhall go put them in 
front, and prick them on if they offer to turn bid 
run them thro, 


1 
Tim. Oh, borril—— [The Soldiers prick them on D 
| with their Sword. ul 

 Whiff, Oh Nancy, thy Dream will yet come to pi 
Hax. Will you advance, Sir? [Pricks Wit 5 | 
 Whiff. Why ſo we do, Sir; 3 the Devil's in theſe f 


ing Fellows. 1 
An Alarm at a n 
Within, To Arms, to Arms, the Enemy's upon u. 


A Noiſe of Fighting, after which enters Friendly nj 
his Party, re;reating and fighting from Daring a 
ſome Soldters, Ranter fighting like a Fury by hu 
he putting her back in vain ; they fight out. Ren 
Daring and Friendly all bloody, Several Soldiers ei 
with Flambeaux. 


Dar. Now, Sir——what Injury have I ever done 
that you ſnould uſe this Treachery againſt me? 

Friend. To take advantage any way in War, 
never counted Treachery——and had 1 murder'd tht, 
bad not paid thee half the Debt I owe thee, 

Dar. You bleed too much to hold too long a Pal 
come to my Tent, I'Il take a charitable care of thee. 

Friend, I ſcorn thy Courteſy, who againſt all the 
of Honour and of Juſtice, baſk raviſh's innocent Ladia 

Dar, Sir, your rang of my Honour ſhall = 
make me forfeit it, or eſteem you leſs——Is won a 1 
here you have a Paſſion for ? 5 
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Friend, Yes, on a nobler ſcore than you dareſt own. 
Dar. To let you ſee how you're lt, Sir, who- 
; that Lady be whom you affect, 1 will reſign, and 
e you both your Freedoms, Bet 
Friend, Why, for this Courteſy, which ſhows thee 
ne, in the next fight PII fave thy Life to quit the Obli- 
non. „ ; | 
Dar, I thank you, Sir come to my Tent,—— 
d when we've dreſs'd your Wounds, and yielded up the 
dies, IM give you my Paſs-port for your Safe - Conduct 
ck, and tell your Friends ith Town, we'll viſt: theo 
Morning. e 
Friend, They'll meet you on your way, Sir—— _ 
Dar, Come my young Soldier, now thou'lt won my 
ul ; 


n Alarm beats: Enter at another Paſſage Boozer with 
all the Ladies; they paſs over the Stage, while Hazard 
and Downright beat back a Party of Soldiers, Dull. 
Tim. Whim. and Whiff, pricd on by their Party to 
ght, lay about thim like Madmen. Bacon, Fearless 
and Daring come in, reſcue their Men, and fight out 
the other Party, ſome” falling dead. Bacon, Fearle(; 
and Daring return tired, with their Swords drawn. 
Enter Soldier running. | 


Sl. Return, Sir, where your Sword will be more uſe- 
Party of Indians, taking adyantage of the Night, 

ve ſet fire on your Tents, and borne away the Queen. 

Bac. Hah, the Queen! By Heaven this Victory ſhall 
them dear; come, let us fly to reſcue her. [Goes out. 


SCENE changes to Wellman's Tent. 


Enter Wellman, Bragg, Grubb, and Officers, 
Well, 1 cannot ſleep, my Impatience is ſo great to en- 
ze this baughty Enemy, before they have repoſed their 
ar Limbs—Is not yon ruddy Light the Morning's 

n? 

Brag, Tis, and pleaſe your Honour, g 
Well, Is there no News of Friendly yet, and Hazard ? 
H 4 „ 


, 


4 F 
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Brag. Not yet — tis thought they left the Cano 
night, with 1 deſign againſt the La IY 

Well. What Men have they? N 

Bragg. Only Boozer's Party, Sir. 

Well. 1 know they are brave, and mean to urgiy 
me with ſome handſome Action. | 

| Enter Friendly, _ 

Friend, I ask a thouſand Pardons, Sir, for qui 
the Camp without your leave. | | 

Well. Your Conduct and your Courage cannot en; 
fee thou'ſt been in Action by thy Blood. 

Friend, Sir, I'm aſhamed to own theſe ſlender Nou 
ſince without more my luck was to be taken, while 
_ did alone effect the Buſineſs, the reſcuing of the 

ies. 

Well. How got ye Liberty? 

Friend. By Daring's Generoſity, who ſends ye ni 
he']! viſit you this Morning. 

Well, We are prepared to meet him. 
Enter Down. Hazard, Ladies, Whim. Whiff, Dull 

Tim. looking big. Well. embraces Down. 

Well. My worthy Friend, how am I joyed to ſee ju 

Down. We owe our Liberties to theſe brave You 
who can do Wonders when they fight for Ladies. 

Tim. With our aſſiſtance, Ladies. 7 

Whim, For my part I'll not take it as I have df 
Gad I find, when I am damnable angry, I can beat h 
Friend and ou. " of 

Whiff. When 1 fight for my Nancy bere—ad:fiſhl 
a Dragon. F | 
Mrs. Whiff. Lord, you need not have been ſo hall, 

Friend, Do not upbraid me with your Eyes, Chriſant 1 
but let theſe Wounds aſſure you I endeavour d to f 
you, tho Hazard had the Honour ont. 
moll. But, Ladies, we'll not expoſe you in the 
———2 Party of our Men ſhall ſee you ſafely condutte_F., 

Madam Surelove's; tis but a little Mile from our Cam 

Friend. Let me have that honour, Sir. 

898 +3 «tl i 4 : s 
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Chri. No, I conjure you let your Wounds be dreſs'd ; 
d hey 2 if you love me, and Hazard ſhall conduct us 
pme. 


well. He had the Toil, tis fit he have the Recom- 
nce. 
TOW „ He the Toil, Sir! what, did we ſtand for Cy- 
gers? 7 ab.” 
him. The very appearance I made in the front of: 
e Battel, aw'd the Enemy. 
Tim, Ay, ay, let the Enemy ſay how I maul'd em 
tt Gads zoors, I ſcorn to brag. t 
Well, Since you've regain'd your Honour ſo gloriouſly, 
reſtore you to your Commands, you loſt by your ſeem- 
g Cowardice. . 
Dull, Valour is not always in humour, Sir. | 
Well, Come, Gentlemen, ſince they've reſoly'd to en- 
ge us, let's ſet our Men in order to receive em. ; 
| [Exeunt all but the four Juſtices. 

Tim, Our Commiſſions again—you muſt be bragging, 
d ſee what comes on't; I was modeſt ye ſee, and ſaid 
thing of my Proweſs. | — 
| Whiff. What a Devil does the Colonel think we are 
by ade of Iron, continually to be beat on the Anvil? 

Whim. Look, Gentlemen, here's two Evils—— if we 


we are dead Men; if we ſtay we are e ee 
** at will diſorder my Crevat· ſtring: therefore the leaſt 
is to go and ſet a good Face on the matter, as 
1 | [ Goes out ſinging. 


SCENE, A thick Wood. 


W I Queen dreſi d like an Indian Man, with a Bos in 
ber Hand, and Quiver at her Back ; Anaria her Con- 
dent dijguis'd ſa too; and alaut a dozen Indians led 
by Cayaro, 


uy Veen. I tremble yet, doſt think we're ſafe, Cavaro ? 
r. Madam, theſe Woods are intricate and vaſt, and 
be difficult to find us out—or if they do, this Habit 
* i ſecure you from the fear of deing taken. 
| : 1 2 Queen. 
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Queen. Doſt think if Bacon find us, he will not iy 
me? Alas, my Fears and Bluſhes will betray me. 

Ana. "Tis certain, Madam, if we ſtay we periſh ; 
all the Wood's ſurrounded by the Conqueror, 

Queen. Alas, tis better we -ſhould periſh here, (4 
ſtay to expect the Violence of his P on, to which 
Heart's too ſenſibly inclin'd, DR 

Ana. Why do you not obey its Dictates then? 
do you fly the Conqueror ? 5 

Queen, Not fliy——not fly the Murderer of my Ia 
Ana. What World, what Reſolution can preſerve qu 
and What he cannot gain by ſoft Admiſſion, Force uit 
laſt o'ercome. ' | 5 

Queen. I wiſh there were in Nature one excuſe, ei 
by Force or Reaſon to compel me: — For Oh A 
I adore this General ;—take from my Soul a Trut 
till now conceal'd——at twelve Years old——at the t 
womungian Court, I ſaw this Conqueror. I fay hi 
young and gay as new-born Spring, glorious and chan 
ing as the Mid-day's Sun; I watch'd his Looks, a 
liſtned when he ſpoke, and thought him more | 
mortal, | | 

Ana, He has a graceful Form. | 

Queen, At laſt a fatal Match concluded was bet 
my Lord and me; I gave my Hand, but oh how farm 
Heart was from conſenting, the angry Gods are Witnek 

Ana. Twas pity. | | 

Queen. Twelve tedious Moons 1 paſed in filent I 
eviſhmentz Honour endeayouring to deftroy my 10 
but all in vain : for ftill my Pain return'd whenever [| 
held my Conqueror; but now when 1 conſider hin 
Murderer of my Lord—{[Fiercely,] 1 ſigh and wiſh 
ſome other fatal Hand had given him his Death 
But now there's a neceſſity, I muſt be brave and on 
come my Heart: What if 1 do? ah, whither {hall 
fly ? 1 bave no Amazonian Fire about me, all my a! 
lery is Sighs and Tears, the Earth my Bed, and Het 
my Canopy. . [Weeps, [Noiſe of Fight 
Hah, we are ſurpriz d; Oh, whither ſhall 1 fly? As 
yet methinks a certain trembling Joy, ſpite of 1 0 


1 
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eck my boaſted Holiour, 'runs ſhivering round my 


art. 1 Senne 
| Enter an Indian. 
714. Madam, your Out- guards are ſurpriz d by Bacon, 
jo hews down on before 55 and Kaba — Queen 
h ſuch a Voice, and Eyes ſo fierce and angry, he kills 
with his Looks. | Tm: 
(4%, Draw up your poiſon'd Arrows to the head, and 
them at his Heart, fure ſome will hit. N35 3 
Queen, Cruel Cavaro,. wou d were fit for me 
contradit thy Juſtice. Vin Aide. 
Bac. within, The Queen, ye Slaves, give me the Queen, 
V 8 
enters furiouſly, beating back ſome Indians; Cavaro's 
Party going to ſhoot, the Queen runs in. 
geen. Hold, hold, I do command ye. | 
[Bacon flies on *em as they ſhoot and miſs him, 
fights like a Fury, and wounds the Quien 
in the Diſorder ; beats them all out. 
hold thy commanding Hand, and do not kill me, who 
ud not hurt thee to regain my Kingdom 8 
He ſnatches her in his Arms, ſhe reels, 
= Hah—a Woman's Voice, —what art thou? Oh 
Fears! 1 
Queen, Thy Hand has been too cruel to a Heart—— 
bole Crime was only tender Thoughts for thee. 
4G The Queen! What is't my ſactilegious Hand has 
ne | VILE” 3 
Queen, The nobleft Office of a gallant Friend, thou'ſt 
'd my Honour, and haſt given me Death. 
Bac, Ist poſſible ! ye uhregatding Gods, is't poſſible? 
Leen, Now I may love you without Infamy, and 
ae my dying Heart by gazing on you. 
Bac. Oh 1 am loft—for ever loſt—I find my Brain 
n with the wild confuſion, Nas 
Veen. 1 faint—oh lay me gently on the Earth, 


[Lays her down, 
Bat, Who waits [ Turns in Rage to his Men. 
Ike of the Trophies of the War a Pile, and ſet it all on 

1 | 0 


180 TheWiDdow RAN TER, Ge. 
fire, that I may leap into conſuming Flames lei 
my Tents are burning round about me. Di 
Oh thou dear Prize, for which alone I toil'd ! 
eps, and lies down i) h 
Enter Fearleſs with his Sword drawn, _ 
| Fear, Hab, on the Earth—how do you, Sit? 
Bac. What wou'dſt thou? | 
Fear. Wellman with all the Forces he can gather g 
_ us even in our very Camp; aſſiſt us, Sir, or all 
oſt. : | | 
Bac. Why, prithee let him make the. World his Pry 
I bave no buſineſs with the Trifle now; it contains u 
thing that's worth my care, ſince my fair Queen ij du 
—and by my hand. $ 
Queen. So charming and obliging is thy Moan, tha] 
cou'd wiſh for Life to recompenſe it; but oh, De 
talls—all cold upon my Heart, like Mildews on 
r eee 
Fear By Heaven, Sir, this Love will ruin all-tj 
riſe, and ſave us yet. | 
Bac. Leave me, what e'er becomes of mee 
not thy ſhare of Glory ——prithee leave me. 
Queer. Alas, I fear thy Fate is drawing on, and Il 
ſhortly meet thee in the Clouds; till then —fareyd- 
even Death is pleaſing io me, while thus I find it in ij 
Arms —— . SF” vn Di 
Bac. There ends my Race of Glory and of Life, 
[An Alarm at diſtance—continues 4 uli 
Bac. Hah —Why ſhould I idly whine away my Ii, 
ſince there are nobler ways to meet with Death? Up, 
and face him then Hark there's the Sold} 
Knell— and all the Joys of Life——with thee I bs 
farewel — [Goes owt, The Indians burf 
the Body of the Queen, 
The Alarm continues Enter Downright, Wellman, a 
others, Swords drawn. | 
Well. They fight like Men poſſeſt—1I did not thinks 
have found them fo prepar d. IF; 


th 


10 
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Dow. They've good Intelligence but where's the 
bon Sure's he's not in the Fight; Oh that it were my 
happy chance to meet him, that while our Men look on, 
we might diſpatch the buſineſs of the War—Come, let's 
fall in again, now we have taken breath. [ They go our. 

Enter Daring and Fearleſs haſtily, with their Swords 

drawn; meet Whim, Whiff, with their Swords 
drawn, running away. ä i 1 

Dar. How now, whither away? [In anger. 

whim. Hah, Daring here we are purſuing of 
the Enemy, Sir; ſtop us not in the purſuit of Glory, 

{ Offers to go. 

Dar. Stay !—— I have not ſeen you in my Ranks 
to day. | | 

Wh Lord, does your Honour take us for Starters? 

Fear. Yes, Sirrah, and believe you are now rubbing 
off — confeſs, or 1']] run you thro. 

Whiff. Oh mercy, Sir, mercy, well confeſs. 

Whim, What will you confeſs ? we were only going 
behind yon Hedge to untruſs a point; that's all, | 

Whiff, Ay, your Honours will ſmell out the truth, if 
you keep us here long. | 

Dar. Here, carry them Priſoners to my Tent, 

| [Ex. Soldiers with Whim, and Whiff, 
Enter Ranter without a Hat, and Sword drawn. 
Daring angrily goes the other way. 

Ran, A Pox of all ill luck, how came I to loſe Daring 
in the fight? Ha—who's here? Dallman and Timorous 
dead—the Rogues are Counterfeits.—1'l] ſee what Moye- 
ables they have about them, all's lawful Prize in War. 

| [Takes their Money, Watches and Rings; goes out. 
Tim. What rob the dead ?—why, what will this villan- 
ous World come to? [Claſhing of Swords, - juſt as 
they were going to riſe. 
Enter Hazard bringing in Ranter. _ 
| Haz, Thou cou'dfſt expect no other Fate, young Man; 
thy Hands are yet too tender for a Sword, 
Ran. Thou look'ſt like a good-natur'd Fellow, uſe me 
avilly, and Daring ſhall ranſom me. 
: f * 
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Hax. Doubt not a generous Treatment. [Goes oy, 
Dull, So, the Coaſt is clear, 1 deſire to moye m 
Quarters to ſome place of more faftety —— "+ 
D $60" 1904 OO ©® © [They riſe and yoo 
Enter Wellman and Soldiers haſtily. 
Mell. Twas this way Bacon fled. 
Five hundred Pound for him who finds the Rebel. [Go oy, 


SCENE changes to 4 Mood. 


Enter Bacon and Fearleſs, wes their Swords drawn, al 
. bloody. 
Bac. Tis juſt, ye Gods! that when ye took the Priz 
for which I fought, Fortune and you ſhould all abandon 
me. | 
Fear. Oh fly, Sir, to ſome place of ſafe retreat, for 
there's no mercy to be hop'd if taken, What will you 
do? I know we are purſu'd, by Heaven I will not die 
ſhameful Death * 
Bac. Ob, they'll have pity on thy Youth and Bravery, 
but I'm above their Pardon. [A noiſe is heart, 
Within. This way—this way—hay ha loo. 
Fear, Alas, Sir, we're undone— I'll ſee which wi 
they take, (Ext, 
Bac. So near! Nay, then to my laſt ſhift. 
| [Undoes the Pomel of his Sworl, 
Come, my good Poiſon, like that of Hannibal; long | 
have born a noble Remedy for all the Ills of Life, 
A dd wer [Takes Poiſon. 
I have too long ſurviy'd my Queen and Glory, thoſe to 
bright Stars that influenc'd my Life are ſet to all Eternity, 
| e Lies down 
Enter Fearleſs, runs to Bacon, and looks on his Sword. 
Har. —Hah—what have ye done? 
Bac. Secur'd my ſelf from * a publick Spectacle up 
on the common Theatre of Death, 
Euter Daring and Soldiers. 
Dar. Victory, Victory! they fly, they fly, where stbe 
victorious General? | 
Fear. Here, taking his laſt Adieu. _ 
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Dar, Dying! Then wither all the Laurels on my 
Brows, for 1 ſhall never triumph more in War; where, 
are the Wounds ?. | "4 . 

Frar, From his own Hand, by what he carried here, 
believing we had loſt the Victory. i f 

Bac. And is the Enemy put to flight, my Hero? 

5 [G74 his Neck, 
Dar. All routed Horſe and Foot; I plac'd an Ambuſh, 
and while they were purſuing you, my Men fell on be- 
hind, and won the day. | 


ut, 


ak Bac. Thou almoſt makeſt me wiſh to live again, if I 
cowd live now fair Semernia's dead But oh —-the 

122 baneful Drug is juſt and kind, and haſtens me away 

on Now while you are Victors, make a Peace with the 


Engliſh Council, and never let Ambition, Love, or In- 
tereſt, make you forget, as I have done, your Duty 
and Allegiance Farewel a long Farewell 
| : Dies embracing their Necks. 

Dar. So fell the Roman Caſſms, by miſt axe 

Enter Soldiers with Dunce, Tim. and Dullman. 

Sol, An't pleaſe your Honour, we took theſe Men 
running aways | YE 

Dar. Let *em looſe the Wars are at an end, ſee 
where the General lies that great · ſoul'd Man, no pri- 
vate Body e er contain'd a nobler; and he that cou d have 
conquered all America, finds only here his ſcanty length 
of Earth, Go, bear the Body to his own Pavilion 

IJsoldiers go out with the Body. 

tho we are Conquerors we ſubmit to treat, and yield upon 
Condition; You, Mr. Dance, ſhall bear our Articles to 
J. the Council. 
1. Dan. With Joy J will obey you. 


f Im. Good General, let us be put in the Agreement, 
Dar, You ſhall be obliged —_—_ m 
Ip [Ex. Dar, Dunc. Dull. and Tim. as 


Fear. goes out a Soldier meets him. 
Sol. What does your Honour intend to do with 
be im and Whif, who are condemn d by a Council of 


Wat? 


— That you ſhall have a general Pardon for your ſelf and 


SCEN E, a.Grove near Madam Surelove': 
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Enter Daring, Dullman, Tim. Fearleſs, and Officer; 
Dar. You come too late, Gentlemen, to be put ino 
the Articles; nor am 1 ſatisfy d you're worthy of it. 
2 Dell Why, did not you, Sir, ſee us lie dead in it 
ield * | 
Dar, Les, but I ſee no Wound about you, 
Tim. We were ſtun'd with being knock'd down; 64 
zoors, a Man may be kill'd with the but-end. of a Myr 
quet, as ſoon as with the point of a Sword. 
Enter Dunce. 
Dun. The Council, Sir, wiſhes you Health and Hip 
pineſs, and ſends you theſe ſign'd by their Hands. 
[ Gives Paper, 


Dar. reads. 


Friends.; that you ſhall have all new Commiſſi;ns, au 
Daring to command as General; that you hall have jm 
leave to inter your dead General in James Town, Ani 
to ratify this, we will meet you as Madam Sureloye' 
Houſe, which ſtands between the Armies, attended anh 

by our Officers. 
The Council's noble, and I'll wait upon them. 
[Ex1t Dunce, 


Enter Surelove weeping, Well. Chriſante, Mrs. Flr, 
Ranter as before, Down. Haz. Friend, Booz. Brag, 
Well, How long, Madam, have you heard the News 
of Col. Surelove's Death? * 
Sure. By a Veſſel laſt Nigbt arriv'd, 
Well, You ſhou'd not grieve when Men fo old pay thei 
debt to Nature; you are too fair, not to have been it 
ſerved for ſome young Lover's Arms, 5 
Haz. I dare not ſpeak, - but give me leave to hope. 
Sure. The way to oblige me to't, is never to ſpeał WW Br, 
me of Love till 1 ſhall think it fit —— | : 
| [Wellman Peak, to Down. Par 
Well, Come, you ſhan't grant it— tis a hopeful You. I Ste 
N | DEF TTY ** Deu. : 
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Dorp. Lou are too much my Friend to be denied 
chriſante, do you love Friendly ? nay, do not bluſh— 
ill you have done a fault, your loving bim is none 
Here, take her young Man, and with her all my Fortune 
when I am dead, Sirrah—not a Groat before— unleſs 
to buy ye Baby- Clouts. 5 ; | 

Friend, He merits not this Treaſure, Sir, can wiſh for 
more. | 

Enter Daring, Fearleſs, Dunce and Officers, they meet 

Well. and Down. who embrace em. Dull. and 
Tim. ſtand. | 

Dar. Can you forgive us, Sir, our Diſobedience ? 

fell. Your offering Peace while yet you might com- 
mand it, has made ſuch kind impreſſions on us, that now 
you may command your Propofitions ; your Pardons are 
all feal'd and new Commiſſions. 

Dar, I'm not ambitious of that Honour, Sir, but in 
Wobedience will accept your Goodneſs ; but, Sir, I hear I 
haye a young Friend taken Priſoner by Captain Hazard, 
whom I intreat you will render me. 2 

Hax. Sir—here I reſign him to you. [Gives him Rant. 

Ran. Faith General, you left me but ſcurvily in Battle. 

Dar. That was to ſee how well you cou d ſhift for your 
ſelf; now I find you can bear the brunt of a Campaign, 
Jou are a fit Wife for a Soldier. 

All, A Woman * . — 

Hax. Faith Madam, I ſhould have given you kinder 
Quarter, if I had known my happineſs. 

Flirt, T have an humble Petition to you, Sir. 

Sure, Inwhich we all join. xp 

Flirt, An't pleaſe you, Sir, Mr. Dunce has long made 
Love to me, and on promiſe of Marriage has— ( Simpers. 
Dow. What has he, Miſtreſs ? What has he Mrs. Flirt? 
Flirt. Only been a little familiar with my Perſon, Sir— 
Well, Do you hear Parſon—you muſt marry Mrs. Hirt. 
Dun. How, Sir, a Man of my Coat, Sir, marry 2 
handy · monger ? 

„ Well, Of your Calling you mean, a Farrier and no 
— —— [Afide to him. 


dhe ll leaye her Trade, and ſpark it aboye all the Ladies ac 
g Church: 
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Church: No more——take her, and make her hong 
| Enter Whim and Whiff ftrip t. 
Chriſ. Bleſs me, What bave we here * 90 * 
 Whim. Why, 70 like your Honour,” we were (ak 
by the Enemy hah, Daring here, and Fearle/; ? 

Fear, How now, Gentlemen, were not you two 0 
demn'd to be ſhot for running from your Colours? 

Dow. From your Colours! 

Fear. Yes, Sir, they were both liſted in my Regimen, 
> Dow, Then we muſt hang them for deſerting us, 

Whim. So, out of the Frying Pan—you know where 
TONY 

in % Ay „ he that's born to be hang'd—you knoy 
the reſt; a Pox of theſe Proverbs. | 

Well. I know ye well——you' ce all, rank Coward; 
but once more we forgive ye; your Places in the Cound 
ſhall be ſupplied by theſe Gentlemen of Senſe and Honou, 
The Governor when he comes, ſhall find the Long 
better hands than he expects to find it. 

Whim, A very fair Diſcharge. _ | 

Whiff, I'm glad *tis no worſe, In home to wy 1 
lu Have we. , expoy'd our Lives and Fortungs {ot 
this? 

Tim, Gad 200rs, 1 never thriv'd ſince 1 was a Statth 
man, left Planting, and fell to promiſing and lying; Il 
to my old Trade again, bask under the ſhade of my on 
Tobacco, and drink my Punch in Peace. 


= 
— a © 


Well. Come, my brave Youths, ler all our Forces mitt 

To make this Country happy, rich and great ; 

4) [capped Europe. ſee that we enjoy 
2. and larger e than they. 


£6 WW Wo BEE . 
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EPILOGUE 


Allants, you have ſo long been abſent hence, 
That you have almoſt cool d your Diligence: 

or while we ſtudy or revive a Play, 

0 like good Husbands in the Country ſlay, 


here ſrugally wear out your Summer-Suit, | 
4 in Frize Jerkin after Beagles toot, | 
1" Er i» Mountero Caps nt Fel-fares ſhoot : 


ay,. ſome are ſo obdurate in their Sin, 

That they ſwear ne ver to come up again; 

But all their charge of Clothes and Treat retrench, 

% Gloves and Stockings for ſome Country-Wench. _ 

ven they who in the Summer had Miſhaps, 

ſend up to Town for Phyſick for their Claps. 

he Ladies too, are as reſolv'd as they, 

ind having Debts unknown to them they ſiay, 

Ind-with the gain of Cheeſe and Poultry pay. 

Even in their Viſits, they from Banquets fall, 

Ie entertain with Nuts and Bottle-Ale , 

Ind in Diſcourſe with ſecrecy report 

tale News that paſt a Twelve-month ſince at Court. 

Whoſe of them who are moſt refin'd and gay, 

Now learn the Songs of the laſt Summer's Play: 
bile the young Daughter does in private mourn 

Her Love's in Town, and hopes not to return. 

Theſe Country-Grievances too great appear ; 

Pur, cruel Ladies, we have greater here: 

You come not ſharp, as you were wont, to Plays; 

"ur only on the firſt and ſecond Days: 


1 
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This made our Poet in his Viſits look 
What new ſirange Courſes for your Time you tool: 
And to his great regret he found too ſoon, 

- Baſſet and Ombre ſpent. the Afternoon: 
So that we cannot hope to ſee you here 
Before the little Net-work Purſe be clear, 

"Suppoſe you ſhould have luck => 

Tet furting wp fo late as I am told, | 
You'll loſe in Beauty what you win in Gold; 
And what each Lady of another ſays, | 
Will make you new Lampoons, and us new Plays, 
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PRO LOG UR 


Spoken by Mr. Jevern. 


8 EE Ong, and at vaſt Expence, th induftri ious Stage 
2 i; Has ſtrove to pleaſe a dull ungrateful Age: 
ih Heroes and with Gods we firſt began, 
2 And thunder'd to you in heroick Strain: 

me dying Love-fick Queen each Night you injoy'd, 

Ind with Magnificence at laſt were cloy'd : _- 

pur Drums and Trumpets frighted all the Nomen; 

ar Fighting ſcar'd the Beaux and Billet-Doux Men. 


11 


190 PROLOGUE. 

So Spark in an Intrigue of Quality, 

Grows weary of his ſplendid Drudgery ; 

Hates the Fatigue, and tries, 'a Pox upon her, 

What a damm d Buſils*'s here with Love and Honon/ 
In humbler Comedy, we next appear, - 


j 


i 


No Fop or Cuckold, but ſlap-daſh we had his 85 


We ſhow?d you all, but you malicious grown, 
Friends Vices to expoſe, and hide your own 1 
Cry, damn it This is ſuch, or ſuch a one, 
Tet nettled, Plague what does the Scribler mean? 
With his damn'd Chardfters, and Plot. obſcene. 
No Weman without Vizard in the Nation 

Can ſee it twice, and keep her Reputation 
That's certain, FOrget 11109 mmmmnnms 

That he himſelf, in every groſs Lampoon, 

Her leuder Secrets ſpread about the Town ; 
Whilſt their feign'd Naceneſs is but cautious Fear, 
Their own Intrigues ſhould be unravel'd here, 

Our next Recourſe was dwindling down to Fart, 
Then—Zounds, what Stuffs here ? iis all ver my 
Well, Gentlemen, ſince none of theſe has ſped, 
Gad, we have bought a Share i'th' ſteaking Head, 
So there you'll ſave a Sice, 

You love good Husbandry in all but Vice 
Whoring and Drinking only bears a Price. 


The Head riſes apon a twiſted Poſt, on a Bench fr 


under the Stage. After Jevern ſpeaks to its Mow 


Oh -OH Ob- 
Stentor, 05/05 /— 057 


After this it ſings Sauny, laughs, crys God blels tit 
| King in order, 


Stentor anſwers. 
Speak louder Jevern, if you'd have me repeat ; 
Plague of this Rogue, he will betray the Cheat. 


He ſpeaks louder, it anſwers indiredtly 


n 
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Hun There tis gn. 
ux of your Eccho with « Northern Sn. 
This will be but a nine days Wonder too; 
There's nothing laſting but the Puppets Show. 

hat Lady's Heart's ſo hard, hut it would move, 
T1 hear Philander and Irene Love? 
Thoſe Siſters too, the ſcandalous Wits do ſay, 
Io nameleſs keeping Beaux have made ſo gay; 
But thoſe Amours are perfect Sympathy, 
Their Gallants being as mere Machines as they. 
0% / how the City Wife, with her nown Ninny, 

; charm'd with come into my Coach. Miſs Jenny, 
„ 
But overturning Frible crys Adzigs, 
The jogling Rogue has murder d all his Kids. 
The Men of War cry, Pox on't, this is dull, 
are for rough Sports, — Dog Hector, and the Bull. 
Thus each in his degree, Diverſion finds, 
Your Sports are ſuited to your mighty Minds; 

hilſt ſo much Judgment in your Choice you ſhow, 
The Puppets have more Senſe than ſome of you. 


Dtramatis Perſona. 


ME N. 8 
Doctor Baliardo, | | Mr. Underhill, 
Scaramouch, his Man, | Mr. Tes. 
Pedro, his Boy. i NY Tag's * 
Don Cinthio, Don Charmante, both r 
Nephews to the Vice-Roy,. and 1 2 Mr; Pow, 
Lovers of Elaria and Bellemante, hs uford, 
Harlequin, Cinthio's Man, | Mr. Jevern. 
Officer and Clerk. 8 


WOMEN. 


Elaria, Daughter to the Doctor, Mrs. Cooke, 
Bellemante, Niece to the Doctor, Mrs. Mumford, 
 Mopſophil, Governant to the N 8 
Ladies, FA Mrg. Gor 


The Perſons in the Moon, are Don Cinthio, Emprri 
Don Charmante, Prince of Thunderland. 

Their Attendants, Perſons that repreſent the Court Cari 

Keplair and Galileus, two Philoſophers, 


Twelve Perſons, repreſenting the Figures of the tui | 
Signs of the Zodiack, p 

Negroes, and Per ſons that dance. 4 
Muſick, Kettle-Drums, and Trumpets. 
1 

: Wt Fla, 
The SCENE, NAPLES * 

Mop 
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ACTI SCENE I 
A Chamber. 


Enter Elaria and Mopſophil, 
2 15 1. 
UP Curſe upon that faithleſs Maid, 
= Who firſt her Sex's Liberty betray'd; 
Born free as Man to love and range, 
ill nobler Nature did to Cuſtom change, 

RSA Cuſtom, that dull excuſe for Fools, 
Who think all Virtue to conſiſt in Rules, 

/ So ITT Het 
From Love our Fetters never ſprung ; 
That ſmiling God, all wanton, gay and young, 
Shows by his Wings he cannot be 
Confined to a reſileſs Slavery; 
But here and there at random roves, 
Not fix d to glittering Courts, or ſhady Groves, 

| een PO We 

Then (he that Conſtancy proſeſs' d, 
Was but a well Diſſembler at the beſt; 
And that imaginary Sway ” 
She feign'd to give, in ſeeming to obey, 
Was but the height of prudent Art, 
To deal with greater liberty her Heart. 

[After the Song Elaria gives her Lute to Mopſophil. 


— 


Carli 


Ela, This does not divert me; 

or nothing will, till Scaramouch return, 

d bring me News of Cinthio, | 

Mop, Truly I was fo fleepy laſt Night, I know no- 
ig of the Adventure, for which you are kept ſo cloſe 


Priſoner to day, and more ſtrictly guarded than uſual. 
Vo I. IV. 1 1 TE Ela. 
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Ela. Cinthio came with Muſick laſt Night under 
Window, which my Father hearing, ſallied out with l. 
Air midans upon him; and ing of Swords I 
but what hurt was done, or whether Cinrhio were di. 
covered to him, I know not ; but the Billet 1 ſent bin 
now by Scaramouch, will occaſion me ſoon Intelligence 

Mop. And ſee, Madam, where your truſty Roger comes 
Enter Scaramouch, peeping on all ſides before he ent, 
You may advance, and fear none but your Friends, 

Scar, Away and keep the door. 2993 

Ela. Oh dear Scaramouch ! haſt thou been at the Vice 
Roy's ? | | 

lar And bat thou delivered Rn 

Ela. An t elive Letter to 
Don Cinthio ? 80 * 

Scar. Yes, yes, what ſhould 1 deliver elſe? 

Ela. Well. and how does he ? > OR 

[Fanning himſelf with his Ch, 

Scar, Lord, how ſhould he 40 7 9 what a 1 . 
rious thing it is to be a Pimp 8 : 

Ela, Why, well he ſhou d do. Sil N 

Scar. So he is, as well as a Night- adventuring Loyet 
can be, he has got but one Wound, Madam. 

Ela. How ! wounded ſay you? Oh Heavens! tis no 
mortal. | 

Scar. Why, I have no great skill; but they ay it 
may be dangerous. | | 

Ela. 1 die with Fear, where is he wounded? _ 

Scar. Why, Madam, he. is. run—— quite thro. the 
Heart, but the Man may live, if I pleaſe. 

Ela. Thou pleaſe! torment me not with Riddles. 

Scar. Why, Madam, there is a certain cordial Balſam, 
call'd a fair Lady; which outwardly applied to his Boſom, 
will prove a better cure than all your Weapon or ſywp# 
thetick Pouder, meaning your Lady ſhip. 

Ela. Is Cinthio then not wounded ? 

Scar. No otherways than by your fair Eyes, Macan 
he got away unſeen and unknown. i 

Ela. Doſt know how precious time is, and doſt tb 
fool it away thus? What ſaid he to my Letter? 


OS we 


Seal 
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Scar. What ſhould he ſay? | 

Fla, Why a hundred. dear ſoft things of Love, kiſs it 
1; often, and bleſs me for my Goodneſs. - „ «Hy 

Scar. Why ſo he did. | a 

Ela. Ask thee a thouſand Queſtions of my Health after 
my laſt night's fright. ; 

Scar. So he did. : | 411 | 

Ela, Expreſſing all the kind concern Love cou'd in- 
ſpire, for the Puniſhment my Father has inflicted on me, 
for entertaining him at my Window laſt nige. 

Scar. All this he did. © 

Ela, And for my being confin'd a Prifoner to my Apart- 
ment, without the hope or almoſt poſſibility of ſeeing 
him any more. | 

Scar. There I think you area little miſtaken 3 for be- 
ſides the Plot that I have laid to bring you together all 
this Night, there are ſuch Stratagems a brewing, not 
only to bring you together, but with your Father's conſent 
o; ſuch a Plot, Madam —— _ g 
n Ay, that would be worthy of thy Brain; prithee 

— | 

Scar, Such a Device. 

Ela. I'm impatient, | 

Scar. Such a Conundrum, Well, if there be wiſe 
Men and Conjurers in the World, they are intriguing 
Lovers, 2 

Ela. Out with it. 

Scar. You muſt know, Madam, your Father (my 
Maſter, the Doctor) is a little whimſical, romantick, or 
Don-Quick-ſottiſh, or ſo. | 

Ela, Or rather mad, 

Scar, That were uncivi} to be ſuppoſed by me ; but 
lunatic we may call him, without breaking the Decorum 
4 good Manners 3 for he is always travelling to the 

oon. a 

Ela, And ſo religiouſly believes there is a World there, 
that he diſcourſes as gravely of the People, their Govern- 
ment, Inſtitutions, Laws, Manners, Religion, and Con- 
ſttution, as if he had been bred a Machiavel there. 

Scar, How came he thus infected firſt ? 

1 Ela. 
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Ela, With reading fooliſh Books, Lucian's Dialog 
of the Tafty Traveller, who flew up to the Moon, 2. 
| thence to Heaven; an heroick Buſineſs, call'd, The An 
in the Moon, if you'll believe a Spaniard, who was cn. 
ried thither, upon an Engine drawn by wild Geeſe; wih 
another philoſophica] Piece, A Diſcourſe of the World i 
the Moon; with a thouſand other ridiculous Volume 
too hard to name. | 

Scar. Ay, this reading of Books is a pernicious thing, 
I was like to have tun mad once, reading Sir John Man 
devil ; but to the bulineſs, I went, as you knoy 
to Don Cinthio's Lodgings, where I found him with hi 
dear Friend Charmante, laying their Heads together fot 1 
Farce. *! 

Ela. Farce! + | ug 3p 

Scar, Ay, a Farce, which ſhail be call'd,—The World 
in the Moon: Wherein your Father ſhall be ſo impos d on, 
as ſhall bring-matters moſt magnificently about, 

Ela. J cannot conceive thee, but the Deſign mult be 
good, ſince Cinthio and Charmante own it. 

Scar. In order to this, Charmante is dreſſing himſelf 
like one of the Caballiſts of the Roſycruſian Order, and 
is coming to prepare my credulous Maſter for the greater 
Impoſition. I have his Trinkets here to play upon him, 
which ſhall be ready. | | 

Fla. But the Farce, where is it to be ated ? 

Scar, Here, here, in this very Houſe 3 I am to order 
the Decorations, adorn a Stage, and place Scenes proper, 
Ela. How can this be done without my Father's Know: 

ledge? | B, 
bk You know the old Apartment next the great Or- 
chard, and the Worm-eaten Gallery that opens to the 
River; which place for ſeveral Years no body has fte. 
quented; there all things ſhall be acted proper for out 
purpoſe, | | 


Enter Mopſophil running. 


- Mop. Run, run Sraramouch, my Maſter's conjuring for 
you like mad below, he calls up all his little Devils with 
horrid Names, his Microſcope, his Horoſcope, his Tell 


e, an 24 2 Sgopes. 
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nd Scar. Here, here. had almoſt forgot the Letters; 

* bere's one for you, and one for Mrs, Bellemante. 

It n 8 Runs out, 

h Enter Bellemante with a Book. 

* Bell. Here, take my Prayer- Book, Oh Ma tres chere. 

en | a [Embraces her. 
Ela, Thy Eyes are always laughing, Bellemanre. 

7 Bell. And ſo would yours, had they been ſo well em- 

Ne yoy'd as mine, this Morning. I have been at the Chappel, 

* and ſeen ſo many Beaus, ſtfch a number of Plumeys, I 


tu cou'd not tell which I ſhould look on moſt ; ſometimes - 
i Heart was charm'd with the gay Blonding, then with 
the melancholy Noire, anon the amiable, Brunet; ſome- 
times the baſhful, then again the bold; the little now, 
mon the lovely tall: In fine, my Dear, I was emba- 
aſd on all ſides, I did nothing but deal my Heart rour 
autour. 5 | 

Ela, Oh, there was then no danger, Couſin. 

hell. No, but abundance of pleaſure. 
| Ela, Why, this is better than ſighing for Charmante. 
Bell. That's when he's preſent only, and makes his 
Court to me; I can figh to a Lover, but will never figh 
after him: but Oh the Beaus, the Beaus, Couſin, 
bat 1 ſaw at Church. | | 

Ela, Oh you had great Deyotion to Heaven then! 
Bell, And ſo I had; for I did nothing but admire its 
Handy. work, but 1 cou'd not have pray'd heartily, if 1 
bad been dying; but a duce on't, who ſhou'd come in 
nd ſpoil all but my Lover Charmante, ſo drefs*d, fo 
pallant, that he drew together all the ſcatter'd fragments 
df my Heart, confin'd my wandering Thoughts, and fixt 
em all on him; Oh how he look'd, how he was 


rels'd, 


SINGS. 


Chevalier a Cheveux blonds, 
Plus de Mouche, plus de Poudre, 
Plus de Ribons et Cannons, 
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—Oh what a dear raviſning thing is the beginning 9 
an Amour! 2 ? | 

Ela. Thou'rt ſtill in Tune, when wilt thou be tans 
Bellemante ? 1 | 

Bell. When Iam weary of loving, Elaria. 

Ela. To keep up your Humour, here's a Letter fron 
your Charmante. | 


Bellemante reads. 


A Alicions Creature, when wilt thou ceaſe t0 tormm 

me, and either appear leſs charming, or min 

kind? I languiſh when from you, and am wound 
when I ſee you, and yet I am eternally courting my Pa 
Cinthio and 1, are contriving how we ſhall ſee yu | 
Night. Let us not toil in vain; we ask but your en 
ſent; the Pleaſure will be all ours, tis therefore fit t 
 ſoffer all the Fatigue. Grant this, and lave me, if yi 


Witl ſave the Life of et 
| Your Charm 


ive then Charmante] Live as long as Loved 
Jaſt! | 

Ela. Well, Couſin, Scaramouch tells me of a tue 
ſign's a hatching, to relieve us from this Captivity ; he 
are we mew'd up to be eſpous'd to two Moon - cal f 
ought I know; for the Devil of any human thing 
ſuffer'd to come near ns, without our Goyernante a 
Keeper, Mr. Scaramouch. | 

Bell. Who, if he had no more Honefty and Cat 
ſcience than my Uncle, wou'd let us pine for want ( 
Lovers; but thanks be prais'd, the Generofity of d 
Cavaliers has open'd their obdurate Hearts with a Gold 
Key, that lets em in at all Opportunities. Come, com 
let's in, and anſwer their Billet · Doux. [Exel 


SCEN 
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SCENE II. A Garden. 


Enter Doctor, with all manner of Mathematical In- 
ſtruments hanging at his Girdle; Scaramouch bear- 
ing a Teleſcope twenty (or more) Foot long. 

Dott. Set down the Teleſcope. Let me ſee, what 

Hour is it? | 

Scar. About ſix a Clock, Sir. | | 

Doct. Then *tis about the Hour that the great Monarch 
of the Upper World enters into his Cloſet ; Mount, mount 
the Teleſcope, E | 

Star, What to do, Sir ? 11 

Dock. J underſtand, at certain moments critical, one 
may be ſnatch'd of ſuch a mighty conſequence, to let the 
$i2ht into the ſecret Cloſet. 

Scar, How, Sir, peep into the King's Cloſet ! under 
layour Sir, that will be ſomething uncivil. 

Dock. Uncivil! it were flat Treaſon if it ſhould be 
known ; but thus unſeen, and as wiſe Politicians ſhou'd, 
| take Survey of all: This is the Stateſman's Peeping-hbole, 
thorow which he ſteals the Secrets of his King, and 
ſeems to wink at diſtance, 

Scar, The very Key-hole, Sir, which, with halt 
an Eye, he ſees him even at his Devotion, Sir. 

[4 knocking at the Garden-Gate. 

Doct. Take care none enter, [Scar. goes to the Door. 

Scar, Oh, Sir, Sir, here's ſome ſtrange great Man come 
o wait on you. 

Dock. Great Man! from whence ? 

Scar. Nay, from the Moon-World, for ought I know, 
for he looks not like the People of the lower Orb. 

Dock. Ha! and that may be; wait on him in. 

| [Exit Scar. 

Enter Scaramouch bare, bowing beſore Charmante, 
dreſsd in a ſtrange fantaftical Habit, with Harle- 
quin; ſalutes the Doctor. 

Char, Doctor Baliardo, moſt learned Sir, all Hail! 

Hal from the great Caballa of Eutopia. 


I4 Doct. 


— 


ame 
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friendly and intelligent Dæmons. 
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Doct. Moſt reyerend Bard, thrice welcome, 
[Salutes him ln 
Char. The Fame of your great Learning, Sir, and vy 
tue is known with Joy to the renown'd Society. 
Doct. Fame, Sir, has done me too much Honour, 
bear my Name to the renown'd Caballa, N 9 
Char. You muſt not attribute it all to Fame, Sir, the 
are too learned and wife to- take up things from Fan 
Sir; our Intelligence is by ways more ſecret and ſubline 
the Stars, and little Dæmons of the Air inform u 
things, paſt, preſent, and to come. 
Doct. I muſt confeſs the Count of Gbalis renders 1 
Plain, from Writ divine and humane, there are {yd 


Char. I hope you do not doubt that Doctrine, $ 
which holds that the Four Elements are peopled with Oy 
ſons of a Form and Species more divine than yulgar Ma 
tals——thoſe of the fiery Regions we call the Salane 
ders, they beget Kings and Heroes, with Spirits like thi 
Deietical Sires ; the lovely Inhabitants of the Water, 
call Nymphs z thoſe of the Earth are Gnomes or Fiiris 
thoſe of the Air are Sylphs. Theſe, Sir, when in Ca 
junction with Mortals, beget immortal Races; ſuch 1 
the firſt-born Man, which had continu'd fo, had the 
Man ne*er doated on a Woman. ts: 

Doct. 1 am of that opinion, Sir; Man was not mi 
for Woman. 

Char, Moſt certain, Sir, Man was to have beenin 
mortaliz'd by the Love and Converſation of theſe cham 
ing Sylphs and Nymphs, and Women by the Gnom 
and Salamanders, and to have ſtock'd the World wi 
Demi-Gods, ſuch as at this Day inhabit the Empire of u 
Moon. 8 Ne 

Doc. Moſt admirable Philoſophy and Reaſon !——i 
do theſe Sylphs and Nymphs appear in Shapes? 

Char, The moſt beautiful of all the Sons and Day 
ters of the Univerſe : Fancy, Imagination is not hal 
charming: And then ſo ſoft, ſo kind! but none but! 
Caballa and their Families are bleſt with their di 
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44drefſes. Were you but once admitted to chat 95 


1 
Dock. Ay, Sir, what Virtues or what Merits can accom- 
vliſh me for that great Honour? 
Char, An abſolute abſtinence from el thought, 
yout and pure of Spirit; free from Sin. 
Doct. I dare, not boaſt my Trang! Win on chere no 
yay to try my Purity 2 . F 
Char, Are you very ſecret ? "4 + fn 2" =P RY 4 
Dick. 'Tis my firſt Principle, Sir. 7 
Char. And one, the moſt material in our bel. 
«der, —Pleaſe you to make a Tryal! aun {th ; 
Dock. As how, Sir, I beſeech you: 
Char. If you be thorowly purg'd from Vice, the hs 
des of your Sight will be ſo illuminated, that glancing 
vo this Teleſcope, you may. behold one of theſe lovely 
features, that people the vaſt Region of the, Air, IT” 
Dock. Sir, you oblige Por Xu uf 
Char, Kneel then, and try, your firength of vue, 
Keep your Eye tx'd and open. 5 
[He looks in the Teleſcope. | 
[While he is looking, Charmante goes to the Door 
to Scaramouch, who waited on purpoſe with- 
out, and rakes a Glaſs with a Picture of 4 
Nymph on it, and a Light behind it; that as 
he brings it, it (hews to the ane Goes 
to the end of the Teleſcope... 1 270 
Can you diſcern, Sir? Y 
Doct. Methinks I. ſeera kind-of ng: Cloud drawn 
and now, *tis gone Nin. | 
Char, Saw you no- Fuger ? 
Dock. None. a 
Char, Then make a ſhort Prayer to Alikin, the Spirit 
the Eaſt; Take off all earthly Thoughts, and look 
un, [ He prays. Charmante puts the _y 
into the Mouth of the Teleſtopes' 
Dock. —— Aftoniſh'd, raviſh'd with Delight, 1 moo a 
ty young and Angel. like, leaning upon a Cloud. 
Char, Seems ſhe on a Bed ? then ſhe's repoſing, and 
u muſt not gaze. 


1 Doc r. 
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- Daft. Now a Cloud veils her from me. | 
Char. She ſaw you peeping then, and drew the Cir ) 
tain of the Air between, © # 
Doct. I am all Rapture, Sir, at this rare Viſion- M 
poſſible, Sir, that I may ever hope the Converſation d and 
Ao divine a Beauty? bY 1 P | 
Char. Moſt poſſible, Sir; they will court you, thei 
* whole delight — . pr Mo 
by a Salamander, that viſited his Mother in the form a 
a Serpent, becauſe he would not make King Philiy jo Wil © 
lous 3 and that famous Philoſopher Merlin was begotten 7 
on a Veſtal Nun, a certain King's Daughter, by a mol 
beautiful young Salamander; as indeed all the Hetotz 
and Men of mighty Minds are. | 1 
Doct. Moſt excellent ! e 
Cbar. The Nymph Egeria, inamour'd on Numa pin. 
pilius, came to him inviſible to all Eyes elſe, and gan 5 
him all his Wiſdom and Philoſophy. Zoroaſter, Tri: 
moegiſius, Apuleius, Aquinias, Albertus Magnus, Socrali 
and Virgil had their Zilphid, which the Fooliſh call d thei 
Dæmon or Devil. But you are wiſe, Sir. 
Doc. But do you imagine Sir, they will fall in lon 
with an old Mortal? | | 
Char, They love not like the Vulgar, "tis the in-. 
mortal Part they doat upon. 48 : 4 
Dock. But Sir, 1 have a Niece and Daughter wich 8” 
love * were it not poſſible they might be imm 
taliz d? TT | 
Char. No doubt on't, Sir, if they be pure and chaſlt ! 
Doct. I think they are, and Pll rake care to keep al | 
ſo for I confeſs, Sir, I wou'd fain have a Hero t 0 
Grandſon, PER. _ | | 
char. You never ſaw the Emperor of the Moon, 5ty 
the mighty Ir odonoxar? Bog 4 
Dock. Never, Sir; his Court T have, but twas cod de 


edly too. | | W 1 
i Chix. Refine your Thoughts Sir, by a Moment's Prat 
and try again. [He prays, Char. claps the Gif 

wh the Emperor on is, l 
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Doct. It is too much, too much for mortal Eyes! I ſee 
Monarch ſeated on a Throne but ſeems moſt fad and 
enſive. | | 

Char, Forbear then, Sir 3 for now his Love · Fi's on, 
and then he wou'd be private. 22 | 
Dock. His Love-Fit, Sir! | 5 
Char. Ay, Sir, the Emperor's in love with ſome fair 
Mortal. 
Dock. And can he not command her ? 8 
Char. Yes, but her Quality being too mean, he ſtrug- 
les, tho a King, twixt Love and | Ape 3 
Doct. It were too much to know the Mortal, Sir? 
char. Tis yet unknown, Sir, to the Caballiſts, who 
zow are uſing all their Arts to find her, and ſerve hig 
Majeſty z but now my great Affair deprives me of you: 
o morrow, Sir, I'll wait on you again; and now I've 


ſr yd your Virtue, tell you Wonders, 
C. humbly kiſs your Hands, moſt learned Sir. 
Charmante goes out. Doctor waits on him to 


the Door, and returns : to him Scaramouch. 
All this whils Harlequin was hid in the 
Hedges, peeping now and then, and when 
his Maſter went out he was left bebind. 
Sia, So, ſo, Don Charmonte has plaid his Part moſt 
xquiſitelyz I'll in and fee how it works in his Pericra- 
< [P11 —— Did you call, Sir? | 
Deft, Scaramouch, 1 have, for thy ſingular. Wit and | | 
Honeſty, always had a Tenderneſs for thee above that of = 
ale Maſter to a Servant. | | | | 
ca. 1 muſt confeſs, it, Sir. | 
uf Doct. Thou haſt Virtue and Merit that deſeryes much. ; 
Sta, Oh Lord, Sir! 3 | 
Si 2. And 1 may make thee great ;z—all I require, 
that thou wilt double thy diligent Care of my Daugh- 
ou" and my Niece; for there are mighty things deſign'd for 
em, if we can keep em from the ſight of Man... 
re fe. The fight of Man, Sir! 
bo. Ay, and the very Thoughts of Man. 
. What Antidote is there to be given to a young 
; Vench, againſt the Diſcaſe of Loye and Longing ? 
y OY LIME ow Meh DoF, 
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. the Teleſcope. | [Ex. Doctor and Scaramoud 


What, am I then forſaken, abandon'd by the falſe f 


Doct. Do you your Part, and becauſe 1 know de 
diſcreet and very ſecret, I will hereafter diſcover Wong 
to thee, On pain of Life, look to the Girls; harm 
Charge. | 5 
Sca, Doubt me not, Sir, and I hope your Repei 
will reward my faithful Service with AMop/ophil, yg 
Daughter's Governante, who is rich, and has long 
my Affection, Sir. | | 
Harlequin peeping, cries Oh Traitor ! , | 
Dock. Set not thy Heart on tranſitory Mortal, tha 
better things in ſtore—beſides, I have promis'd her u 
Farmer for his Son. Come in with me, and hin 


Harlequin comes out on the Stage. | 
Har, My Miſtreſs Mop/ophil to marry a Farmer's Sar! 


One ? 24 
If I have Honour, I muſt die with Rage; 
Reproaching gently, and complaining madly. ' 
It is reſolv'd, I'll hang my ſe No, when did 1 « 


- 


hear of a Hero that hang'd himſelf?—No, tis the Du m 
of Rogues. What if I drown my ſelf?— No, U. p: 
Dogs and Puppies are drown'd ; a Piſtol or a Cape: © 
my own Sword wou'd look more nobly, but that I by 
a natural Averſion to Pain. Beſides, it is as yulgat ey 
Rats-bane, or the ſlicing of the Weafand, No, I'll 
a Death uncommon, and leave behind me an eien co 
Fame. I have ſomewhere read an Author, either an ar 
or modern, of a Man that Jaugh'd to death.—I am m 
tickliſn, and am reſolv'd to die that Death. —Oh My ti 
phil, my cruel Mopſophil 2 h 
Pulls off his. Hat, Sword and e thi 
And now, farewel the World, fond Love, and mam M. 


Cares. He falls to tickle himſelf, his Head, bis fu 
his Arm-pits, Hands, Sides, and Soles of i 

Fest; making ridiculous Cries and Noiſti 

Laughing ſeveral ways, with Antick I 

and Skips, at laſt falls down as dial. 


Ent 
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Enter Scaramouch. Fi 

Scar. Harlequin was left in the Garden, I'll tell him the 
News of Mopſophil. [Going forward, tumbles over him. 
Hz, what's here? Harlequin dead. 

h Heaving him up, he flies into 4 Rage. 

Har. Who is't that thus wou'd rob me of my Ho- 
nour ? * a; (nk 

gca. Honour, why I thought thou'dſt been dead. 

Har. Why ſo I was, and the moſt agreeably dead. 

Sca. I came to bemoan with thee the mutual loſs of 
our Miſtreſs, erg he Viel 

Har. I know it, Sir, I know it, and that thou art as 
falſe as ſhe; Was't not a Covenant between us, that 
neither ſhou'd take advantage of the other, but both 
ſhou'd have fair play, and yet you baſely went to under- 
mine me, and ask her of the Doctor; but ſince ſhe's 
gone, I ſcorn to quarrel for her—But let's like loving 
"2% hand in hand, leap from ſome Precipice into 
the Sea, | G | 

Sea. What, and ſpoil all my Clothes? I thank you for 
that; no, I have a newer way: you know I lodge four 
pair of Stairs high, let's aſcend thither, and after ſaying 
our Prayers -—— | | 

Har, Prayers ! I neyer heard of a dying Hero that 
ever pray'd. | | 

Sca. Well, I'll not ſtand with you for a Trifle—Being 
come up, I'll open the Caſement, take you by the Heels, 
and fling you out into the Street; after which, you have no 
more to do, but to come up and throw me down in my 
turn. þ | 

Har. The Atchievement's great and new; but now I 
tank on't, I'm reſolv'd to hear my Sentence from the 
Mouth of the perfidious Trollop, for yet 1 cannot credit 
It, | : 

Il to the Gipſy, tho I venture banging, _. 

To be undeceiy'd; tis hardly worth the hanging. 

n | Ie. 


SCENE 
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8 C E N E II. The Chamber of Bellemant, 


Eier Sdirarhouth greping. 
Sca. So, I have got rid of my Rival, and ſhall here ge 
an Opportunity to ſpeak with ag for hither ſhe 


muſt come anon, to lay the y Lady's Night-things in 
MM AN hide my ſelf in ins Coen till ihe way 
| TH 30k on to the further 7 de of the Stage, 
nter Harlequin groping. 
Har, So, I made my Rival believe I was gone, and 
hid my ſelf till got this Opportunity to ſteal. to Mae 


phil's Apartment, which muſt be bereabouts; for from. 


theſe Windows ſhe us d to entertain my Love. 
[ Advani, 


Scar. Ha, 1 hear a ſoft Tread, if it were M. 
Phil's, The wou'd not come by dark. 


Harlequin advancing run, againft a Tall, 


243 4 aloft firikes himſelf backward, 
Har. What was that ?—a Table, there 1 may obſcure 


my ſelf, . [Groping for the Tabl.. 


What a Devil, is it vaniſh'd? 

Sca. Devil —vaniſh'd | What can this mean? is: 
Man's Voice. lf it ſhou'd be my Maſter the Doctor 
now, I were a dead Man z— he can't 1 z and I Il put 
my ſelf into ſuch, a Poſture, that if be feel 1 me, he ſhall 
as ſoon take me for a Church Spout as a Man, 

He puts himſelf into a Poſture ridiculous, hi 
Arms a-kimbo, his Knees wide open, hit 
Backſide almoſt touching the Ground, hi 
Mouth ſtretehed wide, and his Eyes flaring 
Har. groping thruſts his Hand into bis 
Mouth, he bites _ the other . not 
cry out. 

Har. Ha, what's this ? all Mouth, with twent 
of Teeth, Now dare not I cry out, leſt the 
ſhou'd come, find me here, and kill me—1'll try if it be 
mortal. [ Making damnable Faces and Signs of Pam, 

bo 1 he draws a Dragger. . Scar. feels the 

Point of it, and ſhrinks back, letting g 
his Hand, _ 


> 
- 


am glad I fay'd my Skin from pi 
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Scar. Who the Devil can this be? I felt a Poniard, and 
ng. | [Steals out. 
[Harlequin groping about, finds the Table, 
on which there is a Carpet, and creeps 
under it, liſtning. 
Enter Bellemante, with a Candle in one Hand, and 4 
Book in the other, 
Bel, I am in a Belle Humor for Poetry to night; 
ru make ſome Boremes on Love. 


[ She writes and ſtudies. 


Out of a great Curioſity, — A Shepherd did demand of 
— : 
No, no,—A Shepherd this implor d of me. 
| on men N won out, IP Writes a. neu. 
Ay, ay, ſo it Tell me, ſaid he, can you reſugn 2? 
tes ay, what rhyme to Reſign Tell tb ſaid 
he [She lays down the Tablet, and walks about. 
[Harlequin peeps from under the Table, takes 
"the Book, writes in it, and lays it up 
before ſhe can turn. 
[Reads.] Ay, ay, ſo it ſhall be,—Tel! me, ſaid he, my 
Bellemante 3 Will you be kind to your Charmante? 
Reads thoſe two Lines, aud is amaz'd. 
Ha, Heav'ns ! What's this? I am amaz d! 


—And yet I'll venture once more. [Writes and fiudiese- 


I bluſh'd and veil d my wiſhing Eyes. 


[Lays down the Book, and walks as befors.- 


— Eyes 1 [Har . Writes as befor eo 


[She turns and takes the Tablet. 


Bell. And azſwer'd oniy with my Sighs, 
Ha! What is this? Witchcraft, or ſome Divinity of Love? 
dome Cupid ſure inviſible. | ; 
Once more I'll try the Charm. | [Writes 

ou I a better way my Love impart ? 
. Bine rf I [Studies and walks. 
— 5 4——ů— 

Bell, — And without ſpeaking, teli him all my Heart. 
is here again, but where's the Hand that writ it? 


Looks about. | 


be 


TD He writes as before. 
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——The lie Deity that will be ſeen, 
But only in his Miracles. It cannot be a Devil, 
For here's no Sin nor Miſchief in all this. _s 
Enter Charmante. She hides the Tablet, he ſieps . 

ber, and ſnaiches ut from her and reads. 


Char. reads. 


Out of a great Curioſty,, __ 
A Shepherd this implor'd of me. 
Tell me, ſaid he, my Bellemante, 

Mill you be kind to your Charmante? 
I bluſh'd, and weiPd my wiſhing Eyes, 
And anſwer'd only with my Sighs. 
Cou d I a better way my Love impart ? 
And without ſpeaking, tell him all my Heart, 


Char. Whoſe is this different Character? ¶ Looks angry, 
Bell. Tis yours for ought I know, __. | 
Char. Away, my Name was put here for a blind. 
What Rhiming Fop have you been clubbing Wit withal? 
Bell, Ah! mon Dieu Charmante jealous ? 
Char. Have I not cauſe ?!—Who writ theſe Boremes ? 
Bell. Some kind aſſiſting Deity, for ought I know. 
Char. Some kind aſſiſting Coxcomb, that I know. 
The Ink's yet wet, the Spark is near I find.. — 
Bell. Ah, Malheureuſe ! How was I miſtaken in this 
Man ? : . 
Char. Miſtaken ! What, did you take me for an aj 
Fool to be impos'd upon? — One that wou'd be 
cuckolded by every feather'd Fool; that you'd all a 
Beau un Gallant Homme. Sdeath! Who. wou'd doat 
upon a fond She-Fop ?— a vain conceited amorous Co- 
quette. | [Goes out, ſhe pulls him back 
Enter Scaramouch running. N 
, Sca, Oh Madam! hide your Lover, or we are all ut 
one. 98 | 
Char. J will not hide, till I know the thing that inade 
the Verſes, [The Doctor calling as on the Stairs 


Do, Bellemante, Niece, — Bellemante. , 
12 5 gan 
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Scar, She's coming, Sir. — Where, where ſhall I hide 
hin? — Oh, the Cloſet's open! 
[Thruſfts him into the Cloſet by force. 
Dot. Oh Niece! III Luck, Ill Luck, I muſt leave 
you to night; my Brother the Advocate is ſick, and has 
ſent for me; *tis three long Leagues, and dark as tis, I 
muſt go.— They ſay be is dying. Here, .take my Keys, 
[ Pulls out his Keys, one falls down, 
and go into my Study, and look over all my Papers, and 
bring me all thoſe mark'd with a Croſs and figure of 
Three, they concern my Brother and I. 
[She looks on Scaramouch, and makes 
pPitiſul Signs, and goes out. 
come Scaramouch, and get me ready for my 
Journey; and on your Life, let not a Door be open'd 


till my Return. Exit. 


Enter Mopſophil. Har, peeps from under the Table. 

Har, Ha! Mopſophil, and alone! 

Mop, Well, tis a delicious thing to be rich; what a 
world of Lovers it invites: I have one for every Hand, 
and the Favorite for my Lips. F 

Har. Ay, him wou' d I be glad to know. [ Peeping. 

Mop. But of all my Lovers, I am for the Farmer's Son, 
becauſe he keeps a Calaſh——and I'll ſwear a Coach is 
the moſt agreeable thing about a Man, | 

r. 

Mop. Ah, me, — What's that? 

He anſwers in a ſhrill Voice. 
er The Ghoſt of a poor Lover, dwindled into a 
eyho, | 

He riſes from under the Table, and fall; at her Feet. 

Scaramouch enters. She runs off ſqueaking, 

Sca. Ha, my Rival and my Miſtreſs! 
Is this done like a Man of Honour, Monſieur Harlequin, 
tO take advantages to injure me? | 
Har. Advantages are lawful in Love and War. 

Scar. Twas contrary to our League and Covenant; 
therefore I defy thee as a Traytor. ts 

Har. 1 ſcorn to fight with thee, becauſe I once call'd 
hee Brother. 2 


Scar. 
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Scar, Then thou art a Paltroon, that's to fy , 
Coward. NY 

Har, Coward ! nay, then I am provok'd,.come on. 
Scar. Pardon me, Sir, I gave the Coward, and you 
| ought to ſtrike, [They go te fight ridicutouſly, and ny 

nu 43 Scaramouch paſſes, Harlequin 
leaps aſide, and Skips ſo ninih 
about, he cannot touch him fur hj 
Life; which after a while edu. 
vouring in vain, he lays down hi 
Sword, 
If yon be for dancing, Sir, I have my Weapons fy 
all occaſions. [Scar. pulls out a Flute Doux, and fall 
1 to playing. Har, throws dim 
his, and falls a danting ; fir 
| the Dance, they ſhake Hand.. 
Hur. Ha mon bon ami.— s not this better than duelling? 
Scar. But not altogether ſo heroick, Sir. Well, cn 
the future, let us have fair play; no Tricks to undernin 
each other, but which of us is choſen to be the ha 
Man, the other ſhall be content. %y 

Ela, within, Coulin Bellemante, Couſin. 

Scar. Slife, let's be gone, leſt we be ſeen in the Lada 
Apartment. ['Scar. /iips Harlequin behind the Don 

| Enter Elaria. | 

Ela. How now, how came you here 

i en to Har, #0 go out 

Scar. I came to tell you, am, my Maſter's jul 
taking Mule to go his Journey to Night, and that Du 
Cint hio is in the Street, for a lucky moment to enter i 

Ela. But what if any one by my Father's Order, orls 
himſelf ſhould by ſome chance ſurprize us ? 

Scar. If we be, I have taken order againſt a Diſcover, 
II go ſee if the old Gentleman be gone, and return wil 
our Lover. | 5 5 Idee en, 

Ela, I tremble, but know not whether tis with Fer 


or Joy. | : 
4 | a Enter Cinthio. rd $45 
Cin. My dear Elaria [Runs to imbract ht 
© She flarts from 1 


— ; 0˙ 


- 
* 
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„ 8-H, — ſhun my Arms, Elaria - 

Ela. Heavens! Why did you come ſo ſoon? + 
— Cin. 1s it too ſoon, whene'er tis ſafe, Elaria? 
* Ela, I die with Fear Met you not Scaramouch 2 | 
15 He went to bid you wait a while; what ſhall I do? 
a Cir. Why this Concern ? none of the Houſe has ſeen 
WH I ſaw your Father taking Horſe. | 2 
| 45 Ela. Sure you miſtake, metbinks 1 hear his Voice. 


Doct. below] —My Key——The Key of my Labora- 
toy. Why, Knave Scaramouch, where are you? 
Ela, Do you hear that, Sir ?=Oh, Pm undone ! 
Where ſhall I hide you? He approaches, 
25 [she ſearches where to hide him. 
Wu y Couſin's Cloſet's apen, — ſtep in a little. 
| | | He goes in, ſhe puts out the Candles 
N Enter the Doctor. She gets round the Chamber to the 
Door, and as he advances in, ſhe ſteals out. 
Doct. Here 1 muſt have dropt it; a Light, a Light 
—_ - 
Mr Cinthio from the Cloſet, pulls Charmante out, they 
not knowing each other, | 
Cin. Oh this perfidious Woman ! No marvel ſhe was 
ſo ſurpriz'd and angry at my Ap to Night. 
Cha, Who can this be ?——but PII be prepar d. 
[Lays bis Hand on his Sword. 


Dock. Why Scaramonch, Knave, a Light! 
| [Turns #0 the Door to call, 


* Enter Scaramouch with a Light, and ſeeing the twa Lovers 
1 there, runs againſt his Maſter, puts out the Candle, 
be and flings him down and falls over him. At the en- 


trance of the Candle, Charmante ſlips from Cinthio 
into the Cloſet. Cinthio gropes to find him; when 
Mopſophil and Elaria, hearing a great Noiſe, enter with 
a Light, Cinthio finding he was diſcover'd falls to 
acting a Mad-man, Scaramouch helps up the Doctor, 
and bows, | 44. 

Ha, a Man,. and in my Houſe —Oh dire Miſ- 

bonune! — Who are you, Sir ? | 
Cin. Men call me Gog Magog, the Spirit of Power; 

My Right-band Riches holds, my Left-band Honour. 


Is 
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Is there a City Wife wou'd be a Lady ?—Bring her to ne 
Her eaſy Cuckold fhall be dub'd a Knight. 
Ela. Oh Heavens ! a Mad-man, Sir. 
Cin. Is there a tawdry Fop wou'd-have a Title? 
A rich Mechanick that wou'd be an Alderman ? 
Bring em to me, | 
And 111 convert that Coxcomb, and that Blockhead, iny 
Your Honour and Right- Worſhipful. 
Doct. Mad, ſtark mad! Why Sirrah, Rogue — Scars 
mouch—=How got this Mad-man in? [While the Dofly 
turn: to Scaramouch, Cinthio ſpeats ſoftly to Elari, 
Cin. Oh, thou perfidious Maid! Who haſt thou hid ix 
yonder conſcious Cloſet ? [ Aſide to ber 
Scar. Why, Sir, he was\brought in a Chair for your A 
vice ; but how he ade the Parlour to this Chan 
ber, 1 know nor. 
Cin, Upon a winged Horſe, ycleped Pegaſus, 
Swift as the fiery Racers of the Sun, 
See how 1 mount, and cut the liquid Sky. [Runs out, 
Doct. Alas poor Gentleman, he's paſt all Cure, — 
But Sirrab, for the future, take you care that no youny 
mad Patients be brought into my Houſe. 
Scar, I ſhall, Sir, — and ſee, —here's your Key you 
look'd for. 
Do#. That's well; 1 muſt be gone—Bar up the Door, 
and upon Life or Death let no man enter. 
[ Exit Doctor, and all with him, with the Light 
Charmante peeps out—and by degrees comes all out, 
liſtning every ſtep. 4 
Char. Who the Deyil cou'd that be that pull'd me fron 
the Cloſet ? but at laſt I'm free, and the Doctor's gone, 
I'll ro Cinthio, and bring him to paſs this Night wil 
our Miſtreſſes. [Exit 
As he is gone off, enter Cinthio groping. 
Cin. Now for this lucky Rival, if bis Stars will make 
this laſt part of his Adventure ſuch. I hid my ſelf in tix 
next Chamber, till I heard the Doctor go, only to retum 
to be reyeng'd. [He gropes his way into the Clit, 
8 7 with his Sword drawn, 


Exe, 


- 
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Enter Elaria with a Light. 
Fla, Scaramouch tells me Charmante is conceal'd in the 
loſet, whom Cinthio ſurely has miſtaken for ſome Lover 
mine, and is jealous; but I'll ſend Charmante after him, 
make my peace and undeceive him. [Goes to the Door. 
Sr, Sir, where are you? they are all gone, you may 
dyenture out. | I Cinthio comes out. 
2. Cint hio here 7 | 
Cin. Yes, Madam, to your ſhame : 
low your Perfidiouſneſs is plain, falſe Woman, 
Tis well your Lover had the Dexterity of eſcaping, Tad 


1 

wh oil'd his making Love elſe. | Goes from her, ſhe holds him. 
1 Wa £4. Prithee hear me. SM windy 

„. But ſince my Ignorance of his Perſon ſaves his 


fe, live and poſleſs him, till 1 can diſcover him. 
[ Goes out. 
Ela, Go peeviſh Fool— | 
Whoſe Jealouſy believes me given to change, 
Let thy own Torments be my juſt Revenge. LE xit. 


Out, r 


A crm SCENE I 


— 


yo An Antick Dance. 

After the Muſick has plaid, enter Elaria; to her Bel- 
ight lame: > Tg 
t, a, Eavens Bel/emante! Where have you been? 


| Bell, Fatigu'd with the moſt diſagreeable Af- 
from , ior a Perſon of my Humour, in the World. Ob, 
one; e 1 bate Buſineſs, which 1 do no more mind, than 
with Paik does the Sermon, who is ogling his Miſtreſs at 
Exit urch all the while: I have been ruffling over twenty 
ams of Paper for my Unele's Writings. 
make Enter Scaramouch. : 
Scar, So, fo, the old Gentleman is departed this wicked 
ori, and the Houſe is our own for this Night, —W here 
e the Sparks? where are be Sparks ? 
Fla, 
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Ela, Nay, Heaven knows. | | 
Bell. How! I hope not fo; I left Charmante confi! 
to my Cloſet, when my Uncle had like to have ſuryiiz 
us together: Is he not here? 
Ela. No, he's N NN but he has made ſweet doing, 
Bell, Heayens Couſin! What? | 
Ela. My Father was coming into the Chamber, wy 


had like to have taken Cinthio with me, when, to oli 


ceal him, I put him into your Cloſer, not Knowing 
Charmantes being there, and which, in the dark, jy 
took for a Gallant of mine; had not my Father's bie. 
ſence hinder'd, I believe there had been Murder cow; 
mitted 5 however they both efcap'd unknown, _ 
Scar. Pſhaw, is that all? Lovers Quarrels are ſoon 3 
juſted z I'll to 'em, unfold the Riddle, and bring t 
back take no care, but go in and dreſs you for the Bal 
Mop ſophil has Habits which your Lovers ſent to put a 
the Fiddles, Treat, and all are prepar d. U 
Enter Moplophil. | | 

| Mop. Madam, your Couſin Florinda, with a Lady, at 
come to viſit you. 3 * 
Bell, I'm glad on't, tis a good Wench, and we 
truſt her with our Mirth and Secret. | They gov 


SCENE changes to a Street. 


Enter Page with a Flambeau, follow'd by Cintu 
pa ſſes over the Stage. Scaramouch follows Cini 
in a Campaign Coat. 
Scar. *Tis Cinthio—Don Cinthios [Call, he tun 

Well, what's the Quarrel ?—How fell ye out? 

Cin. You may inform your ſelf I believe, for tit 
cloſe Intrigues cannot be carried on without your Kno 

ledge. | . 

Scar. What Intrigues, Sir? be quick, for I'm in hal 
Cin. Who was the Lover I ſurpriz d ''th? Cloſet ? 
Scar. Deceptio viſus, Sir; the Error of the Eyes. 

Cin. Thou Dog, I felt him too; but ſince the Ru 

ſcaped me, I'll be reyeng'd on thee. 
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{Goes to beat him; he running away, runs againſt 
Harlequin, who 1s entering with Charmante, and 
like to ha ve thrown em both down. 

Char. Ha. — What's the matter here? 

Scar. Seignior Don Charmante. | Then he ſtruts cou- 

rageouſly in with em. 
char. What, Cinthio in a Rage! 
Who's the unlucky Object? 

Cin, All Man and Woman Kind: Elaria's falſe. 

Char, Elaria falſe ! take heed, ſure her nice Virtue is 
of againfl the Vices of her Sex, 

y rather Bellemante, 

e who by Nature's light and wavering, 

e Town contains not ſuch a falſe Impertinent. 

his Evening I ſurpriz'd her in her Chamber, 
riting of Verſes, and between her Lines 
me Spark had newly pen d his proper Stuff. 
urſe of the Jilt, Pl] be. her Fool no more. 

Har, I doubt you are miſtaken in that, Sir, for twas 
was the Spark that writ, the proper Stuff to do you ſer- 


ce. , 

Char. Thou! | 

Scar, Ay, we that ſpend our Lives and Fortunes here 
d ſerye you, — tt be us'd like Pimps and Scoundrels, 
me, Sir, ſatisfy - him who iwas was hid i'th* Cloſet, 
ben he came in and found you. 14 

Cin. Ha, —is't poſſible? Was it Charmante? | 
Char. Was it you, Cinthio.? Pox on't, what Fools 
e we, we cou'd not know one another by InſtinR ? 
Scar, Well, well, diſpute no more this clear Caſe, but 
's haſten to your Miſtreſſes. | TI 
Cin. I'm aſhamed to appear before Elaria. 

Char, And I to Bellemante. | 

Scar. Come, come, take Heart of Grace; pull your 
las down over your Eyes; put your Arms acroſs ; ſigh 
d look ſcurvily; your fimple Looks are ever a Token 
Repentance; come come along. LE xeunt. 


- 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to the Infide of the Hu, 
The Front of the Secne is only a-Curtain » 
Hangings to be drawn up at Pleaſure. 


Enter Elaria, Bellemante, Mopſophil, and Ladies, drei 
| in Making Habits. 
Ela. I am extremely pleas'd with theſe Habits, Couſin, 
Bell. They are à la Gothic and Uncommune, © 
Lady, Your Lovers have a very good Fancy, Couſin, Wo 
I long to ſee em. | n 
Ela. And ſo do I. I wonder Scaramouch ſtays ſo, and 
what Succeſs he has, | 
Bell. You have no cauſe to doubt, you can ſo easy 
acquit your ſelf; but I, what ſhall I do? who can 10 
more imagine who ſhou'd write thoſe Boremes, than who 
I ſhall love next, if 1 break off with Charmante. 
Lady. If he be a Man of Honour, Couſin, when 4 
Maid proteſts her Innocence—— 8 18 
Bell. Ay, but he's a Man of Wit too, Coulin, a 
knows when Women proteſt moſt, they likely lye moſt 
Ela. Moſt commonly, for Truth needs no aſleyeration, 
Bell. That's according to the Diſpoſition of your Loyer 
for ſome believe you moſt, when you moſt abuſe an 
cheat em; ſome are ſo obſtinate, they wou'd damn 1 
Woman with Proteſting, before ſhe can convince 'em. 
Ela, Such a one is not worth convincing, I wou'd 10 
make the World wiſe at the expence of a Virtue. . 
Bell, Nay, he ſhall een remain as Heaven made hin 
for me, ſince there are Men enovgh for all uſes. 
Enter Charmante and Cinthio, dreſs'd in their Gothi 
* Habits,” Scaramouch, Harlequin and Muſick, Cat 
mante and Cinthio kneel. | 
Cin. Can you forgive us?  [Elaria takes him 
Bell. That, Cinthio, you're convinc'd, I do not vor 
der; but how Charmante is inſpir'd, I know not. 
| [ Takes him i. 
Char, Let it ſuffice, I'm fatisfy'd, my bellemante. Wi 


1 


him 


othit 
Chat 


n uh, 
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Ela, Pray know my Couſin Florinda. 

3 64 v1 Wb 4255 the Lady. 

Bell. Come, let us not loſe time, ſince we are all 
Friends, | F 1 1 f | 1 
Char, The beſt uſe we can make of ity is to talk of 
Love. | Fo y | 
Bell. Oh! we ſhall have time enough for that here- 
after; beſides, you may make Love in Dancing as well 
i in Sitting; you may gaze, ſigh, and preſs the Hand, 
and now and then receive a Kiſs, what wou'd you 
more? | Stig k 24 | 

Char, Yes, wiſh a little more, 

Bell, We were unreaſonable to forbid you that cold 
Joy, nor ſhall you wiſh long in vain, if you bring Mat- 
ers ſo about, to get us with my Uncle's Conſent, 

Ela. Our Fortunes depending ſolely on his Pleaſure, 
chich are too conſiderable to loſe. 

Cin. All things are ordei'd as..I have written you at 


urge; our Scenes and all our Properties are ready; we 


ave no more to do but to banter the old Gentleman into 
 litle more Faith, which the next Viſit of our new Ca- 
aliſt Charmante will complete. [The Muſick plays. 
Enter ſome Anticks, and dance. They all ſit the while. 
Ela. Your Dancers have performed well, but twere fit 
re knew who we have truſted with this Evening's In- 
rigue. 
5 Thoſe, Madam, who are to aſſiſt us in carrying 
dn ; greater Intrigue, the gaining of you. They are our 
einſmen. 8 | 
Ela. Then they are doubly welcome. 
[Here is a Song in Dialogue, with Flute Doux and 
Harpſicords, between a Shepherd and Shepherdeſs; 
A . ended, they all dance a Figure Dance. 
Cin. Hark, what Noiſe is that? ſure tis in the next 
KOOM, . | 
Deff, within] Scaramouch, Scaramouch ! Es 
| [Scaramouch runs 70 the Door, and holds it faſt. 
Star, Ha, ——the Devil in the likeneſs of my old Maſe 
e's Voice, for it is impoſlible it ſhould be he bimfelf ; 
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dles, you Rogue? 


owe thee, for bringing me ſo damnable a Lye: ., 
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Char. If it be be, how got he in ? did you 89 A 
cure the Doors? | os 
Ela. He always has a Key to open em. Oh 1 yi 
ſhall we do? there's no eſcaping him; he's in the ex 
Room, thro which you are to paſs, | 
Doc. Scaramonch, Knave, where are you! 
Scar. 'Tis he, tis he, follow me all 
e goes with all the Company behind 
the Front Curtain. 
DoF. within.) 1 tell you, Sirrah, I heard the Naw 
of Fiddles. a | | 
Peter within.) No ſurely, Sir, twas a Miſtake, 
[Knocking at the Dun 
Scaramouch having plac'd them all in the Hain 
in which they make the Figures, where they ſn 
without Motion in Poſtures, he comes out, | 
opens the Door with a Candle in his Hand, 
Enter the Doctor, and Peter with a Light, 
Scar. Bleſs me, Sir ! Is it you—or your Ghoſt? 
Doct. Twere good for you, Sir, if I were a thing 
Air; but as I am a ſubſtantial Mortal, 1 will lay it on 
ſubſtantially.— [Canes him. He en 
Scar. What d'ye mean, Sir? what d'ye mean? 
Doct. Sirrah, muſt I ſtand waiting your Leiſure, wil" 
you are roguing here? I will reward ye. {Beats bin ' 
Scar. Ay, and I ſhall deſerve it richly, Sir, when yt 
know all, | 
Doct. I gueſs all, Sirrah, and I heard all, and j 
ſhill be rewarded for all. Where have you hid the fi 


Scar, Fiddles, Sir ! 

DoF. Ay, Fiddles, Knave. 

Scar. Fiddles, Sir Where ? 

Doc. Here, here I heard em, thou falſe Steward OY **- 
thy Maſter's Treaſure, | Dy 

Scar. Fiddles, Sir! Sure twas Wind got into | Seg 
Head, and whiſtled n your Ears, riding ſo late, Sir 

Dock, Ay, thou falſe Varlet, there 8 another Dei 


[ 
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ther's well——I met his Valet but a League from Town, 
and found thy Roguery out. [Beats him, He cries, 
Scar, Is this the Reward 1 haye for being fo diligent 
fince you went? ] t te 258 
Dock. In what, thou Villain? in what? 
[The Curtain is drawn up, and diſcovers the 
Hangings where all of them fland, 
Scar, Why look you, Sir, I bave, to ſurprize you with 
Meaſure, againſt you came home, been putting up this 
piece of Tapeſtry, the beſt in 7raly, for the Rareneſs of 
he Figures, Sir. | | Rr - 
Diff, Ha | hum—t is indeed a ſtately Piece of Work; 
ow came I by em? | | 
Scar, 'Twas ſent your Reverence from the Virtuoſo, or 
ome of the Cabaliſts. | 
Dock. I muſt confeſs, the Workmanſhip is excellent; 
ut ſtill 1 do inſiſt 1 heard the Muſick. 
Scar. Twas then the tuning of the Spheres, ſome Se- 
enade, Sir, from the Inhabitants of the Moon, 
Dock. Hum, from the Moon, and that may be. 
Scar, Lord, dye think I wou'd deceive your Reve- 
ence ? * 14 
Dock. from the Moon, a Serenade, ——1 ſee no ſigns 
nt here, indeed it muſt be ſo— I'll think on't more 


t {6 


next 


15 no: |eiſure. | " [Aſide 
en krithee what Story's this? = [Looks on the Hangings. 


Scar, Why, Sif,—"TiSoommmmm 

Doct. Hold up the Candles er, and nearer. 
[ Peter and Scaramouch hold Candles near. He takes 
a Perſpective, and looks thro it; and 's the fan 


Harlequin, who is plac'd on a Tree in the Hang- 
ings, hits him on the Head with his Trunchion. 
He ſtarts, and looks about, Harlequin ſits ll 


Scar. Sir | | 
Dif, What was that ſtruck me? 


to 10 ar. Struck you, Sir! Imagination. 
ir, Doc. Can my Imagination feel, Sirrab? 
Kar. Oh the moſt tenderly of any part about one, 


Dok. Hum chat may be. 
a K 2 Scar "Is 
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MY Scar, Are you agroat Philoſopher, and know notthy 
Sir ? 
| Doct᷑. This Fellow bas a glimpſe of Profundiy, 


A ide. Looks 
— ] like the Fewer well. F [4 An 
Scar. You will, when you ſee em by Day. light, $ 
this 5 Har. hits him again. The Doctor ſees him, 
| Dolf. Ha,—ls that Imagination too? Betray d, be 
ray d. undone ! run for my Piſtols, call up my Seryany 
Peter, a Plot upon my Daughter and my Niece! 
119? Runs out with Peter. Scaramouch puts out th 
Candle, they come out of the Hanging, uit 
i drawn away. He places.” em in à Riww jul 
41 the Entrance, 
Scar. Here, here, fear nothing, hold by each other 
that when | 20 out, all may go ; that is, ſlip out, nhe 
you hear the, Doctor is come. in again, which he wil ce 
tainly do, and all depart to your reſpective Lodging. 
Ein. And leave thee to bear the Brunt? 
Scar, Take you no care for that, III put it into 
Bill of Charges, and be paid all together. 1 
Enter the Doctor with Piſtols, and Peter, 
Voc. What, by dark ? that ſhall not fave you, 
lains, Traitors to my Glory and m hal 


faſt the Door, let none ſcape. [They all ſt 
Pes. Vl WI Jou, Sir. (Doctor gropes abu pat 
15 - ſtamps:and call be 
Doll. Lights there—Lights—I'm. fore, n 00 0 


Aleape. ;/ SEN | 
Pet. Impollble, Sir. 
N Scaramouch nt d in his Shirt, wich a Ligh 
1 8 . h: ſtarts. | N. 
. Bleſs me !—— what's here! ? 
DoF, Ha—Who art an! 231 r to YI 
- enter o. 
Scar. I, who the Devil are you, and you go to that 
220 - [Rubs his Eyes, and brings the Candle nul 
looks on him. 
m—n— Mercy upon us * What is't you, Sir 
. turn'd ſo ſoon ? 


J 
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Dock. Return'd ! | [Looking ſometimes on him, 
5 ſometimes about. 
Srar. Ay, Sir, did you not go out of Town laſt night, 
jo jour Brother the Advocate? 8 | 
D:#, Thou Villain, thou queſtion'ſt me, as if thou 
knew'ſt not that I was return'd. * 
gar. I know, Sir! how ſhow'd I know? Pm ſure 
Jam but juſt awaked from the ſweeteſt Dream. 
Dit, You dream ſtill, Sirrah, but I ſhall wake your 
Rogueſhip — Were you not here but now, ſhewing me 
piece of Tapeſtry, you Villain ? 98 
Scar, Tapeſtry! [Mopſophil liftning all the while. 
Dick. Yes Rogue, yes, for which Pl! have thy Life, © 
I. TE * [Offering a Piſtol. 
gear. Are you ſtark mad, Sir ? or do I dream till ? 
Dock. Tell me, and tell me quickly, Rogue, who were 
hoſe Traitors that were hid but now in the Diſguiſe of 
a piece of Hangings. [Holds the Piſtol to his Breaſt, 
Star. Bleſs me! you amaze me, Sir. What confor- 
ty has eyery Word you ſay, to my rare Dream! Pray 
et me ſeel you, Sir, Are you human ? 0 
DoF, You ſhall feel I am, Sirrah, if thou confeſs not. 
dear. Confeſs, Sir! What ſhall I confeſs ? I un- 
Ierſtand not your Cabaliſtical Language; but in mine, I 
onfeſs that you wak'd me from the rareſt Dream 
Where methought the Emperor of the Moon-World was 
n our Houſe, dancing and revelling ; and methoughts 
Is Grace was fallen deſperately in love with Mrs. Elaria, 
nd that his Brother, the Prince, Sir, of Thunderland, 
a alſo in love with Mrs. Bellemante; and methoughts 
her deſcended to court em in your Abſence 
Ind that at Jaſt you ſurpriz'd *em, and that they tranſ- 
umd themſelves into a Suit of Hangings to deceive you, 
it at laſt, methought you grew angry at ſomething, and 
ef all fled to Heaven again; and after a deal of Thun- 
er and Lightning, I wak'd, Sir, and hearing human 
ſoices here, came to ſee what the Matter was. 
Lis while the Doctor leſſens his ſigns of Rage by de- 
grees, and at laſt ſtands in dtiep Contemplation. 
Dock. May I credit this? 


K 2 Scar. 


* 
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Scar. Credit it! By all the Honour of your Houſe, by 
my 8 Veneration for the Mathematicks, um 
true, dit. 5 | | 

Doc. That famous Roſycruſian, who yeſterday viſie 
me, told me the Emperor of the Moon was in love wih 
a fair Mortal This Dream is Inſpiration in this Fel, 
low He muſt have wondrous Virtue in bim, 10 be 
worthy of theſe divine Intelligences. [ 4fith, 
But if that Mortal ſhou'd be Elaria / but no mor, 
I dare not yet ſuppoſe it.— perhaps the thing was real and 
no Dream, for oftentimes the groſſer part is hurriedayzy 
in Sleep by the force of Imagination, and is wonde: 
fully agitated ——- This Fe low might be preſent in hi | 
Sleep, of this we've frequent Inſtances 1 I o 
Daughter and my Niece, and hear what Knowledge def 
may have of this. Wo 

Mop, Will you fo? I'll ſecure you, the Frolick u 
go round. LA 
Doct. Scaramouch, it you have not deceiv'd me H 


this Matter, time will convince me farther ; it it reſt her ſh 
1 ſhall believe you falſe, 
Scar, oy Sir, ſuſpend your Judgment and your l. 
er till then. W 6 
l Dot. I' do't, go back to bed. [Ex.DoRt. and beni D. 
Scar, No, Sir, dis Morning now—and I'm up for i 5. 
day. —— This Madneſs is a pretty fort of pleaſant D D. 
eaſe, when it tickles but in one Vein—Why here's al . 
| Maſter now, as great a Scholar, as grave and wiſe a Do, 
in all Argument and Diſcourſe, as can be met with; tec 
name but the Moon, and he runs into ridicule, and gi 
as mad as the Wind, 
Well Doctor, if thou canſt be madder yet, Bel 
We'll find a Medicine that ſhall cure your Fit, Dot 
beiter than all Galenicus. [Goes aul 1 
eam 
Dock 
Ela. 
SEN Loh 


SCENE draws off, diſcovers Elaria, Belle- 
mante aud Moplophil in Night-Gowns. 


| Mop, You have your Leſſons, ſtand to it bravely, and 
the Town's our own, Madam, 2 
[They put themſelves in Poſtures of Sleeping, lean- 
ing on the Table, Mopſophil lying at their Feet. 
Enter Doctor, /efily. 


= Dock. Ha, not in Bed! this gives me mortal Fears. 

my Bell, Ab, Prince [She ſpeaks as in her Sleep; 

bi Dock. Ha, Prince Goes nearer, and liſtens. 

. How little Faith I give to all your Courtſhip, who 

hey leaves our Orb ſo ſoon, In a feign'd Voice, 
D:#, Ha, ſaid ſhe Orb ? [ Goes nearer. 


Bell, But ſince you are of a celeſtial Race, 
Ind eaſily can penetrate: 
to the utmoſt limits of the Thought, 
by ſhou'd I fear to tell you of your Conqueſt ? 
And thus implore your Aid, 

[Riſes and runs to the Doctor; kneels, and 

holds him faſt. He ſhews ſigns of Foy. 
Dif, I am raviſh'd ! | 
Bell, Ah, Prince Divine, take pity on a Mortal. 
Dock. IT am rapt! 
Bell, And take me with you to the World above ! 
Dock, The Moon, the Moon ſhe means; I am tran(- 
(ted, oyer-joy'd, and ecſtaſy'd ! 
[ Leaping and jumping from her Hands, 
ſhe ſeems to wake. 

Bal. Ha, my Uncle come again to interrupt us! 
Dock. Hide nothing from me, my dear Bellemante 
ice all already is diſcover'd to me and more. 
Ela. Oh, why have you wak'd me from the ſofteſt: 
eam that ever Maid was bleſt with? 
Diff, What—what my beſt Elaria ? [With over- joy. 
Ela. Methought 1 entertain'd a Demi-God, one of the 
[ Inbabitants of the Moon. 


E 4 Bell. 


EN 
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Bell. Pm ſure mine was no Dream—1 wak'd, I hex, 
I ſaw, I ſpoke—and danc'd to the Muſick of the Spheres 
and methought my glorious Lover ty'd a Diamond Chin 
about my Arm——and ſee tis all ſubſtantial, 
8 [ Shows her Arn 
Ela. And mine a Ring, of more than mortal Luſtre, 
Doct. Heaven keep me moderate! leſt exceſs of Jy 
ſhou'd make my Virtue leſs. [Srifling his J 
There is a wondrous Myſtery in this, 
A mighty Rleſſing does attend your Fates. 
Go in and pray to the chaſte Powers above 
To give you Virtue for ſuch Rewards. [They gon 
— How this agrees with what the learned Cabaliſt in 
form'd me of laſt Night! He ſaid, that great Iredonoy 
'the Emperor of the Moon, was enamour'd on a fair Mar 
tal. It muſt be ſo——and either he deſcended to cn 
my Daughter perſonally, which for the rareneſs' of i 
Novelty, ſhe takes to be a Dream; or elſe, what th 
and I beheld, was viſionary, by way of a ſublime Int 
ligence: And poſſibly — tis only thus: the People 
that World conyerſe with Mortals. I muſt be ſai 
in this main Point of deep Philoſophy. 
I'll to my Study, —for I. cannot reſt, 
Till I this weighty Myſtery have diſcuſs'd, 
| [_Ex. very gras 


S CE NE, The Garden. 


Enter Scaramouch with a Ladder, 


Scar. Tho I am come off en Cavalier with my 
ſter, I am not with my Miſtreſs, whom I promiſed 
conſole this Night, and *tis but juſt 1 ſhou'd make g 
t: Morning; *twill be rude to ſurprize her ſleeping, 1 

more gallant to wake her with a Serenade at her Windo 
Lets the Ladder to her Window, fetches 
Cute, and goes up the Ladder. 
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He plays and Gags this Song. 


When Maidens are young and in their Spring. KEE 
of Pleaſure, of Pleaſure, let em tale hd full MG 


full Swing, —full Swing, 
And love, and dance, and play, and 1 ing. 
For Silvia, believe it, -when Youth is done, | 
There's nought but hum drum, hum drum, hum d, um; 
' There's nought but hum drum, hum drag, hum drum. 


Then Silvia he — Tab 4 wiſe be wiſe, 
Tho Painting and Dreſſing for -awhile,are Supplier 
And may ſurprisa .. 9 | 
But when the Fire's going out in your E yes, 
It twinkles, it twinkles, it 1winkles,.. and dies. 
Ind then to hear Love, to hear Love from you, 
ud a; live hear an Ow! Cy ——_— 10 Nees 
Mit to wos, Nit to was, 


Enter Mopſophil above, \ 

Mp. What woful Ditty-making Mortal's this, 

hat "er the Lark her early Note has ſung, 
Doc: coletul Love beneath my Caſement thrum ? 

An, Setgnior Scaramouch, is it you? | 

Scar. Who ſhou'dit be that takes ſuch pains to ſue ? 
Aab. Ah, Lover molt true blue, 

Enter Harlequin in _y clothes. 

Har, If I can now but get admittance, 1 ſhall not on- 
deliver the young Ladies their Letters from their 
Lovers, but get ſome opportunity, in this Diſguiſe, io 
p this Billet-Doux into Mopſophil's Hand, and bob my 
omrade Scaramouch, —Ha, What do 1 ſee ? My Mi- 
reſs at the Window, courting my Rival! Ah Gipſy! 

Scar, But we loſe precious time, ſince Fog deliga me 
kind Hour in your Chamber. 

Hir, Oh Traitor! | 

Mcp. Yow'l be ſure to keep i it t from 8 ö 
Har. Ah yes, he, hang bim Fool, he takes you. for a 
dint, 
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Scar. Harlequin! Hang him, women Herring. 
Har. Ay, a Cully, a Noddy. 
Mop. A meer Zany. 3 
Har. Ab, hard- hearted Turk. * 
Mop. Fit for nothing but a Cuckold,  _ 
Har. Monſter of Ingratitude ! How ſhall I be reyeng} 
[ Scar. going over the Balu 
— Hold, hold, thou perjur'd Traytor. 
[Cries out in 4 Woman's Vin. 
Mop, Ha, diſcover d! a Woman in the Garden 
Har. Come down, come down, thou falſe perfidion 
Wretch, 
Scar. Who in the Devil's Name, art thou? 
And to whom doſt thou ſpeak ? 
Har. To thee, thou falſe Deceiver, that haſt broke 
. thy Vows, thy-lawful Vows of Wedlock. [Bawling on, 
Oh, oh, that I ſhou'd live to fee the Day. [Crynp 
Scar, Who mean you, Woman ? 
Har. Whom ſhou'd 1 mean but thou, — my layfi 
Spouſe ? - 
Mop. Oh Villain! Lawful Spouſe !— Let me come to 
her, + [Scar. comes down, as Mopſophil flings ou 
of the Balcony. 
Scar, The Woman's mad—hark ye Jade, bow low 
have you been thus diſtracted? 
Har. Fer ſince I low d and truſted N falſe Varlet, 
w— here, the Witneſs of my Love and Shame. 
Bawls, and points to her Belly 
Juſt then enters. 
Mop, How ! with Child * On Vil, was I made: 
Property ? 
Scar, Hear me, 
Har. Ob, thou Heathen Chriſti was not one Wo 
man enough! 4 
Mop. Ay, Sirrah, anſwer to that. 
Scar. 1 ſhall be facrific d. 
Mop. I am reſolv'd to marry to MOITOW=———either 0 
the r or the Farmer, Men 1 never ſaw, to I 
reveng d on thee, thou termagant Infidel, 


gur 
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Polk. What Noiſe, what Out-cry, what Tutnblt's- 
, ? | 
7 Ha, the Doctor. — What ſhall I do? 

[Gets 30 the Door, Scar. pulls her in. 
Doct. A Woman! ſome Baud I am ſure; — Woman, 
ſbat's your Buſineſs here ? ha. 
Har, 1 came, an't like your Seigniorſhip, to Madam 
je Goyernants here, to ſetve her in the Quality of a 
le de Chambre to the young Ladies. 


ou Dock. A Fille de Chambre J tis ſo, a ſhe Pimp. 
Har. Ab, Seignior— [ Makes bis litile dapper Leg 
inſtead of a Curt //. 
Dif, How now, what do you mock me ? 
oke Har. Oh Seignior ! " [| Gets nearer the Door. 


Mop, Stay, ſtay, Miſtreſs ; and what Service are you 
je to do the Seignior's Daughters ? | 
Har, Is this Seignior Doctor Baliardo, Madam? 


1 Mp. Yes, | - 

Har. Oh! he's a very handſome Gentleman—indeed, 
e Di, Ay, ay, what Service can you do, Miſtreſs? 
r. Why Seignior, I can tie a Crevat the beſt of an 


ſon in Naples, and 1 can comb a Periwig and 
an —— N 

Dock. Very proper Service for young Ladies; you, I 
exe, have been Hille de Chambre to ſome young Ca» 
lers, e . 
Har. Moſt true, Seignior; why ſhou'd not the Cava- 
$ keep Filles de Chambre, as well as great Ladies Va- 
de Chambre? 


Dock, Indeed 'tis equally reaſonable.— Tis a Baud. 
[Aſide, : 


6 Bt have you never ſerv'd Ladies? 

Har. Oh yes, I ſerv'd a Parſon's Wife. 

Diet, Is that a great Lady? | 

Har. Ay, ſurely, Sir, what is ſhe elſe? for ſhe wore- 
 Mantuas of Brocade d' or, Petticoats lac'd up to the 
hers, her Points, her Patches, Paints and Perfumes, . 
lat in the uppermoſt place in the Church too. 


Mop, 
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- Mop. But have you never fery'd Counteſſes and Du 

Har. Oh, yes, Madam; the laſt I ſerv'd, was ar 
derman's Wife in the City, -' x 2 

Mop. Was that a Counteſs or a Dutcheſs ? 

Har. Ay, certainly— for they have all the Mong 
and then for Clothes, Jewels, and rich Furniture, 
eating, they out-do the very Vice-Rezne her ſelf, 
Dock. This is a very ignorant running Baud, —they 
fore firſt ſearch her for Billets. Doux, and then haye h 
pump'd. | 

Har. Ah, Seignior,—Seignior. ... {[Scar, ſearches hi 
| finds Letter, 

Scar. Ha, to Elaria,—and Bellemante / 

[Reads the Outſide, pops em into his Biſ 

Theſe are from their Lovers. 
— Ha, a Note to Mopſophil.—Ob, Rogue! have I fou 
ou? 6; | 
: Har. If you have, *tis but Trick for your Trick, $i 
nior Scaramouch, and you may ſpare the Pumping, 

Scar. For once, Sirrah, I'll bring you off, and deli 
your Letters.—Sir, do you not know who this is} 
Why tis a Rival of mine, who put on this Diſguiſe | 
cheat me of Miſtreſs Mopſophil—See here's a Billet | 
ber. 

Doct. What is he ? n | | 

Scar. A Mungrel Dancing-Maſter 3 therefore, Sir, {in 
all the Injury's mine, I' pardon bim for a Dance, a 
let the Agility of bis Heels ſave his Bones, with your Je 
miſſion, Sir, The 

Do#, With all my Heart, and am glad he comes! 
ſo comically. [Harlequin dan 

[ 4 knocking at the Gate. Scar. goes and retun 

Scar, Sir, Sir, here's the rare Philoſopher who 8 
here yeſterday. | WW 

Doct. Give him Entrance, and all depart, 

Enter Charmante. 

Char. Bleſt be thoſe Stars that firſt conducted me toi 
much Worth and Virtue; you are their Darling, Sir, | 
whom they wear their brighteſt Luſtre, a 
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Your Fortune is eſtablif/d, you are made, Sir. 
Dock. Let me contain my Joe. 
Io | [ [ Kreping'm an impatient Foy, 
May 1 be worthy, Sir, to apprehend you? 

Char, After long ſearching, watching, faſting, pray- 
ing, and uſing all the virtuous means in Nature, whereby 
we ſolely do attain the higheſt Knowledge in Philoſophy ; 
it was reſolv'd, by ſtrong Intelligence—you were the 
happy Sire of that bright Nymph, that had infaſcinated, 
charm'd, and conquer:d the mighty Emperor Iredonozor, 
the Monarch of the Moon. p FH 

Doct. I am undone with Joy! ruin'd with Tranſport. 

„ Aſide. 
Can it—can it, Sir, — be poſſible? 
| [Stifling his Joy, which breaks out, 

Char. Receive the Bleſſing, Sir, with Moderation. 

DoF. I do, Sir, I do. 

Char, This very Night, by their great Art, they find, 
He will deſcend, and ſhew himſelf in Glory. 

An Honour, Sir, no Mortal has receiy'd 
Inis ſixty hundred years. 

Dock. Hum—ſay you ſo, Sir; no Emperor ever de- 
ſcend this ſixty hundred years ? [ Looks: ſad, 
—Was I deceiy'd laſt Night? - [ Aſode. 

Char, Oh! yes, Sir, often in Diſguiſe, in ſeyeral 
Shapes and Forms, which did of old occaſion ſo many 
fabulous Tales of all the Shapes of Jupiter — but never in 
their proper Glory, Sir, as Emperors. This is an Honour 
only deſign'd to you. of hop 35 

Doct. And will his Grace—be here in Perſon, Sir? 

| 4 4 11. 7 Lifeaen 

Char. In Perſon——and with him, a Man of mighty 
Quality, Sir, 'tis thought, the Prince of Thunderland— 
but that's but whiſper'd, Sir, in the Cabal, and that he 
loves your Niece, | 


Doct. Miraculous ! how this agrees with all I've ſeen 
and heard To Night, ſay you Sir? | 

Char. So *tis conjectur'd, Sir. ſome of the Caba- 
liſts are of opinion, that laſt Night there was ſome Sally 
from the Moon. | Ty | 


Doc. 
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 _Doft. About what Hour, Sir? nutte Jags: 
ar. The Meridian of the Night, Sir, about the Hows 
of Twelve or One; but who deſcended, or in what Shape, 
is yet uncertain. . alt enn 
Doc. This 1 believe, Sir. oh 

Char, Why, Sir? | 

Doct. May 1 communicate a Secret of that nature? | 

Char. To any of the Cabaliſts, but none elſe. 

Dock. Then know. — laſt Night, my Daughter and 
my Niece were entertain'd by thoſe illuftrieus Heroes, 

Char, Who, Sir, the Emperor, and Prince his Couſin? 

Doc. Moſt certain, Sir. 11 21 | 
But whether they appear'd in ſolid Bodies, or Fantomicl, 
is yet a Queſtion; for at my unlucky approach, they al 
transform'd themſelves into a Piece of Hangings, 

Char. Tis frequent, Sir, their Shapes are numerous; 
and *tis alſo in their power to transform all they touch, 
by virtue of a certain Stone they call the E ua. 

Doct. That wondrous Ebula, which Gonzales had 

Char. The fame, by virtue of which, all Weight waz 
taken from him, and then with eaſe the lofty Traveller 
flew from Parnaſſus Hill, and from Hymethus Mount, 

and high Gerania, and Acrocorinthus, thence to Taygerus, 
fo to Olympus Top, from whence he had but one ſtep to 
the Moon. Dizzy he grants he was. 

Doct. No wonder, Sir, Oh happy great Gonzales / 

Char. Your Virtue, Sir, will render you as happy—but 
1 muſt haſte this Night prepare your Daughter and 
”__ Niece, and let your Houſe be dreſs'd, perfum'd, and 

ean. | 

Doct. It ſhall be all perform'd, Sir. 

Char. Be modeſt, Sir, and humble in your Elevation; 
for nothing ſhews the Wit ſo poor, as Wonder, nor 


Birth-fo mean, as Pride. 
Dock. I humbly thank your Admonition, Sir, and ſhall, 


in all I can, ſtruggle with human Frailty, 
[Brings Char. to the Door bare. Ex: 
Enter Scaramouch, peefing at the other Door. 
Scar. So, fo, all things go gloriouſly forward, but my 
own Amour, and there is no conyincing this obſtinae 
Is 33 Womas 


— 
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Woman, that 'twas that Rogue Harlequin in Diſguiſe, 
dam d me; ſo that I cannot ſo much as come to deliver 
ſbe young Ladies their Letters from their Lovers. I muſt 
get in with this damn'd Miſtreſs of mine, or all our Plot 
vil be ſpoil'd for want of Intelligence. tape | 
Hum, the Devil does not uſe to fail me at a dead 
Lit, 1 muſt deliver thefe Letters, and I muſt have this 
VWench—tho but to be reveng'd on her for abuſing me 
q Iet me ſfee—ſhe is reſolv'd for the Apothecary or the 
Farmer. Well, ſay no more, honeſt Scaramouch ; thou 
bat find a Friend at need of me — and if 1 do not fit 
you with a Spouſe, fay that a Woman has out · witted 


| re. 


.. 


, ACT IL SCENE I. 


Le Street, with the Town-Gate, where an 
„ Oficer ſtands with à Staff like 4 London 
WW Conſtable. | 


nter Harlequin riding in a Calaſh, comes through the 
Gate towards the Stage, dreſi'd like a Gentleman ſitting 
in it. The Officer lays hold of his Horſe. 


Dicer. } JOld, hold, Sir, you I ſuppofe know the Cu- 
H ſtoms that are due to this City of Naples, 

om all Perſons that paſs the Gates in Coach, Chariot, 
aaſh, or Siege Volant, 

Har, 1 am not ignorant of the Cuſtom, Sir, but what's 
hat to me: | 

Of. Not to you, Sir! why, what Privilege have you 
dove the reſt > - 

Har, Privilege, for what, Sir ? 
0f. Why for paſſing, Sir, wich any of the before-named 


ages. 
'S Har. 


A GO. > 
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Har. Art mad ?—Doſt, not ſee I am a plain Babe: 
and this my Cart, that comes to carry Bread for the Vicw 
Roy's, and the City's Uſe ?=—— ha, 
Off. Are you mad, Sir, to think I cannot fee a Gents. 
man Farmer and a Calaſh, from a Baker and a Car; 

Har. Drunk by this Day—and fo early too? Oh youre 
a ſpecial Officer; unhand my Horſe, Sirrah, or you ſal 
pay for all the Damage you do me. | | 

Off. Hey day! here's a fine Cheat upon the Vice-Roy 
Sir, pay me, or I'll ſeize your Horſe. e 
e if [ Har. ſtrites him. They ſcuſſle à litth, 
Nay, and you be ſo brisk, I'll call the Clerk from 

his Office, 1 #7 $652 | 
Calls, Mr. Clerk, Mr. Clerk. 
[Goes to the Entrance to call the Clerk, 1h. 
mean time Har. whips a Frotk over himſelf 
and puts down the hind part of the Cha. 
riot, and then tis a Cart. k 
Enter Clerk. . 

Cler. What's the matter here? 

Off Here's a Fellow, Sir, will perſuade me, his Calf 
is a Cart, and refuſes the Cuſtoms for paſſing the Gate, 

Cler. A Calaſh——Where ? I ſee only a Carter 
and his Cart, [The Officer looks on him, 

Off. Ha, what a Devil was I blind? 

Har. Mr, Clerk, 1 am a Baker, that came with Bread 
to ſell, and this Fellow here has ſtopt me this Hour, and 
made me loſe the ſale of my Ware; and being drunk, 
will out- face me I am a Farmer, and this Cart a Calaſh, 
Cler. He's in an Error, Friend, paſs on. 

Har. No Sir, I'll have ſatisfaction firſt, or the Vice. 
Roy ſhall know bow he's ſery'd by drunken Officers, that 
are a Nuſance to a Civil Government, 

Cler. What do you demand, Friend? | 

Har. Demand, I demand a Crown, Sir, 

ff. This is very hard Mr. Clerk Lf ever I fay 
in my Life, I thought 1 ſaw a Gentleman and a Calaſh, 

Cler. Come, come, gratiſy him, and ſee better herealtcr, 

Off. Here Sir, —if I muſt, I muſt. I Gives him 4 Cicun. 

Cler. Pals on, Friennc. l [Ex ol 

5, 1. 
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Har. unſeen, puts up the back of his Calaſh, and 
whips off his Frock,” and goes to drive on. The 
Officer looks on him, and ſtops him again. 
of. Hum, I'll ſwear it is a Calaſn Mr. Clerk, Mr. 
Cleck, come back, come back. [Run out to call him. 
| Bie changes as before. 
Enter Officer and Clerk. in 

Come Sir, let your own Eyes convince you, Sir. 

Cler, Convince me, of what, you Sot? 

Of: This is a Gentleman, and thata——ha 

| [Looks about on Hae, 

Cler. Stark drunk! Sirrah, if you trouble me at every 
Miſtake of yours thus, you ſhall quit your Office. 

Of 1 beg your Pardon, Sir, I am a little in Drink 1 
confeſs, a little blind and mad——Sir, This muſt be 
the Deyil, that's certain. [The Clerk goes our. 

Har. puts up his Calaſh again, and pulls off his 

Frock and drives out. 1 
Vell, now to my thinking, tis as plain a Calaſh 
gain as ever I ſaw in my Life, and yet I'm ſatisfy d *tis 
laſh nothing but a Cart. : Ex. 


"=" SCENE changes to the Doftor's Houſe. 


Te Hall. | 
_ Enter Scaramouch in a Chair, which is ſet down and 
and open'd on all ſides, and on the top repreſents an Apo- 
nk, thecary's Shop, the Inſide being painted with Shelves 
H and rows vf Pots and Bottles; Scaramouch fitting in 


it dreſsd in Black, with a ſhort black Cloke, a Ruff, 

and little Hat. | 

Scar, The Devil's in't, if either the Doctor, my Maſ- 
ter, or Mopſophil, know me in this Diſguiſe—And thus 
I may. not only gain my Miſtreſs, and out: wit Harlequin, 
but deliver the Ladies thoſe Letters from their Lovers, 
which I took out of his Pocket this Morning; and who 
wou'd ſuſpect an Apothecary for a Pimp: Nor can the 
Jade Mopſophil, in Honour, refuſe a Perſon of my Gra- 
Vity, and ſo well ſet up,— . Pointing to his Shop. 
Hum, the Doctor here firſt, this is not ſo well, but 
I'm prepar'd with Impudence for all Encounters. 


Enter 
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Enter the Doctor. Scaramouch ſalutes him gravy, 
—- Moſt Reverend Doctor Baliardo. Leun, 
Dott. Seignior hag [dy 
© Scar, I might thro great Puſillanimity, bluſh to gin 
you this Anxiety, did not I opine you were as gracious 3 
communicative and eminent; and tho you have no Coo. 
niſance of me, your humble Servant, — yet I have of . 
—you being ſo gravely fram'd for your admirable Skil 
both in Galenical and Paracelſian Phenomena's, and other 
approv'd Felicities in Vulnerary Emeticks, and purging 
Experiences. e W 
Doct. Seignior, — your Opinion honours me nn 


Man this, LY | | 
Sea. And tho I am at preſent buſied in writing 
thoſe few Obſervations 1 have accumulated in my "= 
grinations, Sir; yer the Ambition I afpir'd to, of being 
an ocular and aurial Witneſs of your Singularity, made me 
treſpaſs on your ſublimer Affairs. 
Doc. Seignior 
Scar. —Beſides a violent Inclination, Sir, of being ini 
tiated into the Denomination_of your learned Family, by 
the Conjuga! Circumference of a Matrimonial Tye, with 
that ſingularly accompliſh'd Perſon—Madam, the Gover, 
nante of your Hoſtel — | 
Doct. Hum A Sweet-heart for Mopſophil ! (Aſide 
Scar. And if I may obtain your Condeſcenſion to my 
Hymenzal Propoſitions, 1 doubt not my Operation wit 
the Fair One. | 
Doct. Seignior, ſhe's much honour'd in the Overture, 
and my Abilities ſhall not be wanting to fix the Concord, 
But have you been a Traveller, Sir? 
Scar. Without Circumlocutions, Sir, I have ſeen all the Wil ac 
Regions beneath the Sun and Moon. E 
Doft. Moon, Sir! You never travell'd thither, Sir? ! 
Scar. Not in Propria Perſona, Seignior, bur by Specu- 
lation, I have, and made moſt conſiderable Remarks on Wi 
that incomparable Terra Firma, of which I have the Bhi \ 
compleateſt Map in Chriſtendom and which En- 
e omitted in his Co/mographia of the Lunir Bi" 
Mundus. | | | . 


Doft, 
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ly, Dock. A Map of the Lunar Mundus, Sir! may I craye 
Bows, de Honour of ſeeing it ? | 
%, Star. You ſhall, Sir, together with a Map of Terra In- 
give r; a great Rarity, indeed, Sir, 


Enter Bellemante. 

Dock. Jewels, Sir, worth a King's Ranſom ! 

Bell, Ha. What Figure of a Thing bave we here, 
bantering my creduJous Uncle? This muſt be ſome 
Scout ſent from our Forlorn Hope, to diſcover the Enemy, 
ind bring in freſh Intelligence. Hum, that Wink 
tipt me — Tidings, and ſhe deſerves not a good Look, 
who underſtands not the Language of the Eyes. Sir, 
Dinner's on the Table. 

Doct. Let it wait, 1 am employ' d- = | 

[She creeps to the other fide of Scaramouch, 
who makes Signs with his Hand to her. 

Bell. Ha, *tis ſo: This Fellow has ſome Novel for us, 
ſome Letter or Inſtructions, but how to get it— 

[4s Scar. talks to the Doctor, he takes the Letters by 
ini degrees out of his Pocket, and unſeen, gives em 
by Bellemante behind him. 
ih e Doc. But this Map, Seignior; I proteſt you have fill'd 
yer, . with ce Has it ſiguify'd all things ſo exactly, 

| ay you! 

2 Scar, Omitted nothing, Seignior, no City, Town, 
my Village, or Villa; no Caſtle, River, Bridge, Lake, Spring 
rich or Mineral, _ | 

Dock. Are any, Sir, of thoſe admirable Mineral Wa- 
ters there, ſo frequent in our World ? 

Scar, In abundance, Sir: the Famous Garamanteen, a 
young Italian, Sir, lately come from thence, gives an 
account of an excellent Scaturigo, that has lately made an 
2 there, in great Reputation with the Lunary 

ies. 

Dock. Indeed, Sir! be pleas'd Seignior, to ſolve me 
ſome Queries that may enode ſome appearances of the 
Virue of the Water you ſpeak of. 

Scar, Pox upon him, what Queſtions he asks—but I 
muſt on ¶ Aſide. ] Why Sir, you muſt know,—theTinQure 
of this Water upon Stagnation ceruleates, and the Crocus 

upon 


| might have ſeen the Conſummation of Amalgama. 
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upon the Stones flaveces ; this he obſerves——to be, Sir 
the Indication of a generous Water, 6. 
Doc. Hum ö | [Gravely noddng 

Scar. Now, Sir, be. pleas'd to obſerve the three Ne 
gions: if they be bright, without doubt Mars is powerhy, 


if the middle Region or Camera be palled, Filia alu oi be 
breeding, | me 
| Doct. Hum. 


Scar. And then the third Region, if the Fæces be vol. 
tile, the Birth will ſoon come in Balneo. This I'obſerye 
alſo in the Laboratory of that ingenious Chymiſt Lyſidin, 
and with much Pleaſure animadyerted that Mineral of the 
ſame Zenith and Nadir, of that now ſo famous Water in 
England, near that famous Metropolis, . call'd 1/ington, 

Doct. Seignior S * : 
Scar. For, Sir, upon the Infuſion, the Crows Heal 
immediately procures the Seal of Hermes; and had na 
Lac Virginis been too ſoon ſuck'd up, I belieye pe 


[Bellemante having got her Tetters, goes off. Shy 
| makes Signs to him to ſtay a little. He nods, 
Doct.- Moſt likely, Sir. eee $5" 


Scar. But, Sir, this Garamanteen relates the ſtranget WW | 
Operation of a Mineral in the Lunar World, that ever 
heard of. | 1 
Doct. As how, I pray, Sir ? 
Scar. Why, Sir, a Water impregnated to a Circulation b 
with prima Materia; upon my Honour, Sir, the ſtrong 1 
I ever drank of. : | \ 
De#. How, Sir! did you drink of it? 
Scar. I only ſpeak the words of Garamantten, Si, 8 


box on him, I ſhall be trapt. LAſid. 

Doct. Cry Mercy, Sir. Bous 

Scar. The Lunary Phyſicians, Sir, call it Urinam u. 
can, it calybeates every ones Excrements more or leſs ac 
cording to the Gradus of the natural Calor.— To mn) 
Knowledge, Sir, a Smith of a very fiery Conſtitution l 
grown very opulent by drinking theſe Waters. | 

Doct. How, Sir, grown rich by drinking the Water 
and to your Knowledge ? | 


Scar. 
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gear. The Devil's in my Tongue. To my Knowledge, 

Sir; for what a Man of Honour relates, I may ſafely 
ifirm. 

Diff, Excuſe me, Seignior 

[Puts off his Hat again gravely. 

Scar. For, Sir, conceive me how he grew rich; fince - 
he drank thoſe Waters he never buys any Iron, but ham- 
mers it out of Stercus Proprius. | 

| Enter Bellemante with a Billet. 

Bell. Sir, tis three a Clock, and Dinner will be cold. 
[Goes behind Scaramouch, and gives him 
the Note and goes out. VE 

Do4, I come Sweet-heart ; but this is wonderful. 

Star, Ay, Sir, and if at any time Nature be too in- 
firm, and he prove Coſtive, he has no more to do, but 
apply a Load · ſtone ad Anum. e 

Doft, Is't poſſible? $ 

Scar. Moſt true, Sir, and that facilitates the Journey 
ter Viſcera.— hut I detain you, Sir: another. time 
Sir,—I will now only beg the Honour of a Word or two 
with the Governante, before I go. 

Doct Sir, ſhe ſhall wait on you, and I ſhall be proud 
of the Honour of your Converſation. [Ex. Doctor. 
Enter to him Harlequin, dreſs'd like a Farmer, as before. 

Har, Hum What have we here, a Taylor or a 
Tumbler? 3 1 6 
Scar. Ha Who's this?: Hum What if it ſhouw'd 
be the Farmer that the Doctor has promis'd Mopſophil to ? 
My Heart miſgives me. { They look at each other a while. 
Who wou'd you ſpeak with, Friend? 

Har. This is, perhaps, my Rival the Apothecary,— 
Speak with, Sir! why what's that to you? 

Scar. Have you Affairs with Seignior Doctor, Sir? 

Har. It may be I have, it may be I have not. What 
then, Sir? En: 3 

While they ſeem in angry Diſpute, enter Mopſophil. 

Mep. Seignior Doctor tells me I have a Lover wa ts 
me, ſure it muſt be the Farmer or the Apothecary, No 
matter which, ſo a Lover, that welcomeſt Man alive, I 
am reſoly'd to take the firſt good Offer, tho but in on 

0 
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of Harlequin and Scaramouch, for putting Tricks uy 
me. Ha,. Iwo of em 8 
Scar. My Miſtreſs here! [They both bow, ang yz 
2 | Dance, putting each other by 
Mop. Hold Gentlemen, — do not worry me, 
Which of you wou'd ſpeak with me ? 
Both. 1. I, I, Madam 
Mop. Both of you? 
Both, No, Madam, I, I. 
Mop. If both Lovers, you are both welcome; but lv; 
bave fair Play, and take your turns to ſpeak. 
Har, Ay, p< tis moſt uncivil to interrupt me, 
Scar. And dilingenuous, Sir, to intrude on. me, 
Putting one another ly 


Mop. Let me then ſpeak firſt, 
Har. I'm dumb. 
Scar. J acquieſce. | 
Mop. I was inform'd there was a Perſon here had pi 

poſitions of Marriage to make me. | 
Har. That's I, that's I— [ Shoves. Scar, away, 
Scar. And I attend to that conſequential Finis, 

| [Shoves Har, away, 
Har. I know not what you mean by your Fins, Sig 
nior; but I am come to offer my ſelf this Gentlewoman' 

Servant, her Lover, ber Husband, her Dog in a Halen 

or any thing, | 
Scar. Him I pronounce a Paltroon, and an ignominiou 

Utenſil, that dares lay claim to the renowed Lady of ny 

Primum Mobile; that is, my beſt Affections. (In R 
Har. I fear not your hard Words, Sir, but dare alot 

pronounce, if Donna Mop ſophil like me, the Farmer, à 

well as I like her, *tis a Match, and my Chariot's rea 

at the Gate to bear her off, d'ye ſee. 
Mop, Ah, how that Chariot pleads. As 
Scar. And J pronounce, that being intoxicated with the 
ſweet Eyes of this refulgent Lady, I come to tender her 
my nobleſt Particulars, being already moſt advantage 
ouſly ſet up with the circumſtantial Implements of my Oc 
cupation. [ Points to the Ship 


Mop, 


lik 
1 
; 


— 
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Mp. A City Apothecary, a moſt genteel Calling. 
Which ſhall I chuſe ?——Seignior Apothecary, I'll not 
epoſtulare the circumſtantial Reaſons that have occaſion'd 
me this Honour. * Lad) 3 8 1 
Scar. Incompara „the Eleg your Re. 
partes moſt excellenily denotes the Profundiy of your Ca- 
dcity. 
b He. What the Devil's all this? Good Mr. Conjurer, 
fand by—and don't fright the Gentlewoman with your 
let's elegant P rofundities, 4 [ Puts bim by. 

Scar. How, a Conjurer ! I will chaſtiſe thy vulgar Ig- 
norance, that yclepes a Philoſopher a Conjurer. In Rage. 


wer 


| ad. 
r by, 


ne. 

Har. Loſaphers !—Prithee, if thou beſt a Man, 
Mek like a Man then. | 

Scar. Why, what do I ſpeak like? what do I ſpeak 

like ? 

Har. What do you ſpeak like !—why you ſpeak like 
Pe WV heel-Barrow, | 

Scar, How! 
wo Har. And how. | 

[They come up cloſe together at half Sword Parry; 

wah ſtare on each other for a while, then put up and 


| bow to each other crviliy. 

Mot. That's well, Gentlemen, let's have all Peace, 

vile I ſurvey you both, and ſee which likes me beſt. 
[She goes between em, and ſurveys em both, 
they making ridiculous Bows on both ſides, 

' nj and Grimaces the while, 

%a, now on my Conſcience, my two fooliſh Lovers, 
lobi Harlequin and Scaramouch; how are my Hopes de- 
r, ſeated ?—but faith I'll fit you both. [She views em both. 
eaſy ar. So, ſhe's conſidering fill, I ſhall be the happy 


Dog. LAſide. 
e Har. She's taking aim, ſhe cannot chuſe but like me 
the bet. [Af de. 
ber Scar. Well, Madam, how does my Perſon propagate ? 
age. [Bowing and ſmiling. 


O Mop. Faith Seignior, now 1 look better on you, I do 
or like your Phiſnomy fo well as your Intellects; yon 
* 


240 The Emperor of the Moon. 
diſcovering ſome circumſtantial Symptoms that eyer 4; 
note a villanous Inconſtancy, 
Scar. Ah, you are pleas'd, Madam. 
Mop. You are miſtaken, Signior, I am diſpleas'4 4 
your Grey-Eyes, and black Eye-brows, and Beard; 1 
ver knew a Man with thoſe Signs, true to his Miſtre g 
his Friend. And I wou'd ſooner wed that Scoundrel 5;; 
ramouch, that very civil Pimp, that mere pair of chyni 
Bellows that blow the Doctor's projecting Fires, that I 
puty- urinal Shaker, that very Guzman of Salamanca i 
a Fellow of your infallible Signum Mallis. 
Har. Ha, ha, ha, you have your Anſwer, Seighi 
Friskin — and may ſhut up your Shop and be gone, 
Ha, ha, ha. os. | 
Scar. Hum, ſure the Jade knows me, Al 
Mop. And as for you, Seignior— ö 
Har. Ha, Madam. LBowing and ſmilng 
Mop. Thoſe Lanthorn Jaws of yours, with that md 
villanous Sneer and Grin, and a certain fierce Air of ya 
Eyes, looks altogether moſt  fanatically=—— which wi 
your notorious Whey Beard, are certain Signs of Knaye 
and Cowardice z therefore l'ad rather wed that Spit 
Harlequin, that Sceleton Buftoon, that Ape of Man, th 
Jack of Lent, that very Top, that's of no uſe, but whe 
tis whip'd and laſtid, that piteous Property L'ad rath 
wed than thee. Tr 
Har. A very fair Declaration, * ä 
Mop. You underſtand me and ſo adieu ſweet G 
ter · pipe, and Seignior Dirty-Boots, Ha, ha, ha. Runte Dol 
iS. [They ſtand looking ſimply on ta 
| other, without ſpeaking a whil 
Scar. That I ſhou'd not know that Rogue * 
"EEE Aſi 
Har. That Iſhou'd take this Fool for a Phyſician, Ai 
. - How long have you commenc'd Apothecar 
Seignior? Pt, | 
Scar. Ever ſince you turn'd Farmer. Are not jt 
a a'damn'd Rogue to put theſe Tricks upon me, and ml 
diſhonoutably break all Articles between us ? 
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Har. And are not you a damn'd Son of a ſome - 
0 break Articles with mne? | 
gar. No more Words, Sir, no more Words, 1 find 
muſt come to Actions, dra. | Draws. 
Har. Draw J i ſo I can draw, Sir. Draws. 
hey make a ridiculous cowardly Fight, Enter the Doc- 
ur, which they ſeeing, come on with more Courage. 
He runs between, and with his Cane beats the Swords 


de 


down, $a 
Dock. Hold, hold, what mean you, Gentlemen? 
Star, Let me go, Sir, I am provok'd beyond meaſure, 


Doll. You muſt excuſe me, Seignior, 
| [Parlies with Harlequin. 

gar. I dare not diſcover the Fool for his Maſter's {ake, 
id it may ſpoil our Intrigue anon; beſides, he'll then 
cover me, and-I ſhall be diſcarded for bantering the 
actor. el BY ö e [ Aſide, 
A Man of Honour to be ſo baſely affronted here. 

| The Doctor comes to appeaſe Scaramouch, 
Har. Shou'd I diſcover this Raſcal, he wou'd tell the 
Gentleman I. was the fame that attem ed bis Houſe 
day in Woman's Clothes, and I ſhould be kick*d and 
nen moſt inſatiably. 
Sar, What Seignior, for a Man of Parts to be im- 
fd upon, and whip'd thro the Lungs here—like a 
untebank's Zany for ſham Cures-——Mr. Doctor, I 

tell you *tis not civil. | | | 

Deft, 1 am extremely ſorry for it, Sir,—and you ſhall 


r bow 1 will have this Fellow handled for the Affront 
wi * Perſon of your Gravity, and in my Houſe 
Ene Ledro. - | 1 
| Enter Pedro, | 
Take thts Intruder, or bring ſome of your Fellows 
ber, and toſs him in a Blanket. [ Exit Pedro. 


Har. going to creep away, Scar. holds him. 
Har, Hark ye, bring me off, or 111 diſcover all your 
mpue, , $0 [Aſide to him. 
gar. Let me alone. * 
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Dock. III warrant you ſome Rogue that has ſome 5. 
on my Niece and Da 55 ö | 
Scar. No, no, Sir, he comes to impoſe the groſſeſt 1; 
upon you, that ever was heard re . 
Euter Pedro with others, with 4 Blanket, They þ, 
| Harlequin into it, and toſs him, 
Har. Hold, hold, Þll confeſs all, rather than indue 
Do#t, Hold, what will you canfeſs, Sir. 
1 | He comes out, makes ſich But 
Scar. That he's the greateſt Impoſtor in Na 
Wou'd you think it, Sir? he pretends to be no leſs i 
an Ambaſlador from the Emperor of the Moon, Sir, 
Do#. Ha, Ambaſſador from the Emperor of | 
Moon ! nn Pulls off his By 
Scar. Ay, Sir, thereupon 1 laugh'd, thereupon he g 
angry laugh'd at his Reſentment, and thereupon 
drew, and this was the high Quarrel, Sir. 
Doct. Hum—Ambaſſador from the Moon. [Pa 
Scar. I have brought you off, manage him as wil 
you can, 
Har. Brought me off, yes, out of the Frying-pa i 
the Fire. Why, bow the Devil ſhall I act an Ant 
fador ? 8 T4 
Dock. It muſt be ſo, for how ſhou'd either ot f 
know I expected that Honour? ¶ He addreſſes him u 
. ® — * 101 
Sir, if the Figure make, approachin near ( 
of this World, 4: per us commit — undecen f 
dignity to your high Character, you ought to pardon 
Frailty of our mortal Education and Ignorance, hi 
never before been bleſs'd with the Deſcenſion of any 
your World. | 
Har. What the Devil ſhall I fay now ? 
—— I confeſs I am, as you may ſee by my Gath, 
a little Incognito, becauſe the publick Meſſage 1 bra 5, 
very private which is, that the mighty rad 1, 
Emperor of the Moon, with his moſt worthy Brother, . 
Prince of Thunderland, intend to ſup with you 10 Mu. 
— Therefore be ſure you get good Wine. — I,. 
the way let me tell you, tis for the ſake of you 
Daughter, d 


3 
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gear. I'll leave the Rogue to his own ement · 
reſume, by your , whiſpering, Sir, you wou'd be pri- 
ne, and humbly begging pardon, take my leave. Exit. 
Har, You have it, Friend. Does your. Niece and 
Daughter drink, Sir? | | n he 
J 
Har, Ay, Sir, drink hard? | 5 
Dal. Bo the Women of your World «drink hard, 
ir ? . 3 
Har, According to their Quality, Sir, more or leſs ; 
be greater the Quality, the more profuſe the Quantity. 
. Why that's juſt as 'tis here; but your Men of 
ulity, your Stateſmen, Sir, I preſume they are ſober, 
med and wiſe. 2 4 37:98. 
Har, Faith, no Sir 3 but they are, for the moſt part, 
hat's as good, very proud and promiſing, Sir, mol li- 
eral of their Word to every fauning Suiter, to purchaſe 
je ftate of long Attendance, and cringing as they paſs ; 
ut the Devil of- & Performance, without you get the 
dp as in the right Place and Time; but yet 
bey all defy tt, Str. | 2 b 
Doll. Juſt, juſt, as tis here.— But pray, Sir, how do 
beſe Great Men live with their Wives —5 
Har, Moſt nobly, Sir, my Lord keeps his Coach, my 
dy hers ; my Lord his Bed, my Lady bers; and very 
rely ſee one another, unleſs they chance to meet in a 
(fit, in the Park, the Mall, the Tour, or at the Baſſet- 
able, where they civilly falute and part, be to his 
! reſs, ſhe to play. e e- 1750 8 
Det, Good lack! juſt as tis here.. 
Har. — Where, if ſhe chance to lofe her Money, ra- 
r than give out, ſhe borrows of the next amorous 
comb, who, from that Minute, hopes, and is ſure 
be paid again one way or other, the next kind Oppor- 


Doff. — Juſt as ds here. 
Har, As for the young Fellows chat have Money, they 
e no Mercy upon their own Perſons, but wearing 
aue off as faſt as they can, ſwear, and whore and 
ak, and borrow as long as any rooking Citizen will 3 
L 2 ti 


* «v1? 


"244 Ti he E mperor uf he Alen, 


till having degrly purchaſed the heroick Title of 2 Bu 
. or a Sharper, they. live pity'd of their Friends, and g 


if is'd b eir Whores, and d rt this anſi 
beaker 10 ſundry ways. 0 8 *Þ# PP irory Vor 


Dot, Juſt, juſt as tis here! 

Har. As for the Citizen, Sir, the Couttier lies with 
Vife z he in revenge, cheats him of | his Eſtate, till ti 
*enough to marry his Danghter to a Courtier, again gh 
bim all——unlefs. his Wife's oyer-gallantry breaks 8 
"and thus, the World runs round, 

Doct. The very ſame tis heres there no preſs 
ment, Sir, for Men of Parts and Merit? 

Har, Parts and Merit! what's that? a Liyery, or 
handſome tying a Cravat; for the great Men RE 1 
but their Foot · men and Valets. ths | 

Doct. By my Troth juſt as tis here, 
Ir, 1 find you are a Perſon of. moſt profound 
_telligence——under Fayour, Sir, are you a Native of t 
Moon, or this World? 3 | 

Har. The Bevi's in him for hard duelle. 

Im a Neapolitan, Sic. | 

Doct. Sir, 1 honour you; good luck, my Coutn 
man! How got you to 2 Region of che Moon, Si 
Har. A plaguy inquiſitive old Fool! 6 
hy, Sir. Pox on't, what ſhall I ſay 1 
ing — one day in a muſing Melatichol Þ walking 
' Sea-lide—there aroſe, Sir, a great Mi by the K 
| baling of the Vapours of the © Bic, Sir. 5 

Doct. Right, Sir. Dy * 

Har. In this Fog, or. Miſt, Sir, I was exhapa. 

Dock. The Exhalations of the Sun' draw Jou to 
Moon, 1 8 

Har. I am condemn'd to the Blanket again.— | 
Sir, 1 was exhal'd up, but in my way—being too hes 
was drop'd into the Sea. 7 
Dock. How, Sir, into the Sea? 1 Py 
Har. The Sea, Sir, where the 4 AT 8 Fiſke 


« SO FE BS 
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Df, How, Sir, eatin 4 mr 
Har, What did me I, . (Life, being freer) but fall 
; my Knees, and beſqught his Gloriouſneſs not to eat 
e for 1 was no Fiſh, but a Man; he ask'd'me of what 
cuntry, I told bim of Naples; whereupon the Empe- 
u overjoy'd ask*d me if 1 knew that moſt reverend and 
med Doctor Baliar do, and his fair Daughter. I told 
m did: whereupon he made me his Bed-fellow, and 
e Confident. to his Amour to Seigniora, Elaria. | 
bock. Bleſs me, Sir! how came the Emperor to know 
Har. There he is again with. his damn'd hard Queſ- 
0, —Know her, Sir,—Why—you were walking ar 
god one day. 1 r + 


n our Garden. MM eo PPD . 
Har. Ay, there it was indeed, Sir, —and as his High- 
x was taking a Survey of this lower World —thro a 


Neice, and from that very moment 


drums and Trumpet. The Emperor, Sir, is on 
nay, prepare for his Reception. gb 


[4 Hrange Noiſe is heard of Braff Kettles, and 
Pans, and Bells, and many tinkling things. ' 


de for this great Negotiation.? — but as I may, I 
ably offer, Sir. [Preſents him with 4 rich Ring 
243A Purſe of Gold. 
ar, Sir, as an Honour done the Emperor, I take 
Ring and Gold. I muſt go meet his Highneſs. 
| «| | 4 > 0 Wie , [ Takes leave. 
Enter to him Scaramouch, as himſelf. 
ar, Oh, Sir! we are aftoniſh'd with the dreadful 
d of the ſweeteſt Muſick that ever Mortal heard, but 
I not whence it comes. Have you not heard it, Sir? 
Dat. Heard it, yes, Fool. tis the Muſick of; the 
eres, the Emperor of the Moon · World is deſcending. 


n 0s the South, I ſaw ſuch ſplendid Glories in the Air, 
| 1 r 


The Emperor of the Moon. 243. 


dif, My Daughter never goes abroad, Sit, farther 


p berſpective, Sir,—he. ſaw. you, and Jour Daughter” 
n t ve fell moſt deſpe- 
Vin love — But bark, the ſound of Timbrels, Ket- 


Dolf. I'm in a Rapture——How ſhall 1 pay my Gra- 


Kar. How, Sir, no marvel then, that looking to- 


r 
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| Doc. Ha, faw'ft. thou ought deſcending in the fir? 
Scar. Oh, yes, Sir, Wonders! baſte to the old Gallery 
whence, with the help « of your Telefcope, you may di 


cover all. 
Doc. 1 would not loſe 2 moment for the lower Uni 


verſe. | 
Enter Elaria, Bellema nte, op, arefs'd | in rich 
Habits. . | 


Antick 

Ela, Sir, we are dreſs'd as you commanded us, 

is your farther Pleaſure? 

Doc. It well becomes the Honour you're defign'd fa 
this Night to wed two Princet—come Noh me and kn 
your happy Fare. [Bx. Doctor and Sai 

Ala. Bleſs me! My Father, in all the reſt of bis B. 
courle ſhows fo much Senſe and Reafon, 1 cannot thi 
him mad, but feigns all this to try us. 

Bell. Not mad! Marry Heavens forbid, thou ar: ; 
ways creating Fears to ſtartle one; why if he be not 


his want of Sleep this 2 and for hours — * 


of ſtrange unheard- of 

Splendor of the unuſual Sight, will fo turn his Bang 
dazzle him, that in Grace and Goodneſs, be may be n 
if he be not come, Ter's after him to the Gallery, k 


I 3 bg to ſee in what NOR EIS | 


fr 


« 


Lovers will addreſs to us. (Ex 
S CENE, The Gale 255 aum ule 
Scenes. and Lights. 
Enter Doctor, aria, Rr an, Mopſophil, 5 7 


Bell. Ha Heavens! what's bere ? what Palace 
this ?—No part of our Houſe, 1'm ſure. 

Ela. Tis rather the Apartment of ſome Monarch, 

Doct. I'm all amazement too; but muſt not nous 
Ignorance.——Yes, Elaria, this i is prepar'd to e 
two Princes, 

Bell, Are you ſure on't, Sir ? are we not, tin x 11 
in that World above, I ofien heard you ſpeak of 


the Moon, Sir ? 


% 
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Dull. How ſhall I refolye her For ought 1 know, we 


are. | | F Afrae.. 
Ela. Sure, Sir, tis fome Inchantment. | 
Do#. Let not thy female Ignorance profane the higheſt 
Myſteries of natural Philoſophy : To Fools it ſeems In- 
hantment——but I've a Senſe can reach it—fit and ex- 


Xp, Moſt reverend Sir from the upper World 
por 5 ſalute aged Fre. and Galilews we are call'd 
ent as Interpreters to Great Iredonoxor, Emperor of the 
EY 8 — 

off, Mo Philoſo 
dus low 1 bow to pay my bumble Gratitude. 
Pugh The Emperor, Sir, ſalutes you, and your fair 
er. | 

Gal, And, Sir, the Prince of Thunderland ſalutes you, 
ad your fair Neice. 

Dock. Thus low I fall to thank their Royal Goodneſs. 

[Kneels. They take him up. 

Bell. Came you, moſt reverend Bards, from the Moon - 


Vorld ? | 
L 4 | Rep. 
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Kep, Moſt lovely Maid, we did. | 

Doct. May I preſume to ask the manner 3 

Kep. By Cloud, Sir, thro the Regions of the 4; 
down to the fam d Parnaſſus ;, thence by Water, along 
the — Helicon, the reſt by Poſt upon two wing! 
Eagles. 

Deck. Sir, are * ſtore of our World inhabiting 
Moon? 

Kep. Oh, of all Nations, Sir, that lie beneath! it in d 
Emperor's Train! ! Sir, vou will behold abundance lod 
up and ſee the Orbal World deſcending z obſerye th 
Zodiack, Sir, with her twelve Signs. 

[ Next the Zodiack deſcends, a Symphony * a 
the while, when it is landed, it deliver, 1| 
twelve Signs: Then the Song, the Perſons of th 
Zodiack being the Singers. After which,-thi 
 groes dance and mingle. in the Chorus, 


A Song lor the Zodiack. . 


ET murmuring Lovers no longer 2 

But their Hearts and their Voices adv 

Lr the Nymphs and the Swain in the kind Che jou 
And the Satyrs and Fauns in 4 Dance. 

Let Nature put on her Beauty of May, 5 

And the Fields and the Meadows adorn; 

Tet the Woods and the Mountains reſound with the 70 

And the Echoes their Triumph Lk NT 7 


Chorus. 


For ſince Love wore his Dart, 0 
And Virgins grew Coy; 
Since theſe wounded Hearts, 
And thoſe cou d deſiroy, 
There neer was more Cauſe for your Triumphs and) 


Hark, hark, the Muſick of the Spheres, 
Some Wonder approaching declares; 
Such, ſuch, as has not bleſs d your Eyes and Ears, 
This thouſand, thouſand, thouſand Tears. 
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5, ſee iu hat the Force of Love can make, 
Who rules in Heaven, in Earth and Sea 1 
gebold haw he commands the Zodidck, SOAR 
While the fix d Signs. unhinging all obey, + 
Not one of which, but 'repreſonts* © 
The Attributes of Love, 
Who governs all the Elements." © 
In Harmony above, | 


a + Al * | ty N * . 90 f 2 | — WA 

2 2 Chorus. n 6 4 F: « A 1 Pr Cx} . 

For ſince Love wore hi Darin, £ 
And Virgins grew cy; e ST , ene 


ng ai Since theſe wounded: Hearts, nie 2 * | 

$1 And thoſe cou d deſtroy, z* / 138 ho * = 

n ner . more Cauſe for your: Triurphs and Joy. 

"ON iss 1 2 f 11 4 1 
The wanton Aries firſt deſcends; :  '* [A 


. To ſhow the Vigor and the Pla. 
Beginning Love, beginning Love attends; OO 
When the young Paſſion is. all-over' SOIT 217 007 5.0960 

t bleats his ſoft Pain to the fair curled Throng, 

Ind he leaps, and he bounds, and loves all the day long. 
t once Love's Courage and his Slavery - 

In Taurus is epreſ dd. 
Tho o'er the Plains the Conqueror be, 

The generous Beaſk - "=> 


; jou 


Jn Dies to the-Yoke, ſubmit his noble Breaſt; © 
i: Gemini ſmiling and twining of Arm, 
Shews Love's ſoft Indearments and Charms; 
nd Cancer's low Motion The dogrees do expreſs, 
Reſpetiful Love arrives to Happineſs,  _ | 


Leo his Strength and Majeſty, 
Virgo her bluſhing Modeſty, | 
And Libra all his Equity. © © © 
His Subtilty does Scorpio ſhow, . ITO 
14 Sagittarius all his loo ſa dere, Tk 
py Capricorn his forward Humour know, „ 


* 


bile Piſces, which intwin*d do woyey* 524 Vocd whns 
Ihe the ſoft Play, and wanton Arts of Love. 
| | L 5 7 Chorus, 


nd Aqua, Lovers Tears that raiſe his Fire, © * * 
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, 
For ſence Love wore his Darts, 
And Virgins grew coy; 


Sincs theſe wounded Hearts, 0 
And thoſe cou d deſtroy, 


There nder was more Cauſe for Irinwphs and 75. | 


ee bow ſhe turns, and ſends her Signs to Earth. 
Behold the Ram, Aries——ſee Taurus next defcends; 
then Gemini——ſee bow the Boys embrace.—Nen 
Cancer, then Leo, then the Virgin z next to her Libra 
Scorpio, Sagittar, Capricorn, Aquarius, Piſtes. Thi 
eight thouſand ' Years no has deſcended, bu 
Incognito ; but when he does, to make his Journey mor 
; magnificent, the Zodiack, Sir, attends him. 

Doc. Tis all amazing, Sir. 

Nep. Now, Sir, be the Gobick World defcend; 
wo thouſand Leagues below its wonted Station, to they 
Obedience to its proper Monarch, 

Uh _ which, the Glebe of the Moon appears, frſ 

4 new Moen, as it moves forward it in. 

* creaſes till is comes to the Full. When it i d- 

ſcended, it opens, and ſbews the Emperor and 

= the Prince. They come forth with all — 


Train, the Flute; nl a 7 
them, which — the Song. * rd the 


Dancers mingle as before. 
| A SONG. 


LL * to Mortals, Joy ant Mirth, 
Eternal IO'S ſing; | 
The Gods of Love deſcend to Earth, 
Their Darts have loſt the Sting. 
The Touth ſpall now complain uo * 
. Of Sylvia's needleſs Scorn, 
Bu? as ſhall love, if he adore, 
And melt when be ſhall burn. 


— 


mph no longer ſhall be | 
gps the jilting Road , 
4nd Daphne now no more ſhall fly WJ 
The wounded panting God; * 
Zut all ſhall be ſerene and fair, 
No [ad Complaints of Love 
Shall fill the gentle whiſpering Air, 
No echoing Sighs the Grove. 


yo K 2 
th the Shades young Strephon lies, 
- Of all his Wiſh poſſeſs'd ; 
17, ting 9 Sy Ivia's ng Eyes, 
This Whoſe Soul is there confſe(s"d. 
bu / /e and fevect the Maid appears, 
ore With Looks that know no Art. 


ind tho ſpe yields with trembling Fears, 
She yields with all her Heart, 


See, Sir, the Cloud of Foreigners appears, French, 

glu, Spaniards, Danes, Turks, Ruſſians, Indians, and 
Ve nearer Climes of Chriſtendom ; and laſtly, . Sir, be- 
in. old the mighty Emperor 
7 
and 


[ 4 Chariot appears, made like a Half Moon, ia 

which is Cinthio for the Emperor, richly dreſi d, 

and Charmante for the Prince,- rich, with a 

ore good many Heroes attending. Cinthio's Train: 
the born by four Cujids, The Song continues 
deſcend and land.. They addreſs 


while they 


Doctor falls on his Face, the reſi bow very 
low as they paſs. They make ſigns to Keplair. 
Xp, The Emperor wou'd have you riſe, Sir, he will 
lpect no Ceremony from the Father of his Miſtreſs. _ . 
| | Takes him up. 
Dock. I cannot, Sir, behold his Migbtineſ the 
eador of his Majeſty conſounds me. 
Ke), You mult be moderate, Sir, it is expected. 
{The tuo Lovers make ali the Signs of Love in 
dumb ſhow to the Ladies, while the ſoft. 
Muſick plays agam from the End of the _ 
oc. 
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themſelves to Elaria and Belleman te — 


8 — : : 
hd — 
r 


| Liſten. 


His Charms too fierce for Fleſh and Blood, 


kong. 
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Doct. Shall I not have the Joy to heat their heaven 
Voices, Sir? | OA Faun n * 
| Kep, They never ſpeak to any Subject, Sir, whel 
they appear in Royalty, but by Interpreters, and that 

_ way of Stentraphon, in manner of the Delphick Onda 

Doct. Any way, ſo 1 may hear the Senſe of what th 
wou'd fay., 5 e 1 

Kep. No doubt you wil nt ſee the Emperor con 
mands by Signs his Foreigners to dance, 

TEES ef Muſick chang; 
A very Antick Dance, The Dance ended, the Front 
Scene draws off, and ſhows a Temple, with aj 
Altar, one ſpeaking thro a Stentraphon fun 

| behind it. Soft Muſick plays the while, 
| Rep, Moſt Learned Sir, the Emperor now is going t 
declare himſelf, according to his Cuſtom, to his Subject 


Sten. Moſt Reverend Sir, whoſe Virtue did incite uz 

Whoſe Daughter's Charms did more invite us; 

We come to grace her with that Honour, 

That never Mortal yet had done her; 

Once only, Jove was known in Story, 

To viſit Semele in Glory. 

But fatal *twas, he ſo enjoy'd her, 

Her own ambitious Flame deſtroy'd her. 

She dy'd embracing of her God. 

We gentler marks of Paſſion give, 

The Maid we love, ſhall love and live; 

Whom viſibly we thus will grace, 

Above the rel of human Race. þ 

Say, is't your Will that we ſhou'd wed her, 

And nightly in Diſguiſes bed her? > USPS 
Dock. The Glory is too great for Mortal Wife. 
8 [l xneels with Tranſport 
sten. What then remains, but that we conſummate 

This happy Marriage in our ſplendid State? 
Dot, Thus low I knee), in thanks for this great Ble: 
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Cinthio takes Elaria by the Hand; Charmante, Bel- 
lemante ; t of the Singers in white being Prieſts, 
they lead em to the Altar, the whole. Company 
dividing on either ſide. Where, while a Hymeneal 
Song is ſung, the Prieſt joins their Hands: The 
Song ended, and they marry' d, they come forthy 
but before they come forward, tuo Chariots deſcend 
one on one ſide above, and the other on the other 
ſide; in which is Harlequin dreſs'd like a Mock 
Hero, . with others; and Scaramouch in the other, 
dreſed ſo in Helmets. 1 0 
Scar. Stay mighty Emperor, and vouchſafe to be the 
Umpire of our Difference. [ Cinthio ſigns to Keplair 
Keb. What are you? 2 n 
9 to Scar. Two neighbouring Princes to your vaſt Domi- 
ets, nion. , 0 
Har, Knights of the Sun, our honourable Titles, 
us, And fight for that fair Mortal, Mopſophil. | 
Mop. Bleſs us! —— my two precious Lovers, I'll war- 
rant; well; 1 had better take up with one of them, than 
le alone to Night. | | | | 
Scar. Long as twoRivals we have lov'd and hop'd, 
Both equally endeavour'd, and both fail'd. 
At laſt by joint Conſent, we both agreed 
To try our Titles by the Dint of Lance, 
And choſe your Mightineſs for Arbitrator. 
Kep, The Emperor gives Conſent, ., | 
[They both, all arm'd with gilded Lances and 
Shields of Black, with Golden Suns painted. 
The Muſick plays a fighting Tune, They fight 
at Barriers, to the Tune. Harlequin is often 
foil d, but advances flull;, at laſt Scaramouch 
throws him, and is Conqueror; all give Judg- 


ment for him." : | 
pon. K+. The Emperor pronounces you are Victor. 
ale | ＋ 6. To Scar. 
| Dock. Receiyę your Miſtreſs, Sir, as the Reward of your 
Blel- Wundoubted Valour —— [ Preſents Mopſopbil. 


Sar, Your humble Servant, Sir, and Scaramouch re- 
uns you humble Thanks. [Pats off his Helmet. 


. The — 9 Moon. 


e Way. Bawling 

roy 75 Be patient, Sir, and call — bo 
You're only Fear, Sir, of a | 
That long has reign'd over ypur nobler Faculties, 
Sir, I — your Phyſica, Friend and Counſellor; 
Te was not in the wer of Herbs or 


Of Reaſon, common Senſe, and right Neligi 
To draw you from an Error that unmann you. 

Dot. I will be patient, Gentlemen, and hear you, 
ns not you Ferdinand: 

Kep. I am, — and theſe are Gentlemen of Quality, 
That long have lov'd your Daughter and your Niece; 
Don Cinihio this, and this is Don Eger 4, | 
The Vice-Roy's N both. 

. found as Men twas impoſſible to enjoy em, 
And therefore try*d this Statagem. 

Cm. Sir, 1 beſeech you, mitigate your Grief, 
Altho indeed we are but mortal Men, 
et we ſhall love you, ferve you, and obey you. 

Doct. Are not you then 4 
And you the Prince of Thunderland ? 

Cin. There's no ſuch Perſon, Sir. 

Theſe Stories are the Fantoms of mad Brains, 
To puzzle Fools withal—the Wife laugh at em 
Come, Sir, you ſhall no longer be impog'd upon. 

Doc No Emperor of the Moon, and no Moot- 
World! 

Char. Ridiculous Inyentions. 

If wead not loy'd you, you'ad been ſtill impos'd on; 2 
Vou had brought a Scandal on ſearned Name, 
And all ſucceeding Ages had deſpis'd ii. [Hr leaps uy, 

Doct. Burn all my Books, and let my Study blaze, 
Burn all to Aſhes, and be ſure the Win 
Scatter the vile contagious monſtrous Lyess 
—— Moſt Noble Cos ou've bonour'd me with your 
Alliance, and you, and all your Friends, Aſſiſtances it 
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coZe ü 0 . 

1 ſee there's nothing in Philoſophy - 
2 he was the wiſeſt Bard, who ſpoke this- 
Fl. that know dll then ver; Lazening weng 

Knew only this—that he knew nothing yet. 


EPILOGUE, 
To be ſpoken by Mrs. Cooke, 


Ith our old Plays, as with dull Wife it fares, 
To whom you have been marry'd tedious Tears, 

1 (1y-—Sht's wondrous good, it is confeſs'd, 

ut fill *czs Chapon Boiiille ar the beſt ; 8 
hat conſtant Diſh can never make a Feaſt : 

t the pall'd Pleaſure you muſt ſtill purſue, 

give ſo ſmall Incouragement for new; 

1d who would drudge for ſuch a wretched Age, 
ſho want the Bravery to ſupport one Stage? 
he wiſer Wits have wow new Meaſures ſet, 

1d taken up new Trades, that they may hate. 

more your nice fantaſtick Pleaſures ſerve, 

ur Pimps you pay, but let your Poets ſtarve. 
ty long in vain for better Uſage hop d, 

quite undtone and tir d, they dropt and dropt; 
t one is left will write for thin third Day, 

t deſperate Pickeroons, no Prize no Play; 
hd when they have done their beft, the Recompence 

Damn the Sot, his Play wants common Senſe. 


/ 


* 


256 EPILOGUE. 
Ill-natur'd Wits, who'tan ſo ill requite * © 
The drudging Slaves, who for your ; Pleaſure write,” 

Look back on flouriſhing Rome, ye proud Tngratey, * 
And ſee how ſhe her thriving Poets rreatse \ 
Wiſely ſhe prix d em at the nobleſt Rae, ee N 


As neceſſary Miniſters of State, 8 
And Contributions rais'd to make em great, 
They from the publick Rank ſhe did maintain, 
And freed from want, they only writ for <A 
And were as uſeful in a City held, 
As formidable Armies in the Field. 
They but a Conqueſt over Men parfuw dj nn 
While theſe by gentle force the Soul ſubdu'd. 
Not Rome in all ber happieſt Pomp cou d ſhow , , 
A greater Czfar ; than we boaſt of now; Ml 
Auguſtus reigns, but Poets ſtill are low. 

May Cœſar live, aud while his mighty Hand 
Is ſcattering, Plenty over.all the Land; . 
With God-like Bounty recompenſing all, © 
Some fruitful drops may on the Muſes fall; 
Since honeſt Pens do his juſt cauſe afford 
Equal Advantage with the uſeful. Sword. 


* 2 : 
, f , an p 
1 £ 
\ I . * "Ly 
* ; * 1 
— 5 5 o « * © / N 


(57 ) 


22787585 8 


2287 Ts N Gp 


THE 


'f  Amorous Prince. 


i 


PROLOGUE 


EE ELL! you expel? 4 Prologue to the = 
i And you expect it too Petition-way ; —- 
1% With Chapeau bas beſeeching you if excuſe © 
DAP A damn'd Intrigue of an unpraftis'd Muſe 3 
Tell you it's Fortune waits upon your Smiles, 
And when you frown, Lord how you kill the whiles ! 
Or elſe to rally up the Sins of th' Age, 
And bring each Fop in Town upon the Stage; 
And in one Prologue run more Vices ver, 
Than either Court or City knew before: 
f An! that's a Wonder which will pleaſe you too, 
Bit my Commiſſion*s not to pleaſe you now. 
Firſt then for you grave Dons, who love no Play 
But what is regular, Great Johnſon's way; 
ao hate the Monſieur with the Farce and Droll, 
but are for things well ſaid with Spirit and Soul ; 


— 
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'Tis you I mean, whoſe Judgment will admit 
No Interludes of fooling with your Wit; 

Yowre here defeated, and anon will er, © 
death wou'd 'twere treaſon. to write Comedy. 

So { there's A Party loſs; now for the ref, 

Who fwear they'd rather hear @ ſmutty Jeft 

Spoken by Nokes or Angel, than « Scene 

Of the admir d and woll penn d Cataline 3 

Who love the comick Hat, the Jig and Dance, 

Things that are fitted to their Ignorance 2 

Tos too are quite undone, for here's no Farce 
Damn me you'll cry, this Play will be mine 4 
Not ſerious, nor yet comick, what is't then? 
Th" imperfeft ſue of a lukewarm Brain: 
Tua born before its time, and ſuch a Muh; 
A, all the after-lickings could not help. | 
Bait it then as ye pleaſe, we'll not defend it, 
_ But he that dif apprown it, lat bim mend iu. 
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Frederick, Son to the Duke. x 

Curtias, his Friend. | 

Lorenzo, à ric 3 Lord, a kind of Favorite te 

Antonio, a Nobleman of Florence. 

Alberto, his dear Friend, a Nobleman allo, 

distro, Man to Curtius. 
Galliard, Servant to the Prince, 

Valet to Antonio. 


WOMEN. 


Clarina, Wie to Antonio, 

Iſmeia, Siſter to Antonio, im love with Albers 

L 27 — 25 ——ůĩ — — 

C to Curtis 2 Country * 
ap n 

labella, Woman to Clarina. 

— —e— 

0 to 2 

Pigs and Muſick, = 


SCENE, The Court of Florence. 
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AcT IL. SCENE I. 
The Chamber of Cloris. 


Enter Clotis 4770 in her Nig by Attire, with Frederic 
dreſſing himſelf 


Cle. AND will you leave me now to Fears, | 
Which Love it felf can hardly ſatisfy? | 
| But thoſe, and that together ſure will kill mo, - © 
If you ſtay long away. 
Fred. My Dear, tis almoſt day, and we muſt part; 
Should thoſe rude Eyes mongſt whom — —_— 
perceive us, 1 
*T would grove unhappy both to thee and mes... 
Clor. And will you, Sir, be conſtant to your Yom? 
. » Fred. Ah Cloris I do not queſtion what I've W 
If thou wenn have it once again repeated, 
I'll doꝰt. all that's good, III marry thee; 
By that = Holy Altar, before which we kneel'd, ES 
When firſt 1 ſaw the brighteſt Saint that eber ador du; 
I' marry none but thee, my deareſt Cloris. 1 
Clor. Sir, you have ſaid enough to gain a credit 
With any Maid, tho ſhe had been deceiv'd 
By ſome ſuch Flatteries as theſe before, | - + 5» 
I never knew the pains of Fear till now 54 - - {Sight 
And you muſt needs forgive the Faults you make, 
For had I ſtill remain'd in Innocence, 
J ſhould have ſtill believ d you, 
Fred. Why doſt thou not, my Love? 
Clor. Some doubts I have, but when I look on you, 
Tho I muſt bluſh to do ſo, they all vaniſh; 
But I proyide againſt your abſence, Sir, 


1 wed 


> 


| Fred, 


Fred, Make no proviſion, Cloris, but of Hope, 
Prepare thy ſelf againſt a Wedding day, | 
When thou ſhalt be a liitle Deity on Earth. 
Clor, I know not what it is to dwell in Courts, 
put ſure it muſt be fine, ſince you are there; 
Yet | could wiſh you were an humble Shepherd, 
And knew no other Palace than this Cottage; 
Where I would weaye you Crowns, of Pinks and Dailies, 
And you ſhould be a Monarch every May. 
Fred, And Cloris, I-conld-be content to fit 
"WH Vith thee, upon ſome: ſhady River's Bank, 
* To bear thee ſing, and tell a Tale of Love. 
0. For theſe, alas! I could do any thing; . 
4 Sheep-hook I could prize above a Sword; 
in Army I would quit to lead a Flock, 
And more eſteem that Chaplet wreath'd by may 
Than the victorious Bay: 
All this I could, but Dear I have a Father, 
Whom for thy ſake, to make thee great and glorious 
would not loſe my Int'reſt with. | 
But Cloris, ſee, the unkind day nee 
And we muſt kiſs and part. | 
Clor. Unkind it is indeed, may it prove 10 ö 
To all that wifh its preſence, 
And paſs as ſoon away, 
That welcome Night may re-allume i its place, 
And bring you quickly back. _ 
Fred, With great impatience I I expect that Hour, 


That ſhall conduct me in its Shades to thee ; 
Farewel, | ? 


IR 


Clor, Farewel Sir, if you muſt be gone. (sigle. 
4K Fred, One Kiſs, and then indeed I will be FR 
| en her. 


\ new blown Roſe kiſt by the Morning Dew, 
Has not more natural Sweetneſs. 

Ah Cloris I can you doubt that Heart, 

To whom ſuch Bleſſings you impart? 
Unjuſtly you ſuſpect that Prize, 
Won by ſuch Touches and — Eyes. 
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My Faireſt, turn that Face away, tht; 

Unleſs I could for ever ſtay 

Turn but a litde while I go. Wo 
Clor, Sir, 1 muſt ſee the laſt of you. 
Fred, I dare not diſobey; adieu till Evening. ¶ Ext. 
Clor. How now, Lucia; is my Father up ? 

Tuc. No, not a Mouſe ſtirs yet; I have 2 tree 

Watch all this Night, for I was cruelly afraid leſt ye 

ſhould have been by Rr | 

Is the Prince gone? but why do I ask, that read i 

in your ſad Looks. greg drains: I | 
Clor, Yes, he is gone, and with him too has taken= 


11 0 os Sioly, 
Luc, What has he taken? I'll W er da 
Clor. My Heart, Lucia. 7x | | 
Luc, Your Heart, I am glad *tis no worſe. 

Clor. Why, what doft think he ſhould have taken? 
Tuc. A thing more hard to hard to have been reco- 

Clor. What thing prithee ? 

Luc. Your Maidenhead. 

Clor, Whar's that ? 

Luc. A thing young Gallants long extremely for, | 
And when they they have it too, they ſay | 
They care not a Daiſy for the Giver. 

Clor. How comeſt thou ſo wiſe, Lucia? 

Lac. Oh the fine Gentleman that comes a-nights wil 
the Prince, told me ſo much, and bid me be ſure never 

part with it for fine Words; for Men would lye as oft 

ns they ſwore; and fo bid me tell you too. 

Clor. Oh Lucia / 

Luce Why do you ſigh ? | 

Clor. To think if Princes were like common Men, 
How I ſhould be undone, | 
Since I haye given him all I had to givez _ 
And who that looks on him can blame my Faith? 

Lac, Indeed he ſurpaſſes Damon far; : 
But I'ad forgot my ſelf, you are the Prince's Wile 
He ſaid you ſhould be kneel'd to, and ador'd, 


chr. Yes, yes, away. 
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lud never lock d on but on Holy-days: 

That many Maids ſhould wait upon your call, 
1nd ſtrow fine Flowers for you to tread _ 
Muſick and Love ſhould daily fill your E. 

4nd all your other Senſes ſhould be raviſh'd 
With wonders of each kind, great as your 1 

cor. Lucia, metbinks you have — to ſpeak "I 
things, 

I have a thouſand more I've heard him ſay; 
0h 1 could liſten a whole Night to hear him talk: 
zu hark, I bear a Noiſe, the Houle is up, 

Ad muſt not find us here. 
Clor, Lock up this Box of Jewels for me. 
Luc. Oh rare! what did theſe come to night ? 


[Exeunt. 
SCENE II. A Grove. 


Enter Curtius and Pietro. 

Cur, 1 wonder the Prince ſtays ſo long; 
do not like theſe Night- works; 
Were I not confident of Cloris's 2 
Which ſhall no more be te 
[hear ſome coming, and hope tis "IM 
Petro, are the Horſes ready ? 

Pit, Yes my Lord. [ Exit, 

| Enter Frederick. 

Cur. Sir, you are welcome from Cloris's Arms. 

Fred. With much ado, I am got looſe from thoſe faic 
feters, but not from thoſe of her Beauty; 
bj theſe ſhe ſtill inflames me, 
In ſpite of all my humours of Inconſtancy ; 
o ſoft and young, ſo fair and innocent, 
50 full of Air, and yet of Languiſhment z 
do much of Nature in her Heart and Eyes, 
5 timorous and ſo kind without diſguiſe : 
duch untaught Sweets in every part do move, 
\s'ainſt my Reaſon does compel my Love; 
Such artleſs ſmiles look ſo unorder'd too, 
Gains more than all the charms of Courts can do; 
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From Head to Foot, a ſpotleſs Statue ſeems, 
As Art, not Nature, had compos d her Limbs; 
So white, and ſo unblemiſh'd, oh Curtius? 
I'm raviſht beyond Senſe when I but think on t; 
How much more muſt my Surprize be, 
When I behold theſe Wonders, 
- Cur, And have you ſeen her, Sir, in all this bea 
Oh Hell! [4 
Fred. Curtius, I will not hide my Soul from thee; 
J have ſeen all the marvels of that Maid. 
Cur. My Soul, learn now. the Art of being diſguisd; 


Aja 
— ri much, my Lord, that one (4 


Bred in ſuch ſimple Innocence, | A 
Should learn ſo ſoon ſo much of Goufdenee : s 
Pray, Sir, what Arts and Cunning do you ao) A 
Fred. Faith time and importunity refuſe no body, 
Cur. Is that the way? had you no other Aids? T 
Made you no promiſe to- her, Sir, of Marriage? E 
Fred. Oh, yes in abundance, that's your only bai, Wl ® 
And tho they cannot hope we will — 1 Ar 
Yet it ſecures their Honour and my Pleaſure, | 
Cur. Then, Sir, you have enjoy'd her? I} 
Fred, Oh yes, and gather'd Sweets My 
Would make an Anchoret neglect his Vow, _ 
- And think he had miſtook his way to future bliſs, = 1 
Which only can be found in ſuch Embraces; : Th 
*T was hard to gain, but, Curtius, when once Victor, WW 
Oh how the joys of Conqueſt did enſlave me! 


Cur. But, Sir, -methinks*tis much that ſhe ſhould yield 
With only a bare promiſe that you'd marry her. 


Fred, Yes, there was ſomething more but Wh 
Cur, Bur, "what Sir, you are not married, | 
Fred. Faith yes, Pvemade a Vow, Pri 


And that you know would ga as far as any other Man. 
Cur. But ſhe it ſeems forgot you were the N 
Fred. No, ſhe urg'd that too, 

And left no Arguments unus d 

Might make me ſenſible of what I did; rn. 

But I was us fixt, and oyercame. them ail, 
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Repeating till my Vows and Paſſions for her, 
Till in the preſence of her Maid and Heaven 
We ſolemnly comraSed. LED 
Cur, Bur, Sir, by your permiſſion was it well? 
Fred, What wouldſt thou have him do 
That's all on fire, and dies for an Enjoyment ? 
cur. But having gain d it, do you love her ftill > 
Fred, Yes, yes, extremely, £; 4 
And would be conſtant to the Vows I've made, 
Vere I a Man, as thou art of thy ſelt; 
But with the aid of Counſels I muſt chuſe, 
And what my Soul adores I muſt refuſe. : 
Cur, This Paſſion, Sir, Poſſeſſion will deſtroy, - 
And you'l love leſs, the more you do enjoy, | 
Fred, That's all my hope of cure; I'll ply that game, 
And ſlacken by degrees th unworthy flame. | 
Cur. Methinks, my Lord, it had more generous been 
To'ye check'd that flame when firſt it kd begin, Me i! 
Fer you the ſighted Victory had won, 3 1 
Ind a poor barmleſs Virgin quite undone: 
And what is worſe, you've made her love you too. 
Fred, Faith that's the greater miſchief of the two; 
I know to ſuch nice virtuous Souls as thine, 
My juſter Inclination is a Crime: 
But l love Pleaſures which thou canſt not prize, 
Beyond dull gazing on thy Miſtreſs* Eyes, 
The lovely Object which enſlaves my Heart, 
Muſt yet more certain Cures than Smiles impart: 
And you on Lauta haye the ſame deſign. 

Cur. Yes, Sir, when juſtify'd by Laws divine. 
Fred, Divine! a pleaſant Warrant for your Sin, 
Vhich-being not made, we ne'er had guilty been. - 
but now we ſpeak of Laura, | ri 3911 101 

fithee when is't that I'ſhall ſee that Beauty? 


4 


an. Gur. Never I hope [ Aſide. ] I know: not, Sir, 
e? er Father ſtill is cruel, and denies me, ons 


What ſhe and I have long made ſuit in vain for: 
ut, Sir, your Intereſt might prevail with him, 
Vhen he ſhall know I'm one whom you eſteem 3 


Vol, IV. M . | He 


266 The AubRpbs Pzixck. 
He will allow my flame, and my ares, | 


He whom you fayour cannot doubt 
Fred, This day I will begin to ſerve thaw: in it. 
Cur. Sir, wil be difficult to get acceſs to her, 
Her Father is an humorous old 
And has his fits of Pride and Kindneſs too, 
Fred. Well, after Dinner I will ty my Power, 
And will not quit N ull have won bim. 
Cur. T bumbly t e 
Fred. Come let us n Day comes. on apace, 


| Ex, } 

Cur. T wai upon you, Sir. 1 0 
Oh, Cloris, thou'rt. undone, falſe falſe amorous Girl 
Was it for this I bred thee-in obſcu rity, 
Without permitting thee. to know what Courts meant, 
Leſt their too powerful. Tempiatipy 
Might have betray d thy Soul 
Not ſuffering thee to know thy Name or 3 
Thinking an bumble Life might haye ſecur d thy Virtue: 
And yet I ſhould not hate thee for this Sin, 
Since thou, art bred in ſo much Innocence, 
Thou couldſt not dream of: Falſity in Men: 
Oh that it were permitted me to ill this en 
This falſe, perfidious Prince; 
And yet he knows not that he hag abus d me. 
When did I know a Man of ſo. much Virtue, 
That would refuſe ſo. ſweet and ſoft. a Maid 7, 

No, he is juſt and good, only too much miſled 
By Youth; and — ; 
And one to whom my 'Soul is ty d by Friendſhip; 
et what's a Friend, a name above + Siſter? 
Is not her Honour mine? 
And ſhall not I revenge the loſs of it? 
It is but common Juſtice. 
But firſt PII try all gentle means 1 may, T2909 
And let him know that Cloris is my Siſter; - | 
And if he then perſevere in his Crime, 
I'll Jay my Intereſt and my Duty by, 


And — him, or with my * tie, [Ex 


SCEN 


— 


8 4 | 7 ; | 
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SCENE III. The Apartment of Antonio. 


Enter Lorenzo-pulling in of Iſabella. 

Lor. Nay, nay, Tſabella, there's no avoiding me now, 
jou and I muſt come to a parley. Pray what's the reaſon 
5ou took no notice of me, when I came with ſo civil an 
addreſs too: | | 

Iſab. Can you ever think to thrive in an Amour, when 

on take notice of your Miftreſs, or any that belongs to 
ler, in publick, and when ſhe's a married Woman 
too ? NY 
Lor. Good Iſabella, the loſer may have leave to ſpeak, 
[ am ſure it has been a plaguy dear Amour to me. 
1/ab, Let me hear you name that again, and you ſhall 
* miſs of my afſiftance. —<- ee 

Lor. Nay, do but bear me a little; I yow 'tis the 
frangeſt thing in the World, a Man muſt. part from fo 
much Money as I have done, and be confin'd to * 
ind Grimaces only, to declare his Mind in: if a Man has 
Tongue, let him exerciſe it, I ſay, as long as he pays 
for ſpeaking, h c , 0 7 

I/ab, Again with your paying for't? I ſee you are not 
to be ada 8 | r 

Lor. Stay good Iſabella, ſtay, and thou ſhalt hear not 
one word of that more, tho I am ſoundly urg d to't. 

1ſab, Yes, yes, pray count them, do; [ know you 
long to be at it, and I am ſure you will find you are in 
Arrears to us. | 

Lor. Say you ſo, I am not of that opinion: but well 
et me ſee—here tis, here *tis, my Bill of 
Charge for courting Clarina. - 

Draws out his Table Book, and reads; 

Jab. And here's mine for the returns that have been 
made you ; begin, begin. [ Pulls out her Book. 

4 lem, two hundred Crowns to Iſabella for under- 
ta ing. 

ſab, Item, I have promis d Lorenzo to ſerye him in 
lis Amour with all Fidelity. 


[Ex 
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Lor, Well, I own that Debt paid, if you keey Your 
word——out with it then—— | [e croſſes that ou. 
Item, two thouſand Crowns in a Bracelet for Clarina: 
what ſay you to that now, 1/abella ? ; 
Jab. Item, the day after they were preſented, ſhe fi- 
Tated you with a ſmile at the Chappel. 
Tor. And doſt thou think it was not dearly boyght? | 
Iſab. No Man in Florence ſhould have had it a Souce | 
cheaper. „„ es Init 4 | 
Tor. Say you ſo, Iſabella ? out with it then. | 
8 [c roſſes it out. 
Item, one hundred more to thee for preſenting them. 
ſab. Which I did with fix lyes in your Commendation, 
worth ten Piſtoles a piece for the exactneſs of a Lye; 
write there indebted to m | 
Lor. Nay then thou doſt deſerve it: Reſts due to 
Jabella. r 
Item, Innumerable Serenades, Night - walks, Affronts and 
Fears; and laſtly, to the Poets for Songs, and the like, 


Jab. All which was recompenſed in the exceſſiye l 

laughing on you that Day you praunc'd under our Win- t 
dow on Horſe-back, when you made ſuch a deal of Ca» il © 
priol and Curvet. Pew 
Tor. Yes, where I ventur'd my Neck to ſhew my 
Activity, and therefore may be well accounted among | 
my Loſſes. FEES torts ad l 

Ifab, Then ſhe receiv'd your Preſents, ſuffer d Four 0 


Serenades, without ſending her Foot- men to break your Bi , 
Pate with the Fiddles. | | 

Lor. Indeed that was one of the beſt Signs; for | 
have been a great Sufferer in that kind upon the like 
occaſions: but doſt thou think in Conſcience that this il - 

Iſab. Yes, any reaſonable Man in the World, for the 0 
firſt Month at leaſt ; and yet you are ſtill up with your 
Expences, as if a Lady of her Quality were to be gain'd 


without them. “Let me hear of your Expences more, 1 
and Ill 1 bo 

Lor. Oh ſweet 1/abella / upon my Knees 1 beg thou BY |. 
wilt take no fatal Reſolution 3, for J proteſt, as 1 * 


- 
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Man of Honour, and adore thy Sex, thou ſhalt only ſee, 
not hear of my Expences more; and for a ſmall teſti- 
mony of ir, here take this; there's twenty Piſtoles upon 
Reputation. | [Groves her Money. 

Iſab, Fy, fy, 'tis not brave, nor generous to name 
the sum, you ſhould have ſlid it into my Coat, without 
ſiying what you had done. | | 

Lor. What fignifies- that mun, as long as tis current, 
and you have it ſure? |: | 

Jab. Well, leave the management of your Affairs. to 
Mi  O What ſhall we do? here's Alberto. 

Enter Alberto. 

Lor. Well, who can help it? 1 cannot walk inviſible. 

Alb. Lorenzo, what making Love to 1ſabella ? 

Lor. She'l ſerve, my Lord, for want of a better. 

Iſab. That's but a coarſe Complement, 

Lor. Twill ſerye to diſguiſe a Truth however. 

| [Aſide to her. Ex. Iſab. 
Faith 1'll tell you, Sir, was ſuch another Damſel as this, 
that ſav'd me five hundred Pound once upon a time; 
and I have lov'd the whole Tribe of Waiting · women 
the better ever ſince. | X 

Alb, You have reaſon ; how was it? 4 

Lor. Why look you, Sir, I had made Love a long 
time to a Lady; but ſhe ſhall be nameleſs, ſince ſhe was 
of a quality not to be gain'd under the aforeſaid Sum : 
well, I brought it, came pouder'd and perfum'd, and 
high in expectation. 

Alb. Well, Sir. 

Lor. And ſhe had a very pretty Wench, who was to 
conduct me, and in the dark too; and on my Con- 
(ence, I e'en fell aboard of her, and was as well ac- 
commodated for my five, as five hundred Pounds, and 
lo return'd, 

A great defeat to the Lady the while, on my 
word, | | 

Lor. Ay, ſhe ſmelt the Plot, and made a Vow to fol- 
low the Lalian mode for the, future; and be ſery'd in 
Affairs of that kind by none but an old Woman, 


M 2 Alb. 
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Alb, Twas wittily reſolv'd. Fg 
Lor. Are you for the Preſence this Morning? 
Alb, No, I have buſineſs here with Antonio. 

Tor. Your Servant, my Lord. [Exit 
Alb. I do not like this Fellow's being here, 

The moſt notorious Pimp and Raſcal in Italy; 

Tis a vile ſhame that ſuch as he ſhould live, 

"Who have the form and ſenſe of Man about them, 

And in their Action Beaſt ; | : 


= ww — — — —@ wag 


And that he thrives by too. a 
| Enter Iſabella. mi 

I ſabella, is Antonio ſtirring ? ; 

- 1/ab. He is, pleaſe your Lordſhip to walk in. g 


Alb. You may tell him I wait here: 


For I would avoid all opportunity of ſeeing Clarins, 
| 2 
Iſab. My Lord, you need not ſtand upon . q 
| Exit Albene ** 
Enter Clarina and Iſmena, dreſi'd like owe another infill © 
every thing, laughing and bebolding one another, k 
»—m—Dreſs'd already! now on my conſcience I ku 
not which is which; Pray God Antonio be not mitte 
at night, for I'll be ſworn I am by day - ligt. 
1/m, Doſt think I may paſs thus for Clarina? ar 
Iſab. Madam, you are the ſame to a hair; wou'd | 
might never ſtir if I can do any thing but wonder, i 
Clar, But hark, 1/abella, if thou hou'dſt have head 
amiſs, and that thy information ſhould not be good, tb 
baſt defeated us of a deſign, wherein we promile 0 
ſelves no little pleaſure. | | | * 
iſm, Yes 1 vow, all the Jeſt is loſt if it be ſo. "! 
Jab. 1 doubt twill be a true Jeſt on your ſide, [Afi 
Il warrant you, Madam, my Intelligence is good; andy © 
to aſſure you of what 1 have ſaid, I dare undertake yo 
ſhall hear the ſame over again: for juſt now Alberto 
come to viſit my Lord, who I am ſure will entertain tun ; 


with no other ſtories, but thoſe of his Jealouſy, and i 

perſuade him to court = e 
Clar, Tis ſtrange, ſince he ſet him that Task fo Jong 

ago, he would not begin before. | 1 
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1/m, Nay, pray God he begin now; Siſter, he bas 
fitherto took me for thee, and ſometimes his Eyes give 
me hope of a ſecret Fire within, but *will not out; and 
am ſo impatient till he declares himſelf, that if he do 
not do it ſoon, I ſhall een tell him who I am; for per- 
haps the Wife rakes off the appetite, which would ſharpen 
on knowledge of the Virgin. | 
Clar. What then, you'll have all the Sport to your ſelf ? 
—But, 1/mena, remember my little Revenge on Antonio 
mult accompany your Love to Alberto. bes 
Jab. But why this reſemblance ? for, Madam, ſince he 
never ſaw you, and takes Iſmena to be you 3 might yu 
not (till paſs ſo, without this likeneſs —(& 
clar. Didſt thou not ſay Antonio left the Court and 
c, on purpoſe to give Alberts the more freedom to 
court me? Whilft he was away, I needed but retire, 
and Imena appear, and *twould ſuffice ; but now he is 
return'd, he may chance to ſee them together, en paſſant, 
or ſo, and this dreſs will abuſe him as well as Alberto; 
for without that, this Plot of ours ſignifies little, | 
Im. Ay, truly. for my part, I have no other deſigh 
that doing thy Siſter 4 ſeryice, 


Jab. The Plot is very likely to thrive I ſee, ſince you 
16 ſo good at diffamblig. ; 

ſm, Fie Tſabella, What an ill opinion you haye of 
me ?—But Siſter, tis much Alberto being ſo intimate 
with Antonio, ſhould never ſee you all this whole {ix 
Months of your being married. 

Clar. Had you been Bred any where but in a Monaſ- 
tery, you would haye known 'tis not the cuſtom here for 
Men to expoſe their Wives to the view ef any, 

I/ab, 1 hear them coming, let's away, and pray liſten 
to the Truths I have already told you. { They revire; 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Antonio and Alberto, Clarina and Iſmena liſiem 
Alb, Once more Antonio, welcome back to Court. 
M 4 ANN 


Ext, 


14. 
ld. 
nies, 
derte 
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Ant, Oh my dear Friend, 1 long'd for thy E | 
How goes the Game I left with a, to hes poo 
What ſays my Wife, my beautiful Clarina 2 

Alb, Clarin. 8 

Ant. Yes Clarina, have you not ſeen her yet? 

I left the Court on purpoſe, for twas not handſome 
For me to introduce you, 
Leſt ſhe had look d upon't as ſome deſign. 

Alb. Seen her—yes— . 

Ant. And 1 conjur'd her too, to give you freedoms 
Even equal to Antonio; 
As fas as I durſt preſs with modeſty, 
And with pretence of Friendſhip; 
And have you not attempted her? 

Alb. Ves but tis in vain, 


Ant. Oh villanous Diſſembler! LA, 
Alb. She's cruel, ſtrangely cruel, „, 
And I'm reſolv'd 1 the Courtſhip o'er, ur 
Ant. Sure, Friend, thou haſt not us'd thy wonted WW! 
wer. | | Diſt 


Alb. Yes, all that I know I am maſter of, I us'd, 
Ant. But didſt thou urge it home? did ſhe not ſee Wi 
Thy Words and Actions did not well agree? 
Canſt thou diſſemble well ? didſt cry and melt. / 
As if the pain you but expreſs'd, you felt? 
Didſt kneel, and ſwear, ane Urge thy Quality, 
Heightning it too with- ſome Diſgrace on me? 
And didſt thou too aſſail her feeble ſide ? 
For the beſt bait to Woman is her Pride ; 
Which ſome miſ call her Guard : - 
Didſt thou preſent her with the ſet of Jewels? 
For Women naturally are more inclin'd $2 
To Avyarice, than Men: pray tell me Friend. 
ile Woman! did ſhe take them 
Alb. I never ask'd her that, 
Clar. Poor Antonio, how I pity him. [Ad. 
. Ant. No! LI. US. 1 0 
Alb. No, I've done enough to ſatisfy thy Jealouſy: 
Here take your ſet of Jewels back again; [Gives 4 Be. 
Upon my Life Clarina is all Chaſtity. 4 


dees, 


Which will aſſiſt thy Tongue to win her Heart; 
1d that once got, the other ſoon will follow; 


ry that, my dear Alberto, : 
Ind aye thy Eyes the trouble of diſſembling. 
440. Content thee here, and do not tempt thy Fate, 
| haye regard unto thy Honour, Friend; 
1nd ſhould ſhe yield, as Women are no Gods, 
Where were thy future Joys ? 
Vat is't could make thee happy, or reſtore 
Nhat true Contentment which thou hadſt before? 
las] thou tempt'ſt me too, for I am frail, . 
ud Love above my Friendſhip may prevail, 
Ant. This will not do; 
0, as thou art my Friend, and lov'ſt my Honour, 
urfue Clarina further; 
ally afreſh, and charge her with this Preſent, 
diſturb her every night with Serenades; 
laxe Love · Songs to her, and then ſing them too; 
Thou. haſt a Voice enough alone to conquer. | 


Ant, Come, wilt thou.undertake it once again? 
Alb. I would not. 
Aut. I am reſolv'd to get this tryal made, 
Ind if thou doſt refuſe thy Amity, 
| try a Friend more willing, tho leſs faithſul; 
Nin thee my Wife and Honour too are ſafe: 
or ſnould ſhe yield, and I by that were loſt, 
mere yet ſome eaſe, 
[at none but thou wert witneſs. to't, 
Alb. Well, if it muſt be done, Vad rather do's, 
ian you auld be expos'd to th* ſcorn of others. 
; Ant. Spoke like my noble Friend; 
il, Wome dine with her to day, for I muſt leave you, 
Ind give you all the opportunity 
L real Lover wiſhes with a Miſtreſs. 


OX, We Sg we have beard enough. [ Ex, Clar. and Iſm. 


1 M 3 | An 
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nt, 1 were the happieſt Man on Earth, were this but 
uu what are ſingle Courtſhips ?—give her theſe, (true.;, 


here's far more Women won by Gold than Induſtry :: 


Alb, Fool Antonio 33 
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Ant. Oh were Clarina chaſte, as on my Soul x 
1 cannot doubt, more than that I believe 
All Womankind may be ſeduc'd from Virtue 
I were the Man of all the World moſt bleſs'd N 
In ſuch a Wife, and ſuch a Friend as thou, 3 4 
Alb. But what if I prevail, Antonio? 5 
Ant. Then I'll renounce my faith in W omankiny, 
And place my ſatisfaction in my Amity. * 


hut ſee ſhe comes, I'll leave you to your task. 
Enter Iſmena and Iſabella, 
Iſm. Antonio not yet gone—— 
This muſt ſecure me. [alls down her) 
Ant. Clarina, why thus clouded? | 
Iſab. I ſee he has moſt happily miſtakan. 
Iſm. 1 was going, Sir, to viſit Laura 
Ant. You muſt not go, I've buſineſs to the Duke, 
And you muſt entertain my Friend till my return; 


It is a freed6tf not uſual here amongſt Ladies, N 
But I will have ſt ſo; i 
Whom I eſteem, I'll have you da ſo too. . 


Iſin. Sir, 4 am all obedience, 
[Exit Antonio, fhe pulls off her Veil, 8M. 
berto ſalutes her with ſeeming du 
Alb, Oh how my Soul's divided 2 
Between my Adoration and my Amity ! - 
Friendſhip, thou ſacred band, hold faſt thy Intereſt; 1 


For yonder Beauty has a ſubtle power, 


And can undo that knot, which other Arts T 
Could neer invent a way for. 


Enter Antonio, and liſtens at the Door. y 
Ant. I'll ſee a little how he behaves himſelf. [4 
Alb. But ſhe's Antonio's Wife; my Friend a 
| | 1 Þl 
A Youth that made an Intereſt in my Soul, W | 
When I had Language ſcarce to expreſs my ſenſe of it. 
Ant, Death ! he ſpeaks not to her. [4] T 
Alb. So grew we up to Man, and ſtill more fit } 
And ſhall a gaudy Beauty, 
A thing which rother day I never ſaw, 1 


Deprive my Heart of that kind Heat, 
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In place a new and unknown Fire within? [Afd4 
Clarina, tis unjt N | | * | 
iſm, Sir, did you ſpeak to m7 | z 
1b, 1 have betray d my ſel. ? T[ 4ſide; 
Madam, I was ſaying how unjuſt it was 
MW 10210 ſhould leave me all alone with a Lady, 
Feing certainly the worſt to entertain them in the World, 
Ant. His Face aſſures me he ſpeaks of no Love to her 
00Ws , 
Vn. Alas, he ſpeaks not of me. | | 
dure 1/abella was miſtaken, who told me that he Jov'd me. 
— Alberto, it thou art oblig'd to me, { Aſed?, 
for what I have not yet obſery'd in thee, | 
Job do not ſay my Heart was eaſily won 
jut blame your Eyes, whoſe forces none can ſhug. 
Ant. Not a word, what can he mean by this? 
Iſm. Sir, will you pleaſe to ſit a while? | 
Jab. Madam, the inner Chamber is much batter, for 
there he may repoſe upon - the Cuſhions till my Lord's 
return 3 1.jee he is not well —— 
And you are both ſick of one Diſeaſe. LAſide. 
Alb. I thank you, here's more Air, 
And that 1 need, for I am all on fire, [Aſides 
And every Look adds fuel to my flame. 
—l muſt avoid thoſe Eyes, whoſe Light miſguides me: 
—Madam, 1 have ſome buſineſs calls me hence, 
And cannot wait my Friend's return, 
Iſn. Antonio, Sir, will think *tis my neglect 
That drove you hence; pray ſtay a little longer. 
Alb. Lou ſhall command me, if you can diſpenſe 
Wich ſo dull Company. | 
Ib, 1. can with any thing Antonio loves, 
Alb. Madam, it is a Virtue that becomes you; 
Jor tho your Husband ſhould not merit this, 
tour Goodneſs is not leſs to be admir'd ; 
but he's a Man ſo truly worth your Kindneſs, 
That *ewere a Sin to doubt 
Jour Paſſion for him were not juſtly paid. 
1/m. Sir, I believe you, and I hope he thinks 
That my opinion of him equals yours; 


kind, 


task, 


*Tis 
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*Tis plain he loves me not z j _—” 
Perhaps his Virtue, thinking me Clarina, ” | 
May bide the real 'Paſſidn'of his Sou, © 

Oh Loye, what dangerous Paths thou mak'ſt ns tread! 

Ant, Cold cold as Devotion, oh inhuman Friend 
ſhip! bt 5. £31 [Au 

Alb. What fill ! 40 next? I uſt either be rnde, 
And ſay nothing, or ſpeak of Love to her; 
And then, my Friend, thou'rt loſt ſhould I prevail, 
And I'm undone ſhould ſhe not hear my Tale, 
Which for the World I wonld fot have her ear; 
And yet I fear my Eyes too much declare. 

Iſin. Since he's in fo ill an Humour, let's leave him, 
I'm N now that thou' rt miftaken;* _ 

[Ex. Iſmena and Iſabella unſan 

Alb. But they ſhall gaze no more on hers, 
Nor ſtray beyond the limits of a juſt Salute. 
—]1 will my Honour to my Love prefer, 
Andumy Antonio ſhall our rival her. [Tooks about, ani 
| h miſſes them. 

—— Ah, am I left es frail is Man! 

That which laſt Moment Þ reſolv'd upon, 

I find my Heart already difapproves, 

And grieve her loſs; can this be ought but Love : > 

My Soul's diflarisfy'd now ſhe is gone, | 

And yet but now I wiſh'd to be alone. 

Inform me, Love, who ſhares the better part, 

Friendſhip, or thee, in my divided Heart. [Offers 10 fl 
Enter Antonio, and Hays him. 

Ant. Whither in ſuch haſte? 

Thou look'ſt e'en as ſad as a Lover repuls'sd; 
I fear that Fate's not thine. 

Alb. Now for alye to ſatisfy him. LAſedi. 
Prithee diſcharge me of this toil of diſſembling, 
Of which I grow as weary as ſhe's of hearing it. 

Ant. Indeed! 

Alb. Sure thou haſt a deſign to make her hate me. 

Au. Do yo think ſo in earneſt, wby, was ſhe anger}? 


—_— .. tw Þ — — 
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Alb. Oh! hadſt thou ſeen her bluſhing Scorn. 
Which ſhe. would fain have hid, 3 LY ; 
Thou woulſt have pitied what I made her ſuffer. 
Ant. Is't poſlible ! | 
And didſt preſent her with the Box of Jewels? 
Alb. Ves. 
Ant. And kneel, and cry and ſwear, and 
Alb. All, all. 
Ant. I hardly gave thee time for ſo much Courtſhip, 
hut you are ſure ſhe was diſpleaſed with it? 
Alb, Extremely. 
Ant. Enough Alberto; adieu to thee and Friendſhip. 
Alb. What mean you? f 
Ant. Ask your own Guilt, it will inform thee beſt, 
Alb, Thou canſt not think Clarina has abus'd thee, 
Ant, I do not think ſhe has, nor bave you try'd her; 
ln that you have not only diſoblig'd me, 
But now you would impoſe upon my Weakneſs. 
„ % Did 1 not ſee how unconcern'd you were, 
m. Aud hardy paying her a due reſpect; 
And when ſhe even invited thee to ſpeak, 
Moſt rudely thou wert filent ? 
Alb. Be calm Antonio, J confeſs my error, 
And hate that Virtue taught me to deceive thee 5 
—Here take my hand, 
Fu ſerye you in good earneſt, 
Ant, And now I do believe thee, 
10 1:8 Go— thou ſhale loſe no time, I muſt away; 
My Soul's in torment, till 1 am confirm'd 
Of my Clarina's Virtue x; Mn 
do believe thou haft a generous Shame, 
for what thou'ſt ſaid and done to me thy Friend. 
Aſide, Wor could 1 doubt thy Love, oh how ridiculous. 
This act of mine would ſeem ! | 
But "tis to thee, as to my Soul I come, 
Diſputing every petty Crime and Doubt. 
Alb, Antonio, is there need of Oaths between us? 
Ant, No, I credit thee 3 go in, 
nd prithee dreſs thy Eyes in all their Charms; 


Foe 
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For this uncertainty diſturbs me more, 
Than if I knew Clarina were a Whore. 
be | [Exeunt ſrverally, 


a 4 * cad. — at. a oth. N 8 


ACTH SCENE I. 
The Apartment of Frederick. 


Enter Frederick with @ Letter, and Galliard. 


OT allow me to ſpeak to her ay ye "i 
ſtrangs ; didſt fay it was the Prince tha 


Fred, 


ſent thee ? „ 

Ser. My Lord, I did, but he fays, he cares not for 4 
thouſand Princes, 

Fred. I am reſolv'd I will ſee this Woman; 


WW. —Harkye, go back again and ſay— WL © 

| Enter Lorenzo drunk. 

1 Lor. Hah the Prince The muſt not ſee me in this 

1 pickle; for I would not loſe my Reputation of Wenching 

Wl i. for this of Drinking; and I am fure I cannot be exe. k 

0 lent at both, they are inconſiſtent. 1 
10 Ser. I ſhall, my Lord. LE. 
{ Lor. Your Highneſs's humble Servant. | 

N Fred. Ha, ha, what Lorenzo in debauch ? 

17 Tor. Now my Tongue will betray me :—-Faith, ! 
Lord, I have took ſix, but am come briskly off; by wü 
hand, my Lord, I am Cock over five ſtout Rogues wo | 

It I can tell you at this ſport, A 

114 Fred, I did not think thou hadſt had that Virtue. Fe 

M's Tor. I'll tell you, Sir, tis neceſfary thofe of my Office 

— 16 and Quality ſhould have more Virtues than ene to recon n 

17 mend them; but to tell you truth, for now 1 am mol 

[ | apt for that, I was drunk in mere Malice to dax. ] 

j Lor. Why, why, Sir, the. humorous old Fellow my ft a 


| Fred. Malice, againſt whom prithee ? 


ther, he will not hear reaſon from me when I am oe 
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My Lord, you know Curtius is an honeſt Fellow, and 
f one of us too; my Siſter Laura is a good praty Wench, 
de loves her, and "ſhe likes him; and: becauſe this 

old Blade has done "himſelf, do you think I can bring 
da to conſider? No, not for my Life, he won't con- 
ſider, Sir; and now am I got drunk to ſee how that will 

edi him. ? | | SB | 
20 How ! is Laura, the Miſtreſs of Curtius, your 
Siſter ? | | 

Lor. Yes marry is ſhe, Sir, at leaſt by the Mother's ſide's 

and to tell you truth, we are too good-natur'd to believe 

Salator our Father. | 
„ %a. Thy Siſter, and Daughter to Salvator? 

8 Lor. So ſaid my Mother, but ſhe was handſome; and 
an on my conſcience liv'd een in ſuch another debauch'd 

World as *tis now, let them fay what they will of their 
primitive Virtue. 11 | E 

Fred, May not I fee this Siſter of thine, Lorenzo? 
Lor. Yes by Venas ſhall you, Sir, an ſhe were my 
"I Mother. 
ſr Fred. But art ſure thy Father will permit us? 

Lor. My Father permit us! he may do what ke will 
| LIL ſober, bo being thus fortify'd with potent 
"WW Vine, be muſt yield obedience to my Win. Why, my 
Lord, I'll tell you, I'll make Hm ask me blefling when 


Fat I am in this almighty Power. 

Fred, And is thy Siſter ſo very fine? 
my Lor, The Girl is well, and if ſhe were not my Siſter, 
) iſter 


4 would give "ner a more certain Proof of my opinion 
of her; ſhe has excellent good Hair, fine Teeth, and 
good Hands, and the beſt natur'd Fool—Come, come, 
Sir, Pl] bring you to her, and then Vil leave you; 

For I have a ſmall Affair of Love to diſpatch. 

Fred, Tbis is a freedom that ſites not with the Hu- 
mour of an 1zatian. 

Lor. No faith, my Lord; I believe my Mother play'd 
foul play with ſome Engliſhman, I am fo willing to do 
jou a good office to my Siſter. And if by her Humour 
jou become of that opinion too, I ſha!l hope to render 
my felf more acceptable to you by that Franchiſe. 


Enter 
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Enter Galliard, whiſpers. 


Fra. Thou knoweſt my grateful Temper, | 11 
Ho matter; here carry this Letter to Cloris, 
And make ſome excuſe for my not coming this Evening, WH 


[c ives him a Lecter, and goss out with Lorenzo. 
Ser. So, poor. LaG, tis a hundred to one if ſhe be not I 
lay'd by now, and Laura muſt ſucceed her: Well, eyen 
Erederict, 1 ſee, is but a Man, but his Youth and Quality 
will excuſe him; and 'twill be call'd Gallantry in 
n in one ot us, tis. Ill nature and menen, 


"SCENE: 11. 


Enter Ifnena * lobella. 11 

Jb. Nay, Madam, tis in vain to deny it 3 do you 
think I liv'd to theſe years, and cannot interpret 
croſs Arms, imperfect Replies, your ſudden | Weeping, 
your often Sighing, your melancholy Walks, and making 
Verſes too? and yet I muſt not ſay that this is Love. 
Im. Art thou ſo notable a Judge of it ? 

Iſab, I ſhould be, or I am a very dull Scholar; for! 
have loſt the fooliſh Boy as many. Darts, as any Woman 
of my age in Florence. 

1/m. Thou haſt paid dear for thy knowledge then, 

Iſab. No, the hurt one did, the other ſtill made good, 
with very little Pain on either ſide. 

Iſm. I muſt confeſs, I think it is not ſo hard to oet 
Wounds, as tis to get them. cur'd again. 

Iſab. IL. am not of your opinion, nor ever ſay thee Ind 
Man who had not Faults to ſpare, as well as Charms 10 4 
kill. 

1/m. Since thou'rt ſo. good a. Judge. of Mn, prithee 
tell me how thou lik'ſt Alberto, 

_  1/ab, I knew twould come to ibis ba. 
Why, well, Madam. * 

Iſin. No more than ſo _ 

I/ab, Yes wondrous well, ſince 1 am a fare he loves you 
and that indeed raiſes a Man's Value. 

Im. Thou art deceiy's, I. do not think he loyes me. 


I. 
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Jab. Madam, you cannot but ſee a thouſand Marks 
10. | | 

1/m. Thou haſt more Skill than I; but prithee why 
does he not tell me ſo himſelf ? © _— | 

Jab. Oh Madam, whilſt he takes you for Clarina, 
Twould ſhew his diſreſpect to tell bis Love; 

But when he knows Iſmena is the Object, 
Fell tire you with the wiſh'd for ſtory. 
Jin. Ah, thou art a pleaſing Flatterer. 
Enter Page. 

page. Madam, Alberto is without. oe 

Im. Tell him I'm indiſpos'd, and cannot ſee him 
nOW, : | 
Jab. Nay, good Madam, ſee him now by all means, 

fir 1 am ſure my Lord Antonio is abſent on purpoſe. | 
Bid him come in Boy, 09 - -— LEXN Paghe 
Enter Alberto. 3 
I'm, Antonio, Sir, is not return d. 
Alb. Madam, this Viſit was not meant to him, 
ut by a Cauſe more preſſing I am brought, 
dich as my Paſſion, not my Friendſhip taught ; 

haſſion which my Sighs have only ſhewn, 
nd now beg leave my baſhful Tongue may own. 
ie knowledge, Madam, will not much ſurpriſe, 

Nich you have gain'd already from mine Eyes; 

ly timorous Heart that way my Tongue would ſpare, 
nd tells you of the Flames you've kindled there: 

Tis long I've ſuffered under this Conſtraint, 

wwe always (uffer'd, but ne er made Complaint 3 
nd nom againſt my will I muſt reveal 
Viat Love and my Reſpect would fain conceal. 

/m, What mean you, Sir? what have you ſeen in me, 
ſat ſhould encourage this temerity ? 

Alb, A world of Beauties, and a world of Charms, 
nd every Smile and Frown begets new harms 3 _ 
1 Yan I ſtroye my Paſſion to ſubdue, 

Viich ſtill ĩncreas'd the more I look*d on you 3 
dor will my Heart permit me to retire, 

u makes my Eyes the convoys to my Fire, 

Nd not one Glance you ſend is caſt away- 
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Antonio beg?d 


Since its effects ſhall never injure you. 
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Iſm. Enough, my Lord, have you nought elſe toſ. 
The Plot's betray'd, and can no firther 7 gr 
The Stratagem's diſcoyer'd to the Foe ; x 


I find Antonio has more Love than Wit, 


And Il endeayour too to merit it. + | 
Alb. What you have ſaid, I do confefs is true, 
i would make love to you ; 
But, Madam, whilſt my Heart was unconfin'd, 
A thouſand ways the Treachery I declin'd — 
But now, Clarma, by my Life I ſwear, 
It is my own concern that brings me here ; 
Had he been juſt to you, I had ſuppreſs d 
The Flames your Eyes have kindled in my Breaſt; 
But bis Suſpicion rais'd my Paſſion more, f 
And his Injuftfce taught me to adore ; 
But *tis a Paſſion which you may allow, 


<6: 


1 - 


Iſm. You have oblig'd me, Sir, by your Confeſſion, 
And 1 ſhall own it too at fuch a rate, 
As both becomes my Duty to Antonio, 
And my Reſpect to you z but I muſt beg 
—— never name nag $2 to-me pay | 
at guilty Language, Sir, I muſt not hear: 
An yet hen kills me. [Aj 
Iſab. Very well diſſembled. (4j4 
Alb. I can obey you, Madam, tho I cannot live, 
Whilſt you command me ſilence 3 
For *tis a Flame that dares not look abroad 


To ſeek for pity from another's Eyes. 


1/m. How he moves me! if this were real now, 
Or that he knew to whom he made this cn 
| | ? 
Alb. Oh do not turn away as if diſpleas d. 
Im. No more, you ve diſcompos'd my thoughts; 
Be gone, and never let me ſee thy Face again. 
Alb. Madam, I go, and will no more offend you, 
— But I will look my laſt—farewel, [offers 10 
Iſab. Pray, Madam, call him back, he may be deſpen 
My Lord, return — 15 
Iſm. Alberto, tell me what you'd have me do. 
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4b, Ah Madam, do not put me to my choice, 
for Lovers are unreaſonable; * 
If I might name it, I would have you love me. 
Iſn. Love you, and what would be the end of that? 
Alb, I cannot tell, but wiſh you were inclin'd _ 
To make a tryal, Madam 511 
have no thought or wiſh beyond that Bleſling, 
And that once gain'd, ſure I ſhould ask no more. 
I/m, Were I inclin'd to this, have you conſider'd 
The fatal Conſequences which attend 
The breach of Vows and Friendſhip ? 
Alb, Madam, Antonio firſt was falſe to 
And not to punifh that were ſuch a Virtue 
be would never thank you ſor; 
y all that's good, till he prov'd ſo to you, 
He had my Soul in keeping ; 
ur this act makes me reſolve 
0n, To recompenſe his Folly, k 
m. You've found the eaſieſt Paſſage to my Heart, 
You've took it on the weakeſt ſide; 
hu I muſt. beg you will pretend no further. 
Alb. Divine Clarina, let me pay my Thanks 
ſathis ſubmiſſiye Poſture, and never riſe, [Knefls, 
Til I can gain ſo much upon your Credit, 
h to believe my Paſſion tends no farther 
Than to adore you thus——and thus poſſeſs you. 
[Kiſſes her hand, and bows. 
In. Have not I diſſambled finely, Iſabella? [Aſode. 
Jab. Yes, if you could make me believe tis ſo. 
Aſide. 
Iſm. Riſe, Sir, and leave me, that 1 may bluſh alone 
For what I've parted with ſo eaſily 3 
dy do not viſit me again too ſoon, 
hut uſe your own diſcretion, and be ſecret. 
Alb, Madam, the bleſſed Secret here is lodg d, 
Vhich Time ſhall ne*er reyeal to human Knowledge. 
Ex. Alb. 


1/m, I'm glad he's gone before Antonio's return. 


Enter 
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| Enter Laura weeping. ; 
What, Laura all in Tears! the reaſon p 
Lau. Madam, the Prince, conducted by my Broth 
About an Hour ſince made me a Viſit; 
The Man of all the World 1 would have fhun'd, 
Knowing his amorous and inconſtant Temper, 
at his approach he bluſht and ſtarted back, 
And I with great amazement did the like, 
With fear I loſt all power of going from him, 
As he had done of making his Addreſs ; 
He gaz'd and wonder'd, and I gaz d on him, 
And from his ſilence 1 became amaz'd. 
— My Brother ſtood confounded at our Poſtures, 
And only by the motion of his Head 
(Which now he turn d to me, then to the Prince) 
We knew that he had Life. ; 
In. Well, how recover'd ye? 
Lau. The Prince then kneel'd, * could pd 
nearer; 
And then as if he'd taken me for ſome Deiry, 
He made a long diſorder'd amorous Speech, 
Which brought me back to Senſe again: 
: But Lorenzo told him that I was a Mortal, 
And brought him nearer to me, 
Where he began to make uch Vows of 1̃— 
Iſm. What then? | 


Lau. Then I amruin'd 

To all I faid he found a contradiction, 

And my denials did but more inflame him. 

I told him of the Vows Vad made to Curtius, 

But he reply'd that Curtius was a Subject. 

But ſure at laſt I'ad won upon his Goodneſs; 

Had not my Father enter'd, 

To whom the Prince addreft himſelf ; 

And with his moving tale ſo won upon him, 

Or rather by his Quality, 

Fhat he has gain'd his leave to viſit me, 

And quite forbids me e'ex.to' ſpeak to Curtius. 
Iſm. Alas the day, is this all? | 
| Law, All! can there be more to make me miſerable 
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n.] ſee no reaſon. thou haſt to complain: 
we, wipe your Eyes, and take a good Heart; for I'll 
| thee a Story of my own, that will let thee ſee I have 
uch more cauſe to weep z and yet I have a thouſand 
le Stratagems in my Head, which give me as many 
pes, This unlucky reſtraint upon our Sex, makes us 
cunning 3 and that ſhall aſſiſt thee now with my help, 
warrant thee z come in with me, and know the reſt. 
< 3 8 LExeunt. 
Jab. So, ſo, diſguiſe it how you will, I know you are 
ral Lover; and that ſecret ſhall advance my Love- 
on, Yes Madam, now I will be ſerv'd by you, or 
u ſhall fail to find a Friend of me. [Ex. Iſab. 


SCENE III. 


tr Lorenzo drunk, with a Page, and Muſick, as in 
the dark. IT 

ach, Here's the Door, begin and play your beſt, 
Enter Antonio, 

Ant. Muſick at my Lodgings! it is Alberto ; oh how 

oye him for't———if Clarina ſtand his Courtſhip, I am 

de; I languiſh between Hope and Fear. 

Lir. Stay Friend, I hear ſomebady, {| Muſick ceaſes. 

pag. Tis nobody, Sir. 

Enter Iſabella. 


Jab, Tis Lorenzo, and my Plots ripe ; [ Aſide. 


Lorenzo retires the while a little further. 
Fill not ſure be hard to get him, under pretence of 
tn Clarina, into my Chamber, and then 1'!] order 


at my pleaſure : mana is on my fide, for I know all 


Secrets, and ſhe muſt wink at mine therefore. 
| | | 2 [She retires. 
lor. Thou art in the right Boy, 
link indeed *twas nothing. [Plays again. 
Enter Alberto, 
45, She yields, bad Woman! 
WM) fo eaſily won? 
abend too, who am wy Husband's Friend: 
a i Ch 


let them be ſoft low Notes, do you hear? [They play. 
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Oh dangerous Baldneſs! unconſidering Woman! 
I loy'd thee, whilſt I thought thou eondſt not yield: 
But now that Eafineſs has undone thy Intereſt and my Hear 
I'll back, and tell thee that it was to try thee. 

Tor. No, no, twas my Fears, away with the Song, 
Fll take it on your word that tis fit for my purpoſe, 

Fid, 1'll warrant you, my Lord, | hb, 


„„ 


N vain 1 have labour d the Victor to prove 
Of a Heart that can ne er give attendance to Loy 
So hard to be done, —_ 
That nothing ſo young 
Could &er have reſiſled a Paſſion ſo long. 


Yet nothing I left unattempted or ſaid, 


That might ſoſten the Heart of this pitileſ' Maid; n 
Bus ſtill ſhe was ſhy, 
And would bluſping deny, 4 


Whilſt her willinger Eyes gave her Language the ly 


Since, Phillis, my Paſſion you vow to deſpiſe, 
Withdraw the falſe Hopes from your flattering Eyes; 
* For whilſt they inſpire 
A reſiſileſs vain Fire,, 
We ſhall grow to abhor, what we now do admire, 
| Ex. 


Alb. What's this, and at Clarina's Lodgings too 
Sure tis Antonio, impatient'of delay, N 
Gives her a Serenade from me. 
Enter Iſabella. | 
Jab. Tis the Fool himſel my Lord, where are | 
Alb, How! a Woman's Voice! 'tis dark, I“ 
Vance, | ; 
Lor. Thou Simpleton, I told thee there was ſomed 
Pag. Lord, Sir, tis only Iſabella that calls you. omt 
Lor. Away Sirrah, I find by my Fears tis no Wo 4, 
[Goes ont with the 
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Ant. I am aſham'd to ſay I am Antonio; 

Oh Gods, why would you ſuffer this miſtake? 

Alb. I am not wounded much, 4/2 
My greateſt pain is my concern for thee; 
Friend, thou art wrong d, falſely and baſely wrong d; 
Clarina, whom you lov'd and fear d, 
Has now betray'd thy Honour with her own. 
Ant. Without that ſad addition to my Grief, 
J ſhould not long have born the weight of Life, 
Having deſtroy'd thine by a dire miſtake. 

Alb. Thou art deceiv'd. f 

Ant. Alas, why was it not permitted me 
To loſe my Friend, or Wife? had one ſurviv'd, 
I might have dy'd in ſilence for the other; 
Oh my Alberto oh Clarina too! ( 
Alb. Come, do not grieve for me, I ſhall be wel, 
J yet find ſtrength enough to get away 
And then 11] let thee know my Fate and thine, [Ee 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Clarina, Iſmena, and Iſabella weeping 


| As. 

Jab. For Heaven ſake, Madam, pardon me. 
' Clary, Be dumb for ever, falſe and treacherous Wom 
Was there no way but this to mask your Cheat? 
A Lye which has undone us all. 3 ü 
Jab. Alas, twas in the dark, how could 1 kno lu 
Pray forgive it me, and try my future Service. 
_ Glar, I never will forgive thee, naughty Girl; 
Alberto now incens'd will tell Antonio all, 

Iſab. What need you care, Madam? 
You are ſecure enough” - | 

Clar. Thou ſalv'ſt an Error with a greater ſill; | 
Doſt thou not know Antonio's Jealouſy, _ 
Which yet is moderate, rais'd to a higher pitch, 
May ruin me, Iſmena, and thy ſelf ? 

Iſin. Siſter, there cannot be much harm in this; 

'Tis an ill chance, *tis true, for by it we have loſt 
The pleaſure of an innocent Reyenge 
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pon Antonio; but if underſtood, 
ye have but miſs'd that end. | ns 
Clar, Oh Iſmena! - | WL 

tis Jealouſy is an unapprehenſive madneſs, © 


R con-ſenſe which does ſtill abandon Reaſon, _ 


- 


ab, Madam, early in the Morning 


to Alberto's Lodgings, and tell him the miſtake. 
Clar, Twill be too late; ' 
In. Siſter, what think you if I go my ſelf? 
Clar, You ſhould not be ſo daring ; 10 
ſides, I bluſh to think what ſtrange opinion 
ll entertain of me the whileee. 
n. Do not let that afflict you, | | 
ech my Veil, and if Antonio chance to ask for me, 
Tel him 1'm gone to Laura. LEx. Iſab. 
kieve me, I will ſet all ſtrait again. | 

Enter Iſabella with the Veil, 
Clar, Thou haſt more Courage, Girl, than I. 
In. What need is there of much of that, to encounter 
ray young Lover, where I am ſure there cannot be 
uch danger? 
Clar, Well take your chance, I wiſh you luck Sir, 
or 1 am &'en as muck bent upon Revenge, 
thou art upon Marriage, | 
n. Come, my Veil, this and the Night will enough 


wr [ Exeunt. 


8 C E N E V. Diſcoverr Alberto ſrt * 
Antonio. is 


—— — 


| VP 


415, Nay thou ſbalt ſee't before thou doſt reyenge it; 
Much a caſe, thy ſelf ſhould be the Witneſs, | 

ie knows not what has paſt to night between us, 

or :hould ſhe, if thou couldſt contain thy Rage; 

ad that, Antonio, you ſhall promiſe me: 

o morrow place thy ſelf bebind the Arras, 11 


Þ id from thy Eyes thy own Misfortunes know, _ / + 
ft What will not diſobliged Paſſion do? [ Aſide, 
vor. Iv. N | 


Ant, 
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Ant. I'll hide my Anger in a ſeeming Calm 
And what I have to do, conſult the while, 5 
And mask my Vengeance underneath'a Smile, [Ex, fn 
Page. My Lord, there is without a Lady 
Deſires to ſpeak with you. b e 
Alb. Who ist? | 
Page, I know not, Sir, ſhe's veil'd. 
Enter Iſmena weeping. 
Alb, Conduct her in. c 
Im. Oh Alberto, Iſabella has undone us all! 
Alb. She weeps, and looks as innocent. 
—— What mean you, falſe diſſembling Clarina ? 
What, have you borrow'd from Deceit new Charms, 
And think'ſt to fool me to a new belief? 
Iſm. How Sir, can you too be unkind ? Nay then 
time to die; alas, there wanted but your Credit to this m 
ſtake, to make me truly miſerable. . 
Alb. What Credit? what Miſtake ? oh undeceiye me, 
For I haye done thee Injuries paſt Forgiveneſs, 
If thou be'ſt truly-innocent. 1 
Iſm. If Iſabella, under pretence of courting me k 
| Lorenzo, whom ſhe deſigns to make a Husband, 
given him freedoms will undo my Honour, if not 
vented ſoon, 4.7748 1 
Alb, May I credit this, and that it was not by d 
Command ſhe did it ? | 
Iſm. Be witneſs Heaven, my Innocence in this, 
Which if you will believe, I'm ſafe again. 
Alb. I do believe thee, but thou art not ſafe, 
Here, take this Ponyard, and revenge thy Wrongs, 
Wrongs which I dare not beg a Pardon for, 
en e e. [e gives her a Dag 


c 


Iſm. Why, Sir, what have br done? have you ( 


ceiv'd me, and do you not indeed love me? 
Alb.; Oh Clarina ! do not ask that Queſtion, 
Too much of that has made me ruin thee; 
It made me jealous, drunk with Jealouſy, 
And then I did unravel all my Secrets. | | 
Iſin. What Secrets, Sir? you have then ſeen Anton! 
Alb. Yes. i 
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Inn. Hah Nox Wi, if oer Shou didſt poſſeſs a 
Voman, aſſiſt her at ber need. rr LA. 
Well, Sir, riſe and tell me A | 
4lb, 1 will not riſe till you haye plots we, 
jr puniſh'd my Misfortune. 

15 Be what it will, Ido forgive it bee. 

Alb. Antonio, Madam, knows my Happineſs, 

For in my Rage I told bim that you! lov'd me; 
What ſhall I do? 

1m, I cannot blame you tho it were unkind. 

Ab. This I could help, but I have promis d him, 
bat he ſhall be a witneſs of this Truth; 

What ſay you, Madam, do I not merit Death 
hh ſpeak, and let me know my doom vba er d be. 

Iſm. Make good your Word, 

4. What mean you 

ſn. Ns: you haye promiſed him, perform as | you 
ntende 
4. What then? 4 88 
In. Then come as you deſi 65 0 to vilic me. Fate 
Alb. But let me know what tis you mean to do, 
hat I may act accordingly. WT 
In. No. Anſwer me to every Queſtion ak'd, = 
Ind I perhaps may ſet all ſtrait again ; 

[tis now late, and I muſt not be miſſing; _ 

ut if you love me, be no more jealous of me. 
Farewel. ', | 

Alb. Muſt I be i ignorant then of your Deſi ien? 

Im. Yes, Alberto; 

nd you ſhall ſee what Love will make a Woman & 
Ui leads her out. 
Alb. Now am I caught again, inconſtant Nature, 
Would ſhe had leſs of Beauty or of Wit, 

r that Antonio did but leſs: deſerye hers 

Ur that ſhe were not married, ; 

Ir Fad leſs Virtue, for tis chat which awes me, 

hat tender ſenſe of nothing, 

ind makes the other Reaſons ſeem as Bugbears. 

tonid I love Clarina more than he can do, 


Ayer this Virtue doth oppoſe that Love, 
J N 2 
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| Tells mie there hurks a Treaſon there $44 
'Againſt Antonios and Claring* $ Virtue, | Q 
'Tis but too true indeed, and I'm not ſaſe, 
Whilſt J conceal the Criminal within: 
I muſt reveal it, for whilſt I hide the Traitor, 
I ſeem to loye the Treaſon too; 
I will reſign it then, ſince *tis leſs blame 
To 22 by 7 Pain, than live with Shame, a 
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„ Enter Frederick and Laura. | 
Fred. Aura, conſider well my uality, 
And be not angry wich your Father's Confiden 

Who lett us here alone, 

Lau. He will repent that Freedom when be knows 
What uſe you've made on't, Sir. 

Fred. Fy, fy, Laura, a Lady bred at Court, and 
want Complaiſance enough to entertain a Gallant in | 
vate ! this coy Humour is not 4. la- do not 
peeviſh with'a Heart that dies for Jou. ann 

Lau, Pray tell me, Sir, what | is t in me that can end 
rage tis: 

Fred. That which is in all hve Women, thi 
A thoufand Bluſhes play about your Cheeks, 
Which ſhows the briskneſs of the Blood that warms the 
Af I bor tell you how I do adore you, © 
You ſtrait decline your Eyes; 
Which does declare you underſtand my meaning,” 
And every Smile or Frown-betrays you * r wege, | 
And yer you cry, you do not give heres * 
Enter Maid. 9 
Maid. Curtius, Madam, waits without. 400 
Fred. J do not like his haſte, | 
Tell him he cannot be admitted now. 


* 
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144, Sir, he is one that merits. better treatment from 
you , 89 * : J «  ] | - 4 
ow can you injure thus the Man you love? 


id do not call their Forces ſo in queſtion, 

to believe they kindle feeble Fires, 

ach as a Friendſhip can ſurmount. No, Laura, ; 

bey ve done far greater Miracles. GG. 

Las, Sir, *tis in vain you tell me of their Power, 

nleſs- they could have made a nobler Conqueſt 

han Hearts that yield to eyery'petty Victor. 

Look on me well. 

n nothing here inform. you of my Soul, 

Ind how it ſcorns to treat on theſe Conditions 
[ Looks on him, ht gazes with a half Smile, 

Fred, Faith, no, Laura. | 

ke nothing there but wondrous Beauty, 

Ind a deal of needleſs Pride and Scorn, 

Id ſuch as may be humbled, 4 

Lay, Sir, you miſtake, that never can abate, 

I yet I know your Power may do me injuries; 

it I believe you're guilty of no Sin, 2 5 

re your Inconſtancy, which is ſufficientz _ 

0d, Sir, 1 beg I may not be the firft [Kneels and weeps, 

ly find new Crimes about you. | - 

Fred, Riſe Laura, thou haſt but too many Beauties, 

lich pray be careful that you keep conceal'd. 


n [Offers to go. 

Lay, J humbly thank you, Sir. | 
Fred, —But why ſhould this interpoſing Virtue check me? 
Stay Laura, tell me; muſt you marry Curtius? | 
Lay, Yes Sir, I muſt, | 
Fred, Laura, you muſt not. | BY 
Lav, How, Sir! | 
Fred, I ſay you ſhall not marry him, 
els you offer up a Victim, I 
lat may appeaſe the Anger you have rais'd in me, 
Lau. I'll offer up a thouſand Prayers and Tears. 
K+ Ge 
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Fred, Oh Madam, ask your Eyes, thoſe powerful Auracts, 
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Since thou'ſt deny'd my juſt Pretenfions to thee, 
No leſs than what 1 told you of ſhall ſatisfy me. 
Lau, Oh where is all your Honour, and your Virtue 
Fred. Juſt where it was, there's no ſuch real thing, 
I know that thou wert made to be poſſeſt, 
And he that does refuſe it, Toyes thee leaf, © 
—There's danger in my Loye, and your Delay, 
And you are moſt ſecure whilſt you obey. 
Sor ws Pee” | [ He pulls her gent] 
Lau. Then this ſhall be my Safety, bold off, 
eder draws Dai 
Or I'll forget you ae ap, Priace. IH da 
Fred, Pretty Virago, how you raiſe my Love 
— have a Dagger too; what will you do? 
. N © _ [Shows her a Dag 
Enter Curtius. 
Cur, How! the Prince ! arm'd againſt . 
| Drau 


- 
I 


7 


p 


Fred, Traitor, doſt draw upon thy Prince? 
Cur. Lour Pardon, Sir, I meant it on a Rayiſher, 
A foul miſguided Villain, : _ [Buy 
One that ſcarce merits the brave name of Man; 
One that betrays his Friend, forſakes his Wife, 
And would commit a Rape upon my Miſtreſs, 
Fred. Her Preſence is thy Safety, be gone and leave n 
Cur. By no means, Sir; the Villain may return, 
To which fair Laura ſhould not be expos dc. 
Fred. Slave, dar'ſt thou diſobeß? {Offers to fü 
Cur. Hold, Sir, and do not make me guilty of as 
Greater than that of ye. 
FE Enter Salvator. 8 __ + 
Salv, Gods pity me; here's fine doings ! — Why bo 
came this roiſtring Youngſter in my Houſe ? Sir, wi 
ſent for you, hah? . 
Cur. Love. | hats 
Salv. Love, with a witneſs. to whom? my Daughttt 
—No, Sir, ſhe's otherwiſe diſpos'd of 1 can aſſure jo 
Be gone and leave my Houſe, and that quickly too; i 
thank me that I do not ſecure thee for a Traitor 
Cur. Will you not hear me ſpeak? 


Sat 
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5alv, Not a word, Sir, go be gone; unleſs your High- 
1s will have him apprehended. [To Fred. 
pred. No Sir, it ſhall not need Curtius, look to hear 
tom me, - [Comes up 10 him, and tells him 
Ian 8 ſo m a menacing Tone, and go 
out ſeverally. 
Salv, Go Mrs. Minks, get you in. ¶ Ex. Saly. and Laue. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Frederick paſſing in anger over the Stage, 
maoets Lorenzo, 
Tor. O Sir, I'm glad-Pye found 4221 for 1 haye the 
meſt News for you. 
fred. What News? 
Lor. Oh the Devil, he's angry; — Wy, Sir, we 
prettieſt young ä 
Fred, There's for your Intelligence. 
Strikes him, and goes out. 


Princes ! theſs be turns of State now ; what the Devil 
ik he trow ; ſure he could not be offended with the 


of tune: and ſure he has too much Wit to grow virtuous 


lrecch as far, he were the wonder of the Agei 
Enter Curtius. | 
Cur, Lorenzo, didſt thou ſee the Prince? 
Tor. Marry did I, and feel him too. 
Cur. Why, did he ſtrike you? 


lim. Prithee what's the matter with him, hab? 
Cur, I know not, leave me. 
Lor, Leave thee, what art thon out of humour too ? 


Cur. What wilt thou? 
Lor. Never ſee his Face more, if a Man. 


N. 4 Our. 


Lor. So, very well; how mortal is the favour of 


News I boss brought him ; if he be, he's s firangely out 
theſe Years. No, no, he has had ſome repulſe from a 


Lady ; and that's a wonder; for he has a Tongue and a 
Purſe that ſeldom fails: if Youth and Vigour would- 


Lor. I'm no true Subject if he did not; and that only 
for doing that Service which once was moſt acteptable to 


Let me but know who tis has diſoblig'd thee, and Vl —- 
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Cur, And what if a Woman? © © 
Tor. Then ſhe's an idle peeviſh Slut, III warrant he 
Cur. Conclude it ſo, and leave me. 5 | 

Lor, Nay, now thou haſt ſaid the only thing that coy 
keep me with thee, thou mayſt be deſperate ; I' 
you Curtius, theſe female Miſchiefs make Men take dang 
rous Reſolutions ſometimes. - N e WM 

Enter Alberto. 
Alb. Curtius, I've ſomething to deliver to your Ear, 


[Whiſper 
Cur,” Any thing from Alberto is welcome, 
Tor. Well, I will be hang'd if there be not ſome Mi 
chief in agitation ; it cannot be wenching ; they look 
too dull and ſober for that; and beſides, then I ſho 
have been a party concern 0. | | 
Cur, The place and time. C04] 
Alb. An hour hence i'th' Grove by the Riyer-ſide; ne 
Cur, Alone thou fſayſt ? | 
Alb. Alone, the Prince will have it ſo. 
Cur. I will not fail a moment. [Ex. Al 
o this has eas'd my Heart of half its Load. 
Lor. Ill ſneak away, for this is ſome fighting Bulinel 
and I may perhaps be invited a Second, a Compliment 
care not for. ' [Offers 10 088": 
Cur, Lor eNZ0g a word with you, | 
Tor. Tis ſo, what ſhall I do now? [Ad 
Cur, Stay. . 
Tor. I am a little in haſte, my Lord. 
Cur. I ſhall ſoon diſpatch you. | 
Lor. I believe ſo, for I am half dead already Hen 
Fear. [ Aſide.— Sir, I have promis'd to make a viſit u 
Lady, and 1 5 | 0 
Cur. What l've to ſay will not detain you long. 1 
Lor. What a Dog was I, I went not when he firſt del 
me to go? Oh Impertinency, thou art juſtly rewarded 
Cur. Lorenzo, may I believe you love me? 


Tor. Now what ſhall I ſay, Ay or no? LAH, 
The Devil take me if I know. | 1 
Cur, Will you do me a fayour? | , ( 


Tor. There tis again. 8 2 


Cur. I know. I may truſt thee, with a ſecret, 
lar. Truly Curtius, I cannot tell, A, 
In ſome caſes I am not very retentive, 
May take up all the time I have to liye, | 18 
Ind I may never ſee thy Siſter more | 30 
vil you oblige me in a, Meſſage to her ? 
Lor. You know you may command me; 1850 
l'm glad *tis no worſGG. [Ad. 
cur. Come, go with me into my Cabinet 
Ind there I'll write to Laura; of 5 
Ind prithee if thou hear'ſt that I am dead, 
ell her I fell a Sacrifice to her, , .. 
Ind that's enough, ſhe underſtands the reſt. 
Lor. But harkye, Curtius, by your fayour, this is but a 
yy Tale to carry to your Miſtreſs ; I hope you are not 
n earneſt, 7 
Cur, Ves. i 
Lor. Yes ! why, what a fooliſh idle humour's this in 
ou? I vow * will go near to break the poor Girl's 
art Come be advis'd, Man. 
Cur, Perhaps I may conſider on't for that reaſon. 
Lor. There are few that go about ſuch buſineſſes, but 
we one thing or other to conſider in favour of Life; I 
Ind 85 even in the moſt magnanimous ;— Prithee who 
t with ? | | 
Cur. That's counſel ; and pray let this too which 1 
je told you be a ſecret, for *rwill concern your Life. 
Lir, Good Curtius, take it back again then; for a 
ndred to one but my over - care of keeping it will be- 
Ny it. . 
Cur. Thou loveſt thy ſelf better, 
Lir, Well, that's a comfort yet. [Exeunt., 


SCENE III. A Wod. 


Enter Cloris drefs'd like a Country- Boy, follow'd by 
Guilliam a Clown ; Cloris reading à Leiter. 
Clo, reads, Cloris beware of Men; for tho 1 my ſelf 
be one, _ 3+ : | 
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Cur. I am going about à buſineſs, that perhaps {hh 


N 3 | Tet 
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to live at Court. 


pray forſooth, what's that you read ſo often there? Mut 
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Yet I have the Frailties of my Sex, ant can diſſembli ty; 
Truſt none of us, for if thou doſt, thow art undone ; 
We make Vows to all alike toe fer, 
And even the be ef Men, the Prince, 
Is not to be credited in an affhir of Tove. 
—Oh Curtius, thy advice Was yery kind; 
Had it arriv'd before, Pad been undone ! 
Can Frederick too be falſe? wg 
A Prince, and be unjuſt to her that loves him too? 
— Surely it is impoffible= t.. 
Perhaps thou lov'ſt me too, and this may be 

© [Pointing to the Lum 
Some Plot of -thine ta try my Conſtane ;: 
Howe er it be, ſince be could fail laſt night 
Of ſeeing me, I have at leaſt a cauſe to fe 


Q BOD Gt = 


= 
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This ſhameful change; and ſure in this Diſguiſe, 
I ſhall not ſoon be known, doſt think I ſhall ? 
3 3s [ Looks on her ſelf 
Guil. Why forſooth, what do you intend to pals for 
a Maid or a:Boy? | 8 
Clo, Why, what J ſeem to be, will it not do? 
Guil. Yes, yes, it may do, but I know not what; 
I would Love would tranſmography me to a Maid noy 
Ne ſhould be the prettieſt Couple: 
Don't you remember when you dreſs'd me up the la 
Carnival, was not I the woundieſt handſome Laſs a bod 
could ſee in a Summer's day? There was Claud ibe 
Shepherd as freakiſh' after me, I'II warrant you, ani 
ſimper'd and tript it like any thing. 
Clo, Ay, but they ſay tis dangerous for young Maid 


= 
<z CC A- 


Gail. Nay, then I ſhould'be loth to give temptation 


Clo, An advice to young Maids that are in love. Die 
Guil. Ay, ay, that ſame Love is a vengeance thing, C 
Wou'd I were in love too; I ſee it makes a body yaliant Bi ©: 
One neither feels Hunger nor Cold that is poſſeſt with d 
Clo, Thou art ith” right, it can do Miracles. Cl 
Guil. So it ſeems, for without a Miracle you and It: 


could neyer baye rambled about theſe Woods all night 


Without 
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without either Bottle or Wallet: I could een cry for 


; hyinger now. 
% What à dull Soul this Fellow hath ? 


dur it can never feel the generous Pains 13 | 

of Love, as mine does now; oh how I glory 

To find my Heart above the common rate ! 

Were not my Prince inconſtant, 

would not envy what the Blefled do above: 

ut he is falſe, good Heaven !— _ [Weeps. Gui), Howe. 

What doſt feel, that thou ſhouldſt weep with me ?* 

Guil, Nothing but Hunger, ſharp Hunger, fotſooth. 

Co. Leave calling me forſooth, 1 will betray us. 

Cuil. What ſhalt I call you then ? 

Clo, Call me Philibert, or any thing; 

Ind be familiar with me: put on thy Hat, leſt any. come 

nd ſee us. 

Cuil. Tis a hard name, but Ill learn it by heart. 

Well Philibert What ſhall we do when we come to 
Court? Puts on his Hat. 

ſides eating and drinking, which 1 ſhall do in abun- 
dance. 

Clo, We muſt get each of us a Service: 

But thou art ſuch a Clown. 

Guil, Nay, ſay not ſo, honeft Philibert: for look y 

am much the properer Fellow of the two. Walks: 

Clo, Well, try thy forimne; but be ſure you never diſ- 

n me, whatever Queſtions may- chance o be asked 

ee, 

Cuil. J warrant thee, honeſt Lad, I am true and truſty ; 

vt 1 muſt be very familiar with you, you ſay. 

Clo, Yes, before Company. 

Gul, Pray let me begin and practiſe a little now, 

at pleaſe you, for fear I ſhould not be ſaucy ne 

ien we arrive at Court. 1 
Clo, I' warrant you you'll oon learn there. 1 

ant 8 C. Oh Eord, Philibert Philibert 1. ſee a Man a | 
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h em ing moſt deadly fine, let's run away. ; | 

ch. Thus thou haſt ſert'd me all this night, theres Fi 
* a Buſh we come at, but thou ſartſt tbus. i 
igt 7 be 


Gall, 4 


= — 
2 — — 
4 - > 2 


= 
— — ä 
— — - 
=] — ——— 
— * — 
- = 32 — 
0 - 7 82 — 
OW 


— - 
rx 1 
— Hz 


" _ 
— - MPI ˙ „ 


\ 


300 The Au oRous PriNCt. 


Gail. Tis true you. are a Lover, and may fly ü 


danger on't; but I'll make ſure for one. 


- Clo, It is the Prince, Oh Gods! what makes he here 
With Looks diſorder'd too; this Place is fit for Dex 
Deſpair; the melancholy Spring a ſleepy murmur make 
A proper Conſort for — Souls, 

When mix'd with dying Groans, and the thick Boughs 


Compoſe a diſmal Roof; 


Dark as the gloomy Shades of Death or Graves, 

— He comes this way, I'll hide my felf awhile, 

| 1 Goes behind 4 Bull 
Enter Fr ederick. | 


Fred, But yet not this, nor my deſpight to Laura, 


Shall make me out of love with Life, 

Whilſt I have youthful Fires about my Heart ; 
—Yet I muſt fight with Curtius, | | 
And ſo chaſtiſe the Pride of that fond Maid, 
Whoſe ſaucy Virtue durſt controul my Flame, 
—And yet I love her not as I do Cloris ; 


But fain I would have overcome that Chaſtity, 


Of which the fooliſh Beauty boaſts ſo. 
Clo. Curtius I thank thee, now I do believe thee, 


Guilliam, if thou ſeeſt any fighting anon, [The Print 
Be ſure you run out and call ſome body. wall 


Guil. You need not bid me run away, when I ont 
ſee them go to that. 
Enter Curtius. 
Cur. Sir, I am come as you commanded me. 
Fred. When you confider what you've lately done, 
You will not wonder why I ſent for you 
And when I mean to fight, I do not uſe to parly: 
Come dra c F | 
Cur. Shew me my Enemy, and then if I am flow— 
Fred, I am he, needſt thou one more powerful? 
Cur. You, Sir! what have I done to make 75 ſo! 
Fred. If yet thou want'ſt a further proof of it, 
Know I'll diſpute. my Claim to Laura. 
Cur. That muſt not be with me, Sir; 


God forbid that I ſhould raiſe my Arm againſt my Print 
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If Laurg have ſo little Faith and 3 N 
To render up that Right belongs to _ ra zva! be 
Wich all my heart I yield her 1 
To any but to you 8 mn 0 
And, Sir, for your own ſake you muſt not « have her, 
Fred. Your Reaſon'? , | 
Cur. Sir, you're edule 8 1 1 
Fred, Thou, lyeſt, 1 ſeek by excuſes for thy Cowar⸗ 
dice. 
cur. 1 wiſn you e recal 9 haſty Injury; 
Yet this Vil bear from you, who know tis falſe. 
Fred, Will nothing move thee? | 
_ Cur. You would believe ſo, Sit, if 1 ſhould tell you, 
That beſides all this, I have a juſter Cauſe. 
Fred, Juſter than that of Laura? call it up, then; 
And let it ſave thee from a further ſhame. 
Cur, Yes ſa I will, *tis that of Cloris, 
Who needs my aids — more 
Do you remember ſuch a Virgin, Sir? 
For ſo ſhe was till ſhe knew Frederick, 
The ſweeteſt Innocent that ever Nature made. 
Fred, Not thy own Honour, nor thy Love to Laura, 
Would make thee draw, and now at Cloris? Name 
Thou art incens'd, thy Eyes all red with Rage : : 
— Oh thou haſt rouz'd my Soul ! 
Nor would I juftify my Wrongs to her, 
Unleſs it were to ſatisfy my Jealouſy, 
Which thou baſt rais'd in me by this concern. 
— draw, or I'll kill thee. 7 


one, Car, Stay, Sir, and hear me out. 
Fred, I will not ſtay, now I refle& on all 
: Thy former kindneſs to her 
Cyr. I will not fight, but I'll defend my ſelf. 
= x [They Fehr 
, Fred, We are betray'd. 


ſo! Cur, Yes, Sir, and you are wounded. 
[Guil, runs bawling out, they are both wounded, 
Cle. Oh Heaven defend the Prince! [She peeps. 


Fred, 
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Fred. I hear ſome coming, coming, go be Gy" — 
And ſave thy ſelf by Pray, N | IF 
[Frederick ſands lig on - ths Swi 

Cur. Sir, . me leave to yy wy fight Will look 
like. — 7 

Fred. By no . — thou wilt be taken here, 
and thou ſhalt never charge me with: that Crime of be 
traying thee: when we meet next, we'll end it. 

Cur. I muſt obey you then. [Exit 

Enter Cloris. 

Clo. Sir, bas the Villain hurt you? [She ſu n him. 
Pray Heaven my Sorrows do not betray me now; 
For ſi nee he's falſe, I fain would die conceal'd. LA. 
—S$hew me your Wound, and I will tie it up. A 
Alas, you bleed extremely. (eome; 

Fred, Kind Youth, thy Succours are in vain, tho web, 
For tho I bleed, I am not wounded much. 


Clo, No? why did you let him paſs unpuniſh'd then, 
Who would have hurt you more? 3 
Enter Guilliam wit Cale ( 
Serv. Where was t? Ih. 


Guil. Look ye, Sir, a dow'e you ſes them 2 
Serv. How does your Highneſs? This Fellow told me 
of a quarrel here, which made me haſte. 
Fred, Be ſilent, and carry me to my own apartment, 1 
Serv. Alas, Sir, is it you that fought/ 
Fred. No more Queſtions, —— 
Kind Boy, pray leave me not till I have bund a way to 
recompenſe thy pretty care of me. 
Clo, I will wait on you, Sir. 1 alt bett Guil, 
Enter Lorenzo. Peeps firſt. eyery 
Tor. What's the matter here? the Prince is | wound Li 
too. Gt 
Oh what a Dog was I to know of ſome ſuch thing. laſts 
And not ſecure them all? 
| [Lor. ſtands guxing at Gail. Guil. flands abr 
his Hat, and. ſcruing his Fate. 


— What s here: 2 Ha, ha; ha, this is the pleaſanteſt Fel- nd 
low that e er I ſaw in my Life, Prithee Friend, what's WW 
wy Name ? 


"Gull 


Fd 
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Cuil. My Name, an't ſhall like ye. 
My Name, it is Gnillizm, 
Lor. From Whence comeſt thou? "fag 
Guil, From a Village a great huge wy _ 
Lor. And what's thy buſineſs here, hah ? 
Guil, Truly, Sir, nor to tell a Lyez 
| come to get a Service here at Court. | 
Lor. A Service at Court! ha, ha, that's a pleaſant Hu- 
nour faith; Why Fellow, whar canſt thou do? 
Cuil. Do Sir! 1 can do any thing. 
Lor. Why whit canſt thou do? canſt thou dreſs well? 
—Set a Peruke to advantage, tie a Crevat, 
And Cuffs? put on a Belt with dexterity, bah ? 
Theſe be the Parts that muſt recommend you. 
Guil, I know not what you mean, but I am ſure 1 
an do them all. | | 
Lor. Thou art confident it ſeems, and I can tell you, 
, Sirrah, that's a great ſtep to Preferment; | 
hut well, go on then, canſt ride the great Horſe? . 
Gui. The biggeſt in all our Town py: 
| have rid a thoufand times. | 
Lor. That's well; canſt fence ? 
me- Cuil. Fence Sir, what's that? 
Lor. A Term we uſe for the Art and Skill of handling 
u. Weapon. 
Guil, J can threſh; Sir. 
Lor. What's that, Man? 
ail. Why, Sir, it is—it is—threſhing, 
Lor. An Artiſt 1 vow; canſt play on any Muſick? 
ul. Cuil. Oh moſt rogically, Sir, I bave a Bagpipe that 
eery Breath ſets the whole Village a dancing. 3 
Lor. Better ſtill; and thou canſt dance Il warrant? 
Cuil. Dance, be, he, he, I vow you've light on my 
laſter· piece, y' fegs. | 
Lor. And I'll try thee ; Boy, go fetch [To the Page. 
ſome of the Muſick hither which I keep in pay. [Ex. Boy. 
But hark you, Friend, tho 1 love Dancing very well, 
ind that may recommend thee in a great degree; yet tis 
"molly neceſſary that you ſhould be valiant too: We 
teat ones ought to be ſery'd by Men ot Valour, for we 
r = 
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are very liable to be affronted by many here to our Faces 
which we would ladly have en behind our Back; 
— But Pox on't, thou haſt not the Huff and Grimace of 
a Man of Proweſs. 

Guil. As for fighting, tho 1 do not care. for it, yet! 
can do't if any body angers me, or fo, 

Lor. But I muſt have "ou learn to do't when any body 
angers me too. 

Guil. Sir, they told me 1 ſhould haye no need ont 
here; but I ſhall learn, 

* Why you Fool, that's not a a thing to be learn'd, 
bars a brave Inclination born with Man, 
A brave undaunted ſomething, a thing that, 
That comes from, from, I know not what, 
For I was born without it. 

Enter Page and Muſick, 
Oh are you come ? ler's tee, Sirrah, your Activity, 
For I mult tell you that's another ſtep to Preferment. 
(He dances a Jig en Paiſant, 

'Tis well perform'd; well, hadſt thou but Wit, Valour, 
Bone Mine, good Garb, a Peruke, Conduct and Secrecy 
in Love - Affairs, and half a dozen more good Qualities, 
thou wert fit for ſomething ; but I will try thee, Boy, let 
him have better Clothes; as for his Documents, I'll giye 
him thoſe my ſelf. 

Guil. Hah, I don't like that word, it ſounds terribly, 

(Aſide. Ex. Page and Gul. 

Tor. This Fellow may be of uſe to me; being doubt- 

leſs very honeſt, becauſe he is ſo very ſimple; For to fa 
truth, we Men of Parts are. ſometimes oyer-wiſe, wi. 
| neſs my laſt night's retreat from but a ſuppoſed Dange;, 
and returning to fall into a real one. Well, I'll now to 
1/abella, and know her final Reſolution ; if Clarina will 
be kind, ſo; if not, there be thoſe that , 
— tho I cannot any Conqueſt boaſt 
For all the Time and Money 1 have loft, 
At leaft of 1/abel VI be reveng'd, 
And have the flattering Baggage ſoundly mii d; 
And rather than ſhe ſhall eſcape my Anger, 
My (elf ſhall be the Hero that ſhall bang her. rw 
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ACTA. SCENE L 


Enter Iſmena and Iſabella 


Jab. I Adam, turn your backs that Gas, 

\ For there Antonio is bid; he muſt not ſee 
your Face: now raiſe your N that he may hear 
what 'tis you ſay. 

I/m. I'll warrant: you, Iſabella : 
Was ever wretched: Woman's Fate like mine, 
forc'd to obey the rigid Laws of Parents, 

And marry with a Man I did not love? 


Ant, Oh there's my cauſe of Fear. (Ant, preps. 
Im. Tho ſince I've had wins, thou know'ſt I have en- 
deayour'd, 


To make his Will my Law, - 
nt Til by degrees and Cuſtom, which makes chings 8 
ur, ! found this Heart, which ne'er had been engag'd | 
ecy To any other, grow more ſoft to him; 
* And ſtill the more he lov'd, the more I was olga, 
er And made returns ſtill kinder; ; till I became 
ON: Not only tO allow, but to repay his Tenderneſs. 


s Iſab. She counterſeits rarely. [Afide. 
y. adam, indeed 1 have obſery'd this truh. —& * 

Ml In. see who tis knocks. | [ One knocks. 
b. 457. What will this come to? LA. 
ſay Jab. Madam, tis Allertio. 1006 rat 
wit. Enter Alberto. Bow. 


ge, Wl 1” My Lord, you've often told me that you boa. me, 
oro BY bich I with Womens uſual Pride believ'd ; | 
will WW Aud now, encourag'd by my hopeful Promiſes, 
You look for ſome Returns: Sir, is it ſo? - 
Alb, What means ſhe ? | 81 61] | 
Pray Heaven I anſwer right. Ade. 
Madam, if I have err'd in that belief, | 
To know 1 do ſo, is ſufficient puniſhment. 
——Lovers, Madam, tho they have no returns, 


2 le ſinking Men, ill catch at all they r meet with; 4 
on) n 
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And whilſt they live, tho in the midſt of Storms, 
Becauſe they wiſh, they alſo hope for Calm. 
1/mes And did you, Sir, conſider who I was? 
Alb. Yes, Madam, Wife unto my Friend Antonio, 


The only Man that has an Intereſt here: 
— hut, Madam, that muſt ſtill ſubmit to Love. 


1/m, Canſt thou at once be true to r me? 


Alb, Madam, I know not that; 
Bu ſince 1 muſt loſe Be, 
My Friendſhip 1 can better lay ” OY 

1/m, Haſt thou forgot how dear thou art to him? 


Ab. No, I do believe I am, andi char his Life | 


Were but a worthleſs|trifle,-1f L needed it. 
Yet, Madam, you are dearet to him ſtil! 
Than his Alberto; and. tis fo. with me: 
Him I eſteem, but you I do adore; 
And he whoſe Souls inſenſible of Love, 
Can never grateful to his Friendſhip proves 
In. By your example, Sir, Ell ſtilt retain 
My Love ſor him; and what 1 had for you, 
Which was but Friendſhip, III been e 
Am. Happy Antonio. — 15 
1/m. Pray what huwe you Antonio anger own? © 
Has he not Beauty, if not exceeding thing? 
Has he not equal Vigour, Wit, and Valour? 
And all that even raiſes Men to Gods, 
Wert not for poor Mortalit )?)? as 
Vain Man, couldſt thaw believe © 
That I would quit my Duty to this Husband, No 
And ſacrifice his Right to thee ? . 
—— Couldſt chou believe me yeſterday ? 
When from thy Impertunity 5 rener 95 
To ſend thee from me, pf 
I promiſed thee to love che. 
Nay rather, treacherous Man, 
Couldſt thou believe 1 did hate thee then, 
Who baſely would betray thy Fiend and ine} ; 2 
Alb, Sure this is earneſt. | 
Ant. Oh brave Clarins 
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1/n, Speak, Traitor, to my Fame and Honour; 

Was there no Woman, but Antonio's Wife, 
With whom thou couldſt commit fo foul a Crime? 
And none but he, to bring to publick Shame? 
A Man who truſted thee, and'loy'd thee too? 
—Speak—and if yet thou haſt a ſenſe of Virtue, 
Call to the Saints for pardon, or thou dy*lt. 
[ She draws a Poniard, and runs at him; 
| he fleps back to avoid it. : 

Alb. Hold Clarina I am amaz'd, 

Iſm. But ſtay. N r 
Thou ſay'ſt my Beauty forc'd thee to this Wickedneſs, 
And that's the cauſe you have abus d Antonio. 
Nor is it all the Power I have with him 
Can make him credit what I tell him of theey 
And ſhould I live, I ill muſt be purſu'd by thee, 

And unbeliev'd by him: f 
Alberto, thou ſhalt ne er be guilty more, 
Whilſt this—and this may meet. 
[Offering to wound her ſelf, is flay'd by 
Alb. and Ib, they. [or Him. in 4 
Chair; Alb. kneols weeping, _ © 

Alb, Hold, my divine Clarina..  . _ 

Ant. Shall I diſcover my ſelf, or ſteal away? ¶ Aſide. 
And all aſham'd of Life after this Action, 

Go where the Sun or Day may never find me? 

Ob! what Virtue I've abus'd. | 
Curſe on my little Faith 3 _ 
And allthe Curſes Madneſs can invent, : 
Light on my groundleſs Jealoufy, [ Fx. Antonio. 

Alb. Clarina, why ſo cruel to my Heart? 

Tis true, I loye you, but with as chaſte an Ardour, 
As Souls departing pay the Deities, 
When with inceſſant Sighs they haſte away, 
And leave Humanity behind. Oh! fo did 1 
Abandon all the lefler Joys of Life, | 

For that of being permitted but radore ye. _ 
Alas, if *twere diſpleaſing to you, 
Why did your ſelf encourage it? | 
| might have languifh'd, as I did before, 


And 
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And hid thoſe Crimes which make you hate me now. 


I'll waſh away my Miſchief with thy Blood. 
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—Oh I am loſt! Antonio, thou'ſt undone me; 
as To? „e riſes in Ruge. 
Hear me Ungrate; I ſwear by all that's good, 


. 


Jab. Antonio hears you not, Sir, for he's departed, 
Iſm. Is Antonio gone???” 
[She looks pertly up, who before lay half dead, 

Alb. How's this, has ſhe but feign'd? 

Iſm. No, it was but feign'd ; I hope this proof 
Of what I have promis'd you, does not diſpleaſe. 

Alb. Am I thus fortunate, thus ſtrangely happy? 

In. Time will confirm it to you—go, do not 


Now thank me for't, but ſeek Antonio out; 
Perhaps he may have too great a Senſe. of the | 
Miſchiefs bis Jealouſies had like to have caus d: \ 
But conjure him to take no notice of what's paſt to me; WW - 
This eaſy flight of mine ſecures our Fears, | HE 
And ſerves to make Antonio confident, _ | tis 
Who now will unbelieve his Eyes and Ears; T 
And ſince before, while I was innocent, A 
He could ſuſpe& my Love and Duty too, q 
I'll try what my diſſembling it will do. A 
0 haſte ! | [ 
Alb. Madam, I go, ſurpriz d with Love and Wonder. = 


| TY [Ex. Ab. 
in. You'll be more ſurpriz d, when you know [ Aſide. Wl * 
That you are cheated too as well as Antonio. [Exeunt Wi 7 


| CTY B 
Se FEINE, 100; 
Enter Curtius diſguis'd in a Black Perute and Beard, with 
Pietro diſguiſed alſo,  M* 
Cur, Well, what haſt thou learn'd ? | 
Piet. News enough Sir, but none good ; 
That the Prince's Wounds are but ſmall, {a 
So that he intends to take the Air this Evening; 
That he ſollicits Laura hardz _ HEN th 
And, Sir, that you are proclaim'd Traitor, A 


. Cur, So, what ſays the Meſſenger you (ent to 9 3 
| g N Ihe 


5 


with 


1s 2 
Piet. 
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Piet. Sir, he brings ſad ridings halts i 
2 


Cur. What tidings ? is ſhe deadꝰ 


That would revive my Soul, 


And fortify my eaſy Nature with ſome wicked Notions, 
As deep as thoſe this flattering Prince made uſe of, 

When he betray'd my Siſter, pretty Cloris : - 

—Come, ſpeak it boldly, for nothing ale 

Will make me do her Juſtice, | 


biet. No, Sir, ſhe'is not dead, 


But fled, and none knows whither 3 315 
Only Guilliam attends her. | 
cur. Worſe and worſe; but what of Laura? 


. Piet, She, Sir, is kept a Priſoner by her Father, 


And ſpeaks with none but thoſe that come from Frederick. 
Cur. Laura confin'd too! *ris time to haſten then, 
With my, till now, almoſt diſarm'd Revenge: 


| —Thus I may paſs unknown the Streets of Florence, 


And find an Opporumity' to reach this Prince's Heart, 
Oh Vengeance! luxurious Vengeance 
Thy Pleaſures turn a Rival to my Love, 
And make the mightier Conqueſt o'er my Heart. 
—Cloris, I will revenge thy Tears and Sufferings ; 
And to ſecure the Doom of him that wrong'd thee, 
I call on injur'd Laura too, 
—Here take theſe Pictures and where thou ſeeꝰſt 
[ls ives him Boxes, 
A knot of Gallanis, open one or two, as if by ſtealth, 
To gaze upon the Beauties, and then ſtraight cloſe them— 
But ſtay, here comes the only Man 
| could have wiſh'd' for; he'll proclaim my Buſi neſs 
better than a Picture or a Trumpet. [ They ftand by, 
- + - [Curtius rakes back the Pictures. 
Enter Lorenzo and Guilliana dreſt in finiſh'd Clothes, but 
the ſame high-crown'd Hat. | 
Lor. Did, ba, ha, ha, did ha, ha; did ever ny mor- 
tal Man behold ſuch a Figure as chou art now? Well, 1 
lee *tis a damnable thing not to be born a Gentleman 
the Devil himſelf can never make thee truly jantee now. 
Come, come, come forward; theſe Clothes become 
hee, as a Saddle does a Sow ; ; why com'ſt thou _ 
_— WE 
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new Breeches, thou look ſt ſo filthily ont. 
He advances, dooking ſaurly, 
Guill. No, Sir, I hope I have more manners than ſo; 
but if I ſhould, tis not my fault; for the neceſſary Houſu 
are hard to be met withal here at Court, | 
Lor. Very well, Sirrah; you begin already to be wity 
with the Court: but I can cell you, it has as many ne- 
ceſſary Places in't, as any Court in Chriſtendom 
But what a Hat thou halt? © — 7 
Guill, Why Sir, tho I ſay't, this is accounted of in 
our Village; but I had another but now, whick blew of 
in a high Wind; and I never miſt it, till 1 had an occy 
ſion to pluck it off to a young Squire, they call a ; 
and Fegs I had none at all: and becauſe I wou'd not loſe 
my Leg for want of a Hat, I feich'd this; and I can 1 
you, Sir, it has a faſhionable Brim, . - 
Lor. A Foel's head of your own, has it not? 
The Boys will hoot at us as we paſs—hah, 
Who be theſe, who be theſe — 
[Goes towards Cur. and Piet 
Cur. Here—this to Don Alonſo--—this to the Engl 
Count; and this you' may ſhew to the young Germ 
Prince — and this! will reſerve for higher Prices, 


{ Gives Piet, Pictumi C 

Piet. Will you ſhew none to the Courtiers, Sir? ( 
Cur. Away you Fool, I deal in no ſuch Traſh. 0 
Lor. How Sir, how was that? pray what, came we f 
gain your diſ- favour? 5 2 'p S198 e C 
Cur, I cry you mercy, Sir, pray who are you ? G 
Tor. A Courtier, Sir, 1 can aſſure you, and one o c 
the beſt Rank too; I have the Prince's ear, Sir. I fa 
— What have you there, hah?— Pictures? let me G 
What, are they to be bought? I w; 
Cur. Sir, they are Copies of moſt fair Originals, no Cc 
to be bought but hired, | | Fho 
Lor. Say you ſo, Friend? the Price, the Price. G 
Cur. Five thouſand Crowns a Month, Sir. C 


Lor. The Price is ſomewhat ſaucy, 
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thy WY Cor Sir, they be curious Pieces, were neyer blown 
yoo, have never been in Courts, nor hardly Cities, 

h. r. Upon my word that's conſiderable; Friend, pray 
ſo; I rbere do you live? e | 

Cur. In the Piaxxo, near the Palace, 

Lr. Well, put up your Ware, ſhew not a face of 
hem till I return; for I will bring you the beſt Chapman 
in all Florence, except the Duke himſelf, 

cur. You muſt be ſpeedy then, for to morrow I ſhalt 
be going towards Rome. 80 

lor. A ſubtle Raſcal this: thou think ' ſt, I warrant, 
0 wake a better Market amongſt the Cardinals. But 
uke my word, ne'er a Cardinal of them all comes near 
his Man, I mean, to bring you in Matters of Beauty 
o, this will infallibly make my Peace again: [Aſides 
bok ye Friend Be ready, for tis the Prince, the 
noble generous Frederick, that I deſign your Merchant. 

Cy [ Goes out. 


Cur. Your Servant, Sir, that is Guillzam 3 
| cannot be miſtaken in him, go call him back. 

[Pietro fetches him back, who puts on a ſurly Face, 

m— Friend what art thou? 

Guil, What am 1? why what am 1? doſt thou not ſee 

yhat Jam? a Courtier, Friend. f 
Cur. But what's thy Name? 

Guil, My Name, I have not yet conſider'd. 

Car. What was thy Name: DM A wh 
Gul, What was my Name ? f , 7 
Cur, Yes, Friend, thou hadſt one. | 
Gul, Yes, Friend, thou hadſt one. 

Cur, Dog, do'ft eccho me? do'ſt thou repeat? 

| ſay again, what is thy Name? [Shakes him. 
Gul, Oh horrible! —why, Sir, it was Guilliam when 

| was a filly Swain. | 
Cur, Guilliam—the ſame; didſt thon not know a Maid 

pole name was Cloris 2 . 
Cuil. Yes, there was fuch a Maid, but now ſhe's none. 
Cur. Was ſuch a Maid, but now ſhe's none 

——The slave upbraids my Griefs. [Aſides 

Cuil. Yes, Sir, ſo I ſaid. 

| Cur. 
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Cur. So you ſaid d! 

Guil. Why, yes Sir, what * you 9 
Cur. What mean you, Sirrah? have you a mind i 
have your Throat cut? tell me where ſhe i is. 

Guil. I dare as well be hang d. 
. Now muſt I deviſe a He, or never look Cloris i in 1 Fact 
more. [Afi 
Cur. Here's Gold for thee; 1 will be ſecret too. 

SGuil. Oh, Sir, the poor Maid you ſpeak of is dead, 
Cur. Dead! where dy'd ſhe? and how? ; 

Cuil. Now am I put to my wits ; this tis to begin 
Sin, as our Curate ſaid: I muſt go on: [4 
———Why Sir, ſhe came into the Wood—and. hard by 
River-ſide—ſhe ſigh'd, and ſhe wept full ſore; andy 
two or three times out upon me n. 

Lu W 


Cur. Poor Cloris, thy Fate was too ſevere. | 
Cuil. And then as I was ſaying, Sir, ſhe leapt into th 
River, and ſwam up the Stream. © | Cur. wey 

Piet. And why up the Stream, Friend? 

Guil. Becauſe ſhe was a Woman .— and that's all, 

[ Ex, Gui 

Cur. Farewel, and thank thee. 
Poor Cloris dead, and baniſh'd too from Laura! 
Was ever wretched Lover's Fate like mine! 


And he who: injures me, has power to do ſo; Cl 
— But why, where lies this Power about this Man? Ig 
Is it his Charms of Beauty, or of Wit? 7 1 
Or that great Name he has acquir'd in War? ba 
Is it the Majeſty, that holy ſomething, * 1 
That guards the Perſon of bis Demi - god? tC 
This awes not me, there muſt be ſomething more. e. 


For ever, when I call upon my Wrongs, 
Something within me pleads ſo kindly for me, 

As would perſuade me that he could not err. 

Ah, what is this? where lies this Power divine, 
That can ſo eaſily make a Slave of mine? [Exeut 


S CE NEW: 
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SCENE II. | 


Enter Frederick, and Cloris finely dreſid. Fl 
Fr:d, 'Tis much methinks, a Boy of ſo dejected, hum- 5 
e birth, ſhould have ſo much of Senſe and Soul about j 


Clo, I know not that; but if I have a thought 

ove that humble Birth or Education, 

nas inſpir'd by Love, 

Fred, Still you raiſe my Wonder greater; 

Thou a Lover? | 

ch. Yes, my Lord, tho I am young, 

Ne felt the power of Beauty; 

u ſhould you look upon the Object, Sir, 

ur Wonders ſoon will ceaſe ; 

< Look does even animate Inſenſibles, 

d ſtrikes a reverend Awe upon the Soul: 

ſubing is found ſo lovely. 

fred, Thou ſpeak*ſt prettily, I think Love 

need has inſpir'd thee. 

(le, Theſe were the Flatteries, Sir, ſhe us'd to me 

{ her it was J learn'd to ſpeak, and ſigh, 

id look, as oft you ſay, 1 do on you, 

Fred, Why then, it ſeems ſhe made returns? 

Clo, Ah! Sir, *ewas I that firſt was bleſt, } 

ſt the happy Object was belov'd; . { 

Ir 'twas a Perſon, Sir, ſo much above me. 

tad been Sin to've rais'd my Eyes to her; 

by a glance, or ſigh, betray my Pain, 

Ob! when with a thouſand ſoft Expreſſions, * 

e did encourage me to ſpeak of Love! | | 

My God ! how ſoon extravagant I grew, | 

dd told ſo ſoft the ſtory of my Paſſion, 

at ſhe grew weary of the repeated Tale, | 

d puniſh'd my Preſumption with a ſtrange neglect. bn 
| [Weeps, 1 

Fred, How, my good Philibert? 

Co. Would ſuffer me to ſee her Face no more. 


CEN. That was pity ; without a Fault: 
Yor, IY, O | Clo, 


Which Love and true Devotion do preſent. 
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Clo, Alas, Sir, I was guilty of no Crime, 

But that of having told ber how 1 loy'd her; 

For all I had I ſacrific'd to her; 

— —Poor worthleſs Treaſures to any but a Loyer ; 


And ſuch you know accept the meaneſt things, 


When ſhe was preſent, I found a thouſand ways 

To let her know how much I was her Slave; 

And abſent, ſtill invented new ones, | 

And quite neglected all my little Buſineſs; 

Counting the tedious Moments of the Day 

By Sighs and Tears; thought it an Age to night, 
Whoſe Darkneſs might ſecure our happy meeting: 
But we ſhall meet no more on theſe kind Terms. [Sip 

Fred, Come, do not weep, ſweet Youth, thou art if 
young, x 

"To have thy blooming Cheeks blaſted. with ſorrow; 
Thou wilt out-grow this childiſh Inclination, 

And ſhalt ſee Beauties here, whole every glance 
Kindle new Fires, and quite expel the old, 

Clo. Oh neyer, Sir. 0 

Fred, When J was firſt in love, I thought ſo too, 
But now with equal ardour 
I doat upon each new and beauteous Object. 

Clo, And quite forget the old ? | 

Fred. Not ſo; but when I ſee them o'er again, 
I find I love them as I did before. 

Clo. Oh God forbid, I ſhould be ſo inconſtant! 
No, Sir, tho ſhe be falſe, ſhe bas my Heart, 
And I can die, but not redeem the Victim. 

Fred. Away you little Fool, you make me (ad 
By this reſolve; but I'll inſtru you better. 

Clo, I would not make you fad for all the World, 
Sir, I will ſing, or dance, do any thing 
That may divert you. 

Fred. I thank thee Philibert, and will accept 
Thy Bounty; perhaps it may allay thy Griefs awhile toc 

Clo. I'II call the Muſick, Sir. [ She goes 0 

Fred, This Boy has ſtrange agreements in him, 


7 
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Enter Cloris With Muſick, | 
She bids them play, and dances a Jig. 
ſhis was wondrous kind, my pretty Philibert. 
Enter Page. 
page. Lorenzo, my Lord, begs admittance, 
Fred, He may come in. 
Enter Lorenzo. 
Well, Lorenzo, what's the News with bee! 3 
—How goes the price of Beauty, hah ? 
Lor. My Lord, that queſtion is a propos to what I have 
p ſay ; this Paper will anſwer your Queſtion, Sir — 
Gives him a Paper, he reads. 
-Hah, I vow to gad a lovely Youth ; [Lor. gazes on Phil. 
But what makes he here with Frederick ? 
mis Stripling may chauce to mar my market of Women 
— 15 — — 
Tis a fine Lad, how plump and white he is; | Aſede. 
Would I could: meet him 0 th? dark, I'd have a 
ng at him, and try whether I were right Florentine. 
Fred, Well, Sir, where be theſe Beauties? 
lor. TI conduct you to them. 
fred. What's the Fellow that brings them? 
Lor. A Grecian, I think, or ſomething. 
Fred, Beauties from Greece, Man ! 
Lor. Why, let them be from the Devil, fo they be 
ey and fine, what need we care? —Put you malk 20 
p night, 
Fred, I am not in a very good condition to muds Vi- 
N lis of that kind. 
Lor. However fee them, and if you like tem, you 
Wy oblige the Fellow to a longer ſtay, for I know they 
x: handſome. | 
4 Fred. That's the only thing thou art judge of; 
ell, go you and prepare them; 
And Philibert, thou ſhalt along with mez 
I have thy Judgment too. 


"i 


e to Cle. Good Heaven, how falſe he is! LAſids. 
„% er. What time will your Highneſs come? 5 
Fred. Two Hours hence. Ex. Fred. 


; Lor. So then 1 ſhall have time to have a bout _ this 
En O 2 jilting 
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jilting Huſwiſe Habella, for my Fingers itch io [Af 
be at her. 1 | [Ex. Lorenz 

Clo. Not know me yet? cannot this Face inform him 
My Sigbs, nor Eyes, my Accent, nor my Tale? 
Had he once thought of me, he muſt have found me ou; 
Yes, yes, tis certain 1 am miſerable ; 
He's going now to ſee ſome freſher Beauties, 
And I, he ſays, muſt be a witneſs of it; 
This gives me Wounds, painful as thoſe of Love: 
Some Women now would find a thouſand Plots 
From ſo much Grief as I have, but I'm dull; 
et I'll to Laura, and adviſe with her, 
Where I will tell her ſuch a heavy Tale, 
As ſhall oblige her to a kind concern : 
bis may do; I'Il tell her of this Thought, Wu 
This is the firſt of Art J ever thought on; 
And if this prove a fruitleſs Remedy, 
The next, I need not ſtudy, how to die. [Exeun 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Lorenzo, meets Guilliam, who paſſes by him, a 
takes no notice of him. 

Lor. How now, Manners a few: 

Guil. I cry you heartily, Sir, I did not ſee you. 

Lor. Well, Sirrah, the News. 8 

Guil, Sir, the Gentlewoman whom you ſent me 1 
ſays that ſhe'll meet you here. | | 

Lor. That's well, thou mayſt come to be a States-m 
in time, thou art a fellow of ſo quick diſpatch ; But hai 
ye, Sirrah, there are a few Leſſons I muſt learn you, co 
cerning Offices of this nature; but another time for tha 


but [Whiſpe 
Enter Iſabella and Valet. 

Jab. Here he is; and prithee, when thou ſeeſt him 
my Chamber, go and tell my Lord, under pretence of tl 
care you have of the Honour of his Houſe, | 

Val. I warrant you, let me alone for a Tale, and al. 
at the end on't ; which ſhall not oyer-much incenſe hit 
nor yet make him neglect coming. N 


4 
drenz 
1 him 


I xeun 


ach known. 
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lor. Oh are you there, Miſtreſs ? what have you now to 
i for. your laſt Night's Roguery ? Are not you a Bag- 
ye? confeſs, , 2: 

Jab. You have a mind to loſe your opportunity again, 
$ you did laſt Night, have ye not? Pray God your own 


dow ſcare you not, as it did then; and you will poſ- 


by believe no body meant you harm then, nor now. 
Lor. Art thou in earneſt ? 
Jab. Are you in earneſt? 
lr. Yes that I am, and that Clarina ſhall find, if 1 
MOTT v TTY ee 
Jab. Come, leave your frippery Jeſts, and come in. 
Lor. Guilliam, be ſure you attend me here, and who- 
er you ſee, ſay nothing; the beſt on't is, thou art not 
 -  Fifab. and Lor. go in. 
Guil, Well, I ee there is nothing but ſoutering in this 
own 3 wou'd our Lucia were here too for me, for all 
eMaids I meet with are ſo gigliſh and ſcornful, that a 
Jan; as I am, gets nothing but flou:s and flings from 
lem. Oh, for the ſittle kind Laſs that lives under the 
l, of whom the Song was made; which becauſe I have 
thing elſe to do, I will ſing over now; bum, hum, 


The Song for Guilliam. 


N a Cottage by the Mountain 
Lives a very pretty Maid, 

Who lay ſleeping by a Fountain, 
Underneath a Myrtle ſhade 
Her Petticoat of wanton Sarcenet, 
The amorous Wind about did move, 
And quite unveil d the Throne of Love, 
And quite unveil'd the Throne of Love, 


s ſomething cold, I'll go take a Nipperkin of Wine. 
[Goes out, 
ter Iſab. and Lor. above, as frighted into the Balcony, 


Lor. This was ſome trick of thine, I will be hang'd 
e. , : . 


O 3 | labs 
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Jab. Oh, I'll be ſworn you wrong me; 
Alas, I'm undone by't. [Ant. at the Door hott 
Aut. Open the Door, thou naughty Woman, 
Tor. Oh oh, what ſhall I do ? what ſhall I do? 
Ant. Open the Door, I ſaxy. | 
Lor. Oh *tis a damnable leap out at this Balcony, 
Iſab. And yet you are a dead Man, if you ſee him, 
Ant. Impudence, will you open the Door ? 
Iſab. I will, Sir, n 2 25 
Lor. Deviſe ſome way to let me down, or I yil 
throw thee out; no Ladder of Ropes, no Device 
If a Man would not forſwear Whoring for the futut 
hat is in my condition, I am no true Gentleman. 
Ant. Open, or 1 will break the Door, 
i/ab. Hold the Door, and ſwear luſtily that you 2 
my Husband, and I will in the mean time provide fc 
your ſafety, tho I can think of none but the Sheets fro: 
che Bed. | .. [He holds the Dus 


* | 


* ka 


er — A 


Lor. Any thing to ſave my Lifez _ tn 
Ar, you may believe me upon my Honour, Fo 
1 am lawful Husband to Jabella, 1 | 
And have no deſigns upon your Houſe or Honour. | 

[1ſab. this while faſtens the Sheets, which al 
to be ſuppos d from the Bed to the Balu 

Ant. Thou art ſome Villain. by 

Lor. No, Sir, I am an honeſt Man, and married lan | 
fully, | Dil 

Ant. Who art thou? | 

Tor. Haſt thou done? 

1/ab. Yes, but you muſt venture hatd. yo 

Jab. Tis Lorenzo, Sir. it 


Lor. A Pox on her, now I am aſham'd to all eterniii pat 

Iſab, Sir, let me beg you”! take his Word and Oub yo 
night, and to morrow 1 will ſatisfy you. | 

Lor. gets down by the Shen 

Ant, Look you make this good, or you ſhall bo 
dearly pay for't. | 

Tor. 1 am alive, yes, yes, all's whole and ſoungy | 
which is a mercy, I can tell you; this is whoring noꝶ We; 
may I turn Franciſcan, if I could not find in my heart ; 


þ penance in Camphire Poſſet, this Month, for this. 
-Well, I muſt to this Merchant of Love, and I would 
gadly be there before the Prince: for ſince I have miſt 
gere, I ſhall be amorous enough,. and then 11] provide 
fresse SEES 

for lis but juſt, altho he be my Maſter, 

That I in theſe Ragouſts ſhould be his Taſter. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Iſmena with a Veil. 
n. Alberto is not come yet, fare he loves me; 
Jut '*tis not Tears, and Knees, that can confirm me: 
No, I muſt be convinc'd by better Argument. 
g—Deceit, if ever thou à Guide wert made 
To amorous Hearts, aſſiſt a Love · ſick Maid. 
R Enter Alberto. 
Alb. Your pleaſure, Madam? 
— 0h that ſhe would be brief, 
Ind ſend me quickly from her, = 
for her Eyes will overthrow my purpoſe, [ 4ſide. 
Iſm. Alberto, do you love me? 7 


Alb, No.. 
Im. No! have you deceiv'd me then? 
ar 415, Neither, Clarina ; when 1 told you ſo, 
Heaven 'tis perfect Truth, 
d 11 17. And what have I done ſince ſhould merit your 


Dibeſteem? 
Alb, Nothing but what has rais'd it. 
Iſm. To raiſe your Eſteem, then it ſeems, is to leſſen 


with what you have not; and love a Miſtreſs with great 
laſſion, till you find your ſelf beloy'd again, and then 
jou hate her. ä 

Alb. You wrong my Soul extremely, 
Tis not of that ungrateful nature; 
To love me is to me a greater Charm 
Than that of Wit or Beauty. 
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jour Love; or, as moſt Gallants are, you're but pleas'd 


ſin. I'm glad on'r, Sir; then I have pleaſant News 
ſor you, I know. a Lady, and a Virgin too, that loves 
Q 4. you 
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you with ſuch Paſſion, as has oblig'd me to become h 
Advocate. | 2 

Alb. I am very much oblig'd to her, 
If there be any ſuch. - | 

Iſm. Upon my Life there is; I am in earneſt, 
The Lady is my Siſter too. 

Alb. How, Clarina, this from you? 

Iſm. Nay, I have promis'd her, that you ſhould lo 
Since both her Birth and and Beauty merits you. (her to 

Alb. Away, falſe Woman; I love your Siſter | 
No, I will hate you both. 

Iſm. Why ſo angry? | 
Alas, it is againſt my Will I do it. | 2 

Alb. Did you betray my Faith, when twas fo eaſy | 
To give a credit to your tale of Love? 4 
—— - Oh Woman, faithleſs Woman 

Iſm. Alberto, with a world of ſhame I own 
That I then lov'd you, and muſt do ſo flill; 
But ſince that Love muſt be accounted criminal, 
And that à world of danger does attend it; 
I am reſolv'd, tho I can never quit it, 
To change it into kind Eſteem for you; 
And would ally you, Sir, as near to me, 
As our unkind Stars will permit me. 2 

Alb. I thank you, Madam: Oh what a ſhame it is, 
To be out-done in Virtue, as in Love! 

Iſm. Another favour I muſt. beg of you, 
That you will tell Antonio what is paſt, 

Alb. How mean you, Madam? 

Iſm, Why, that I love you, Sir, 


And how I have deceiv'd him into confidence. 
Alb, This is ftrange ; you cannot mean it ſure, 
Iſm. When I intend to be extremely good, 

I would not have a ſecret Sin within, 

Tho old, and yet repented too : no Sir, 

Confeſſion always goes with Penitence. 3206 
Alb, Do you repent you that you lov'd me then? 
Im. Not ſo; but that I did abuſe Antonio. 
Alb. And can you think that this will cure his Jealoul 


m — — GY fl 
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Vn. Doubtleſs it will, when he knows how needleſs tis; 
for when they're moſt ſecure, they're moſt betray d: 
gelides, I did but act the part he made; 
{nd 111s he forces, ſure he'll not upbraid. 
Go ſeek out Antonio. EY 5 
Alb, You have o ercome me, Madam, every way, 
ind this your laſt Command I can'obey ; 
four Siſter too I' ſee, and will eſteem, _ 
uu you've my Heart, which J can neer redeem. 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 
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Nerv. SCENSL 


Enter Laura, and Cloris like a Boy, as before. 


lau. JO Orward dear Cloris. 

Clo. And, Madam, twas upon a Holiday, 
| chanc*d Prince Frederick came into our Village, 
0n ſome reports were made him of my Beauty, 
ltended only by the noble Curtius. 

They found me in the Church at my Devotion, 

Whom Frederick ſoon diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt ; 

fe kneel'd down by me, and inſtead of Prayer, 

He fell to praĩiſe but *rwas my Beauty only; 


it is, 


.— That I could tell you, of my ſtrange ſurprize? _ 


My Zeal was all diſorder'd, and my Eyes 
fed on the falſe, not real Sacrifice. 
I wanted Art my Sentiments to hide, 
Which from my Eyes and Bluſhes ſoon he ſpy'd. 
Lau. And did you know kim then? 
Clo, Not till he left me: 
——Bat, to be ſhort, Madam, we parted there; 
2 Wn cer he went he whiſper'd in my ear, 
f And figh'd, Ah Cloris “ e'er you do depart, 
lou Tel me, where tis you will diſpoſe your Heart 2 
pray give me leave to viſit it again, 
Im tour Eyes that gave can only eaſe oy Pain, 
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1, only bluſhing, gave him my conſent; 
He paid his Think, in Si . fb from me went, 


The new and ſtrange Diforder'in my Breaſt 
Can, Madam, only by your ſelf be gueſt, 
Lau. II not deny that Pm a Lover too, 
And can imagine what was felt by you. 
Clo, No ſooner did the welcome Day appear, 
But Lucia brought me word the Prinee was there; 
His very Name diſorder'd me much more, 
Than did his Sight or Touch the day before; 
So ſoon my riſing Love grew up to power, 
So ſoon he did become my Conqueror. 
How pale and trembling, when he did appear, 
I grew, he too had marks of Love and Fear. 
But I'll omit the many Viſits paid, 
Th* unvalued Preſents, and the Oaths he made, 
My kind Diſputes on all his Letters writ, 
How all my Doubts were anſwer'd by his Wit; 
How oft he vow'd to marry me, whilſt I 
Durſt not believe the pleaſing Perjury: 
And only tell you, that one night he came, 
Led by deſigns of an impatient Flame, 
When all the Houſe was ſilently aſleep, 
Except my felf, who Love's fad Watch did keep 
Arm'd with his-Ponyard, and his Breaſt all bare, 
His Face all pale with reſtleſs Love and Fear 
So many wild and frantick things he ſaid, 
And ſo much Grief and Paſſion too betray'd, 
So often vow'd he'd finiſh there his Life, 
If I refus'd him to become his Wife; 
That I half-dying, ſaid it ſhou'd be ſo; 
Which tho I fear'd, Oh how I wiſh'd it too! | 
Both proſtrate on the Ground i'th' face of Heaven, 
His Vows to me, and mine to him were given : 
And then, oh then, what did 1 not reſign ! | 
With the aſſurance that the Prince was mine. 1, Veep! 
Lau. Poor Cloris, how I pity thee! 
Since Fate has treated me with equal rigor 3 
Curtius is baniſh'd, Frederick an purſues me, 


That night, alas, I took but little reft ; 0 


— 


And 


a 


Ind by a cruel Father I'm confin'd, 
lod cannot go to ſerve my ſelf or thee, [One knocks. 
Lor. without. ] Siſter Laura, Siſter. a 
Ii. It is my Brother, would be would be kind, 
Wl ind (et us free; he ſhall not ſee thee, 
Aud Lell perſuade him. 


Lorenzo with a Letter. 

Lor. Hab, locking her Cloſet ! now, were I a right 
talian, ſhould 1 grow jealous, and enrag'd at I know 
dot what: hah Siſter ! what are you doing here? Open 
your Cabinet, and let me ſee't. : 

Law. Sir, tis in diſorder, and not worth your ſeeing 

dow. 

Lor. Tis fo, I care not for that, I'Il ſee't. 
Lau. Pray do not, Brother. 

Lor. Your denial makes me the more inquiſitive. 
Lan. Tis but my ſaying, he came from the Prince; 
and he dares not take it ill. [ Hide. 
— Here, Sir, [Gives him the Key. 

Lor. And here's for you too; a Letter from Curtius, 
nd therefore 1 would not open it: I took it up at the 
kolt-houſe, [She reads, and ſeems pleas'd. 
Now if this ſhould prove ſome ſurly Gallant of hers, 
and give me a ſlaſh o'er the Face for peeping, I were but 
nghtly ſery'd ; and why the Devil ſhould I expect my. 
Siſter ſhould have more Virtue than my ſelf ? She's the 
ame fleſh and blood: or why, becauſe ſhe's the weaker 


Veſſel, ſhould all the unreafonable burden of the Honour 


of our Houſe, as they call it, be laid on her Shoulders, 

Fhi!ſt we may commit a thouſand Villanies? but tis ſo— 

Here, open the Door ; | 
II put her before me however. | 

| She opens the Door, and brings out Cloris. 

Lau. Sir, tis Philibert from the Prince: 

Tor. Why how now, Youngſter, I fee you intend to 
thrive by your many Trades; ſo ſoon, ſo ſoon, i' faith? 
but, Sirrah, this is my Siſter, and your Prince's Miſtreſs ; 
take notice of that. 

Clo, I know not what you mean. 
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[A: ſhe puts Cloris into her Cloſet, enter 
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Lor, Sir, you cannot deceive me ſo; 
And you were right ſerv'd, you would be made fit {« 
nothing but the Great Turk's Seraglio. 

Clo. You miftake my buſineſs, Sir. 

Lor. Your Bluſhes give you the lye, Sirrah; but ſo 
the Prince's ſake, and another reaſon I have, 1 will par 
don you for once, | 

Lau, He has not done a fault, and needs it not. 

Zor. Was he not alone with thee ? | 


And is not that enough? + Well, I ſee I am no Traliel 


" - + Ts as 


one experiment left to prove my ſelf ſo ; and if that fail 
Flt &'en renounce my Country. Boy, harkye,—there is 
a certain kindneſs you may do me, and get your pardou 
found here. 4 
Clo, You ſhall commang me any thing. a 
Tor. Prithee how long haſt thou been ſet up for thy! 
felf, hah ? | 
Clo. As how, Sir? 
Tor. Poh, thou underſtand'ſt me. 

Clo, Indeed 1 do not, Sir; what is't you mean? 
Lor. A ſmooth-fac'd Boy, and ask ſuch a Queſtion ? 
Fy, fy, this Ignorance was ill counterfeited | 

To me that underſtand the World. 
Clo. Explain your ſelf, Sir. 
_— ages by ten or twenty Piſtoles will do you no hurt, 
will it: 
Clo. Not any, Sir, | n 
; e Why ſo, *tis well any thing will make thee ap- 
ehend. 
” os I ſhall be glad to ferve you, Sir, without that fee. 
Lor. That's kindly ſaidu 
J ſee a Man muſt not be too eaſy of belief; had I been 
ſo, this Boy would have been at, what d'ye mean Sit? 
And Lord I underſtand you not. Well, Philibert, here's 
earneft to bind the Bargain; 1 am now in haſte ; when 
1 ſee thee next, 1'1] tell thee more. [Lorenzo whiſper: 
8 to Lauta. 
Clo. This *tis to be a Favourite now; | 
1 warrant you 1 muſt do him ſome good office to the 
Which I'll be ſure to do. = 9 
. by 
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Lor. Nay it muſt be done, for ſhe has us d me baſely; 

Oh 'tis a Baggage. n 5 N 
Lau, Let me alone to revenge you on 1/abe/la, 

Get me but from this impriſonment. " | 
Lor. I will whilſt J hold the old Man in a diſpute, 

Do you two get away; but be {ure thou pay'ſt her home. 
Laa. I warrant you, Sir, this was happy; 

Now ſhall 1 ſee Curtius. 7 970 5 
Lor. Philibert, 1 adviſe you to have a care of wench- 

ing: iwill ſpoil a good Face, and mar your better market 

of the two. X | [Ex, Lor, 
Lau. Come let us haſte, and by the way, III tell thee 

of a means that may make us all happy. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II 


Enter Alberto melancholy, 
Alb. Antonio laid he would be here, 
I'm impatient till he come 
Enter Antonio. 
Ant. Alberto, 1 have ſuch a Project for thee ! 
Alb, Haho—— LGaxes. 
Ant. What ails thee, art thou well? 
Alb. No. 
Ant. Where art thou ſick? 
Alb. At Heart, Antonio, poiſon'd by thy Jealouſy ; 
—— Oh thou; haſt ruin'd me, undone my Quiet, 
And fror a Man of reaſonable Virtue, 
Haſt brought me to a wild diſtracted Lover. 
Ant. Ex plain your felf, 
Alb. Thou'ſt taught me, Friend, to love Clarina; 
Not, as 1 promis'd thee, to feign, but ſo, 
That 1, unleſs I do poſſeſs that Object, 
think muſt die; at beſt be miſerable. 
Ant. How, Sir, have 1 done this? 
Alb. Yes, Antonio, thou haſt done this, 
Ant. My dear Alberto, (aid you that you loy'd her? 
Alb. Yes, Antonio, againſt my will I do; 
As much againſt my will, as when J told her fo; 
Ufo'd by thy needleſs Stratagem. 


Ant. 
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Ant. Name it no more, it was an idle Fault, 
Which 1 do ſo repent me, Sue 
That if you find 1 ſhould = again, -:/ - 
Kill me, and let me periſh with my Weakneſs : 
And were that true you tell me of your Paſſion, 
Sure 1 ſhould wiſh to die, to make you happy. 

Alb. That's kindly faid, and I fubmit to you, 
And am content to be out-done in Amity, 

Ant. Yes, I'll reſign my Claims, and leave the World | 
Alberto, tis unkind to think I would be happy = 
By ways muſt ruin you ; | 

But ſure you tell me this, but only to afflict me. 

Alb. Tis truth, Antonio, 1 do love Clarina z 
And, what is yet far worſe for thy repoſe, 

Believe my ſelf ſo bleſs'd to be belov'd. 

Ant. How, to be beloy'd by her! 
——— Oh dire effects of Jealouſy! - 

Alb. All that you ſaw to day was _ feign'd, 
To let you fee, that even your Eyes and Ears 
Might be impos'd upon. | 

Ant, Can it be le! 

Alb. And now ſhe thinks ſhe is enough reveng'd , 
And lets you know, in her feign'd Scorn to- me, 
That all your Sleights and Cunnings are but yain ;. 


She has deceiv'd them all, and by that Art, ä I 
Gives you a Confidence, and me a Heart. . 
Ant. 1 muſt confeſs, it is but juſt in her f 
To puniſh thus the Errors of my Fear; ; 
I do forgive her, from my Soul 1 do. $ 


—— But, Sir, what ſatisfaction's this to you? 
Alb. Clarina happy, T'll from Court retire, 


And by that Abſence quench my hopeleſs Fire : 
War 1 will make my Miftreſs, who may be, lh 
Perhaps, more kind than ſhe has been to me; C 
Where tho I cannot conquer, twill allow. ; 
That I may die ; that's more than this will do. a F ; 

Ant. — Why did you, Sir, betray my Weakneſs to her? 7 
Tho 'twas but what I did deſerve from you. , 


Alb. By all that's good, ſhe knew the Plot before, 
When 


From Jerella, who it ſeems p'crvenrd wy, 
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When you once preſs'd me to't: 
And had we wanted Virtue, thoud'ſt been loft, 
Ant. I own the Crime | 
And firſt 1 beg thy Pardon, 
Ind after that will get it from Clarina; 
Which done, I'll wait upon thee to the Camp, 
And ſuffer one year's Penance for this Sin, 
Unleſs 1 could divert this Reſolution, 
y a Propoſal Clarina bid me make you, 
Alb, What was it, Sir ? 
Ant, J have a Siſter, Friend, a handſome Virgin, 
Rich, witty, and T think ſhe's virtuous too; 
Return'd laſt Week from St. Tereſia's Monaſtery, 
All. Sure any thing that is to thee ally'd, 
Huſt find a more than bare Reſpect from me; 
But certain 'tis I neꝰer ſhall Joye again, 
And have reſolv'd never to marry any, 
Where Intereſt, and not Love, muſt join our hands. 
Ant. You cannot tell what Power there lies in Beauty; 
Come you ſhall fee her, and if after that, 
You find you cannot love her, | 
Ve'll both to Candia, where we both will prove 
Riyals in Honour, as we're now in Love. 
——But I'ad forgot to tell thee what I came for ; 
| muſt this Evening beg your Company, 
Nay, and perhaps your Sword: come along with me, 
And by the way I“ tell you the Adyenture. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. The Lodzings of Curtius. 


Enter Curtius and Pietro, diſznis'd as before; 
Cur, 1 wonder we hear no news yet of the Prince, 
hope he'll come; Pietro, be the Bravoes ready, 
and the Curtezans ? 
Piet, My Lord, they'll be here immediately, all well 
ed lreſs*d too. 
cr. They be thoſe Bravoes that did belong to me: 
Pier, Yes, Sir, the famez 
but Antonie is their Patron, 


hen | Cur 
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Cur. They be ſtout and ſecret; 'tis well, 
Is the Muſick and all things ready ? | 
For I'll not be ſeen till my Part is to be play'd, 
What Arms haye they ? | 
Piet. Piſtols, Sir, wonld you have other ? 


| Cur. No, I have not yet conſider'd how to kill him, | 


Nor ſcarce reſoly'd to do ſo any way. 
What makes this ſtrange Irre ſolution in me? 
ure tis the force of ſacred Amity, 
Which but too ſtrictly was obſery'd by me. 


—— — My Prince, and Friend, my Wiſe, and Siſter too; | 


Shall not thoſe laſt, the powerful firſt out-do ? 

My Honour, and my Love, are there ingag'd, 

And here, by ties of Duty, I'm oblig'd ; 

I ſatisfy but theſe, if he muſt bleed; 

But ruin the whole Dukedom in the Deed, 

The hopeful Heir of all their noble Spoils, 

And Joy and Recompence of all their Toils, 

Why ſo was Cleris, Laura too, to me, 
Which both were raviſh'd from me, Prince, by thee: 


[Knocks within, | 


Piet. Sir, they be the Bravoes and Curtezans. 


[Pietro goes out, | 


Cur. Tis well, I need not talk with them, 
They underſtand their work, 
Piet. They do, my Lord, and ſhall be ready at your 


They are all Neopolitans, you know, Sir. (ſtamp | 


Cur. Are they the better for that ? 
Piet. Much, Sir, a Venetian will turn to your Enemy, 


If he will give him but a Souſe more than you haye done | 


And your Mzlaneſe are fit for nothing but to 
Rob the Poſt or Carrier; a Genoeſe too 

Will ſooner kill by Uſury than Sword or Piſtol; 
A Roman fit for nothing but a Spy. 

Cur. Well, Sir, you are pleaſant with my Country- 
men. 

Piet. I'll be ſo with my own too, Sir; and tell you, 
That the Malteſe, who pretend to ſo much Honour 
And Gravity, are fit only to rob their Neighbours 
Wu pretence of Piety, 8 


And 


dz | 


bin, | 


wt, | 
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And the Sicilians ſo taken up with Plots, 
How to kill their Vice-Roy, that it keeps them 
From being Rogues to a leſs degree, 
But I have done, Sir, and beg your pardon. 

Cur. Didſt leave the Letter, I commanded thee, 
For Laura? o 

Piet, I did, my Lord. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Lor. Well, here's the Prince juſt coming. 

Cur. Pray, Sir, conduct him in, 
I'm ready for him. 2 20 Ex. Cur. and Piet. 
Enter the Prince, conducted by two Women in Maſque- 

rade, with Lights, he endeavouring to take off their 

Mavks. [Ex. two Women, 
He walks about while this Song is ſinging. 


What is the recompence of War, 
But ſoft and wanton Peace? 
What the beſt. Balſam to our Scars, 
But that which Veuus gave to Mars, 
When he was circled in a kind Embrace? 


Behold a' Prince, who never yet 
Was vanquiſh'd in the Field; 
Awhile his Glories muſt forget, | 
And lay his Laurels at the feet 2042 
Of ſome ſair Female Power, to whom hell yield. 


Fred, What's this the Preparation ? | : 
Tor. Yes, ſo it ſhould. ſeem'; but had you met with 


ſo many defeats as I have done to night, you would wil- 


lingly excuſe this Ceremony. 


" Muſick for the Dance. 


Enter Antonio with Iſmena, Alberto with Clarina, 
Laura and Cloris with two Men more, and all dreſs'd 
in Maſquerade, with Vizards ; they dance, The 
Prince ſits down : the Dance being done, they retire to 


one ſide; and Alberto comes and preſents him Clara, 
3 | an 
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and bows and retires ʒ who puts off her Mast, and puts 


it on again, and retires. 


Fred. She's wondrous fair : | 
Sure in his whole Cabal he cannot ſhew a fairer 


Lor. She reſembles Clarina; I wiſh your Highneſs 
would ſee further, and then perhaps this would fall to 


my lot, for I love her for likeneſs ſake, 


[Antonio preſents Iſmena, and retires as the other, 
Fred. This I confeſs out-does the other; an Innocency | 
dwells upon her Face, that's ſtrangely taking, is it no, 


Lorenzo ? | 
Tor. To fay truth, ſhe is very fine indeed. 


[They preſent Laura, | 


Fred. Hah! I am amaz'd ; fee Lorenzo, 
Doſt thou not know that Face ? 


Lor. O' my Conſcience and Soul, *tis my on Siſter! 
Laura; why how nowMiſtreſs, do things go thus with you 
i faith? [She.ſhakes her Hand, as net underſlanding him. 


Ant, Sir, ſhe underſtands you not, 
Lor. Is it not Laura then? 
Ant. No, Sir, it is a Stranger. 


Fred. Let her be what ſhe will, I' bave her, 


Fred. ſeems to talk, when the anſwers in Grimacei, 
Tor. There have been Examples in the World of the 
good Offices done by a Brother to a Siſter ; but they are 


very rare here, and. thereſore will ſurely be the more 
acceptable. 
Well, Sir, have you fix'd, that I may chuſe? 


Fred. I have, and had he thouſands more, [Lor. 90 


I would refuſe them all for this fair Creature, to Clay 
Eater Pietro, hens 
Piet. Sir, all things are ready as you deſire, 
But my Maſter muſt firſt ſpeak with you alone, 

Fred. About the Price I'll warrant you; | 
Let him come in: All go out but Fred. to him Cut, 
Are you the Maſter of the Ceremony ? | 
Car » 4 am, 8 | 


Fred. 
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Fred. Be ſpeedy then, and by my Impatiency to be 
with that agreeable Stranger, ork = Fon Approbation of 
the Ladies, and which I chuſe. | 

Cur. Your mighty Heat, Sir, will be ſoon allay d. 

Fred. Shall it? | | 

Cur. Yes, Sir, it ſhall, for you muſt die. 

„ thou art mad to tell me ſo, whoe er thou 
. e'lt, | 
ber. Whilſt 1 have this about me. Romy 
ncy ll car. That, Sir, you draw in vain; ſtand off—— _ 
not, 5 [Offers a Piſtol. 

= Fred, What new conceited Preparation's this? 
Cur, When you know this Face, it will inform you. 


ura. [Pulls off his falſe Beard. 
Fred. Curtius“ 1 am betray'd, oh V 'Tof: 92 

1 | x Offers to fight, 

fler Cur, Ho, within there 

Jou [ He calls, and all the masked Men come out, 

im. and offer their Piſtols at Frederick, 


Fred, Hold, I am the Prince of Florence, | 
Cur. Theſe, Sir, are Rogues, and have no ſenſe of 


But Miſchief in their Souls; (ought, 
Gold is their Prince and God,——go, be gone——- 


[ They withdraw. 
the see, Sir, I can command them. 
e Fred. Cartius, why doſt thou deal thus treacherouſly 
ore Did I not offer thee to fight thee fairly ? (with me ? 
Cur. Tis like the Injuries, Sir, that you have done me; 
Pardon me if my Griefs make me too rule, 
1 nd in coarfe terms lay all your Sins before you, 
. —Eirft, Sir, you have debauch'd my lovely Siſter, 
The only one 1 had; 
The Hope and Care of all our noble — 
Thou Prince didſt raviſh all her Virtue from her, 
S And left her nothing but a deſperate ſenſe of Shame, 
Which only ſerw'd to do her (elf that Juſtice, 
* IT Vhich 1 had executed, had ſhe not prevented me. 
Fred, In this, upon my Soul, you do me wrong. 
. Car. Next, (Oh how unlike a braye and generous 


Man! 
) Wichout 
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Without a Cauſe, you caſt me from your Boſom; anc 
Withdrew the Honour of your 2 Friendſhip, din, 
And made me partner in my Siſter's Fate; | Or 


Only with this difference, that ſhe es be 
You left to act a Murder on her ſelf | 
And mine you would have been fo kind to've done Ani 
With your own hand, but my Reſpect prevented it. 

—— Next, Sir, you raviſh'd Laura from me, | 

And under a pretence of ſacred Friendſhip, 

Lou prov'd your ſelf the worſt of Enemies; 8 
And that's a Crime you dare not ſay was Ignorance, Wl ( 
As you perhaps will plead your Sin to Cloris was. de 


Fred. Cloris, why what haſt thou to do with Cloris? 
_ Cur. She was my Siſter, Frederick. 
Fred, Thy Siſter! -, 
Cur. Yes, think of it well, 
A Lady of as pure and noble Blood, 
As that of the great Duke thy Father, 
Till you, bad Man, infected it, 
—Say, ſhould I murder you for this baſe Action, 
Would you not call it a true Sacrifice ? 
And would not Heaven and Earth forgive it too??? 
Fred. No, had I known that ſhe had been thy Siſter, 
J had receiv'd her as a Gift from Heaven; 
And fo I would do ſtill. 
. Cur. She muſt be ſent indeed from Heaven, 
If you receive her now. 

Fred. Is Cloris dead? Oh how I was to blame 
| 8 ; — | [Weefs, 
Here thou mayſt finiſh now the Life thou threaten ſt. 

Cur, Now, Sir, you know my Juſtice and my Power, 
Yet ſince my Prince can ſhed a Tear for Cloris, 
I can forgive him z—here, Sir, —ſend me to Cloris, 
=  _ [Kneels, and offers the Sword. 
That Mercy poſſibly will redeem the reſt 
Of all the Wrongs you've done me; | 
And you ſhall find nothing but Sorrow here 
And a poor broken Heart that did adore you. | 

Fred. Riſe Curtius, and divide my Dukedom with me; 

Do any thing that may preſerye thy Life, 4 


Ps, 
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ind gain my Pardon; alas, thy Honour's ſafe, 
Fince yet none knows that Cloris was thy Siſter, 
Or if they do, I muſt proclaim this truth ; + 
She dy'd thy Prince's Wife, mar © gien! 
Cur. Theſe Tidings would be welcome to my Siſter, 
And I the fitting'ſt Man to bear that News. 
[Offers to ſtab himſelf; is held by Frederick, Laura, 
and Cloris, who come in with Iſabella, dreſs'd 
like Philibert, and the refl, 
Lau. Stay Curtius, and take me with thee in the way. 
7 Laura, my deareſt Laura / how came you hi- 
er? 
Lay, Commanded by your Letter; have you forgot it? 
Fred, Curtius, look here, is not this Cloris? Face? 
Cur. The ſame ; Oh my ſweet Siſter, is it thee ? 
Curtius goes to embrace her, ſhe goes back, 
Fred, Do not be ſhy, my Soul, it is thy Brother, 
Cur. Yes, a Brother who deſpis'd his Life, | 
When he believ'd yours loſt or ſham'd : 
but now the Prince will take a care of it, 
Clo. May I believe my Soul ſo truly bleſs'd ? 
Fred, Yes, Cloris, and thus low I beg thy pardon 
[Kneel;, 
For all the Fears that I have made thee ſuffer. 
Enter all the reſt, firſs Antonio and Alberto, without 
| their Vizards. 
Clo. Riſe, Sir, it is my Duty and my Glory. 
Alb. Sir, we have Pardons too to beg of you. 
Fred. Antonio and Alberto, what turn'd Brayoes ? 
Cur, I am amaz'd. | 3 
Ant. You'll ceaſe your Wonder, Sir, when you ſhall 
know, | 
—Thoſe Bravoes which formerly belong'd to you, 
Are now maintain'd by me; which Pietro hir'd 
For this night's ſervice 3 and from them we learnt 
What was to be done, (tho not on whom) | 
But that we gueſs'd, and thought it but our duty 
To put this Cheat on Curtius; 
Which had we ſeen, had been reſolv'd to kill ycu, 


Had been by us prevented: 


The- 


p 
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The Ladies too would needs be Curtezans 
To ſerve your Highneſs, 


Fred, I'm much oblig'd to them, as you. 
—Cloris, a while III leave thee with thy Brother, 


Till I have reconcil'd thee to my Father: =P f 
To marry me, is what he long has 'wiſh'd for, Nl 
And will, I know, receive this News with Joy. h 
| | Exit. U 

Lor. 5 88 fine doings ; what am I like to — to 

; 1 2 N 

Turn 9 now ? This is the worſt piece of Incon- . 
ancy 3 

He ever was guilty of; to change ones Humour, or ſo, 1 


Sometimes, is nothing: but to change Nature, 
To turn good on a ſudden, and never give a Man 
Civil warning, is a Defeat not to be endut d; | 
T'll ſee the end on't tho. TSF * out. 
Alb. Here Antonio imagine ve thee, 
Who make thee ſuch a Preſent. 
[Gives him Clarina, who is dreſs d juſd as Iſmenz 
was, and Iſmena in a Maſquing Habit, 
Ant. Clarina, can you pardon my Offence, 
And bleſs me with that Love, | 
You have but juſtly taken from me? 
Clar. You wrong me, Sir, I ne'er withdrew my Heart, 
Tho you, but too unkindly, did. your Confidence. 


Ant. Do not upbraid me; that I was ſo to blame, Wb 
Is ſhame enough; pray pardon, and forget it. To 
Clary. I do. And 
Ant. Alberto, to ſhew my Gratitude in what I may, 4 

I beg you would receive Iſmena from me. SM 7 
Alb. Who's this ? And 
Ant. Iſmena, whom I promis'd thee. But 
Alb. It is Clarina; do you mock my Pain? And 

| | [ Shows Iſmena, Shou 
Ant. By Heaven not I; this is Clarina, Sir. Thu: 
Alb. That thy Wife Clarina / ; And 
A Beauty which till now I never ſaw. (but now? IF | ry 


Ant. Sure thou art mad, didſt thou not give her me And 


Alt, 


And haſt not entertain'd her all this night? 
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Alb. Her Habit and her Vizard did deceive my 
[took ber for this Lady, -— Oh blefs'd Miſtake ! © 
Iſm. 1 ſee you're in the dark, but I'll anfold the —_— 
ir, in the Paſſage from the aalen, . 
lended only by my Confeffor, | 
Gentleman, a Paſſenger, in the fame Boat, 
Iddreſs'd himſelf to me; © 
ind made a many little Courrſhips to me: 
being veil'd, be knew not who receiv'd them, 
vor what Confuſion they begot in me. 
At the firſt ſight, I grew to great eſteem of s 
hut when I heard him ſpea 1 
0, m not aſham'd to ſay he was my Conqueror, 
Alb. Oh, Madam, was it you? 
Vho by your Converſation in that Voyage, 
IJ Gave me Diſquiets, 
out. Which nothing but your Eyes could reconcile again? 
I/m. "Twas I whom: you ee with ſome ſuck 
Language. 
ena After my coming home 1 grew more  melanchol 
lad by wy — did iticreaſe my Pain „ 
ind ſoon Clarma found I was a Lover, Na! 
Which I confeſs'd at laſt, and nam'd the Object. 
| She told me of your Friendſhip with Antonio, 
art, And gave me hopes that I again ſhould ſee * : 
hut Iſabella over-heard the Plot, 
WM Vbich, Sir, Antonio did contrive with you, 
To make a feigned Courtſhip to Clarita, 
And told us all the ſtory. 
jy, Alb. Oh how I'm raviſh'd with my Happineſs ! 1 
Vn. Clarina, Sir, at firſt was much inrag'd, 
And yow'd ſhe would revenge her on Antonio; 
But I beſought her to be pleas'd again, 
And ſaid I wou'd comrive a Counter-Plot, 
na. Should ſatisfy her Honour and Revenge. 
Thus, Sir, I got a Garment like to hers; 
And to be courted, tho but in jeſt, by you, 
run all hazards of my Brother's Anger, 
me And your opinion of my W 5 too. 


4. Clar. 
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Clar. Twas a Temptation, Sir, I would not 
Leſt from the wor ach a juſt Revenge, g 8. 
And ſo much Beauty as Alberto own d. 
My Virtue ſhould not well ſecure your Intereſt. 
Ant. But why, 1/mena, was that killing Plot, 
When I was hid behind the Arras? for now I confeſs all, 
Iſm. To make Alberto confident of my Love, 
And try his Friendſhip to the utmoſt point. 
Alberto too I found had ſome reſerves, 
Which I believ'd his Amity to you. | 
Alb. Yes, Madam, whilſt I took you for his Wife, 
I thought it crime enough but to adore you 3 
But now I may with bonour own my Paſlion © 
I will, Iſmena, confidently aſſure you, 
That I will die, unleſs you pity me. KR 
Iſm. She that durſt tell you, Sir, how much ſhe loy'd, 
When you beliey'd it was a Sin to do ſo, | 
Will now make good that Promiſe with Antonio's leave. 
Ant. With perfect Joy, 1/mena, I reſign thee. 
Alb. By double Ties you now unite our Souls 3 
Tho I can hardly credit what 1 ſee, 027 
The Happineſs ſo newly is arriv'd. [ To Ant, 
Enter Prince, Lorenzo and Guilliam, who comes ub 
| ſcraping to Cloris. 
Fred. My Father is the kindeſt Man on Earth, 
And Cloris ſhall be welcome to his Boſom; 
Who'll make him happy in my Reformation, 
Here Curtius, take Laura, who, I find, 
Had rather be my Siſter than my Miſtreſs: 
The Duke commands it ſo. 
Cur. Till you have pardon'd me my late Offences, 
1 muſt deny my ſelf ſo great a Happineſs. {Cur. knzels, 
Fred. Riſe, you have it. | 
ö Enter Salvator. | 
Sal. Is here not a Renegado belongs to me 
Lau, No, Sir, my Faith's entire, 
And Curtius bas the keeping of it. 
Sal, Who made him Maſter of it, hau? 


Lau. Heaven, my J:clinations, and the Prince. | 
Sal. 
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al, Three powerful Oppoſer , * : 
ike her, ſince it muſt be ſo, 

nd mayſt thou be happy with her. 5 
Fred. Alberto, would this Court afforded 

[Lady worthy thee. . 

All. Sir, I'm already ſped, I humbly thank you. 

Lor, Sped, quoth ye? Heaven defend 

E from ſuch Fortune. | 

Fred. Lorenzo, 1, had forgot thee : thou ſhale een 
parry t00s 8 5 | 

Lor. Vou may command me any thing but marryi 
Jab. What think you then of . — — 1 
lor. A Pox on him, ſure he will not tell now, will 
1 F 
ab. My Tord, I beg your leave to challenge Lorenzo. 
Fred, What to a Duel, Philibert? 

Lor. Phil. Phil. hold, do not ruin the Reputation 
a Man that has agquir'd Fame amongſt the female Sex; 
proteſt 1 did but jeſt. — 

Jab. But, Sir, I'm in earneſt with you. 

Fred, This is not Philibert. | 
Jab. No, Sir, but 1fabella——that was Philibert. 

| a [ Pointing 10 Cloris. 
Clo, Yes, Sir, I was the happy Boy to be beloy'd, 
When Cloris was forgotten, ME 

fred. Oh how you raiſe my Love and Shame! 
ut why did Iſabella change her Habit? 

Clo, Only to take my place, leſt you would miſs me, 
Who being with Laura, at the Lodgings of Clarina, 
lud compazing the Words of her Letter 
Vith what the Bravoes had confeſs'd to Antonio, 

Ve found the Plot which was laid for you, 
ind join'd all to prevent it, 

Fred, *Twas ſure the work of Heaven. 

Iſab, And now, Sir, I come to claim a Hushand here. 
Fred, Name him, and take him, 

Jab. Lorenzo, Sir. 
Lor. Of all Cheats, commend me to a Waiting-Gen- 


ure 
On 


5, 


| her Husband ? (tlewoman ; 
Ant, I am a Witneſs to that Truth, | 
84. Vo r. IV. P Fred, 
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Fred, Tis plain againſt you; come, you muſt 
honeſt, R po ks 3 14 
Lor. Will you compel me to't againſt my will? 
Oh Tyranny, conſider, I am a Mary of Quality and Fol 
tune. 5 | | 
Iſab. As for my Qualities, you know I have ſufficien 
And Fortune, thanks to your Bounty, conſiderable too! 
Fred. No matter, he has enough for both, 
Tor. Nay, Sir, an you be againſt mie; 
*Tis time to reform in my own defence; ' 


But tis a thing I never conſider'd, or thought on. 
Fred. Marry firſt, and conſider afterwards, ' 
Lor. That's the uſual way I confeſs ; 
Come, Iſabella, ſince the Prince commands. it, 
I do not love thee, but yet I'll not forſwear it; 
Since a greater Miracle than that is wrought, 
And that's my marrying thee : | 
Well, tis well thou art none of the moſt beautiful, 
I ſhould (wear the Prince had ſome deſigns on thee elſe 
Clo. Yes, Guilliam, ſince thou haſt been ſo faithful, 
I dare aſſure thee Lucia ſhall be thine. [ Aſide to Gu 
| Guil, bows 
Fred. Come, my faic Cloris, inveſt thy (elf 
In all the Glories which I lately promis'd ; 
And Ladies, you'll attend her to the Court, Tha 
And ſhare the Welcomes which the Duke provides her Mr: 


Where all the Sallies of my flattering Youth  ' Won 
Shall be no more remember'd, but as paſt, _ 4s 
Since *tis a Race that muſt by Man be run, As 
I'm happy in my Youth it was begun ; 8 Wer 
It ſerves my future Manhood to improve, Ant 
Which ſhall be ſacrific'd to War and Love. If it 
But, 
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Adies, the Prince was kind at laſt, 
But all the Danger is not paſs ; 
| cannot happy be till you approve 
My haſty condeſcenſion to his Love, 
mas want of Art, not Virtue, was my Crime; 
ind that's, I vow, the Author's Fault, not mine. 
ike might have made the Women pitileſs, 
But that had harder been to me than this: 
he might have made our Lovers conſtant too, 
4 Work which Heaven it ſelf can ſcarcely do; 
but ſimple Nature never taught the way _ 
N hide "thoſe Paſſions which ſhe muſt = 
Fen humble Cottages and Cells, 
Where Innocence and Viriue dwells, 
Than Courts no more ſecure can be 
her MW from Love and dangerous Flattery. 
WM Love in rural Triumph reigns, 
4s much a God amongſt the Swains, 
4s if the Sacrifices paid 
Were wounded Hearts by Monarchs made: 
And this might well excuſe th Offence, 
Fit be ſo to love a Prince. 
But, Ladies, *tis your Hands alone, 
And not his Power, can raiſe me to a Throne; 
Without that Aid 1 cannot rein, 
But will return back to my Flocks again. 
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1 Hear ma but ſpaal e Wu go? 
i Whoy & e e, F 
The Bleads I'm ſure will better uſe e. 
So long as ye are bind and yon, 
1 know they'll clap ye right or wrong. © 
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PROLOGUE, 
By an unknown H Hand. 


spoke by Mr. Poel. 


S Rivals of each other _ prove, 
And both ſtrive which ſhall gain theLady's Love, 
So we for your Affections daily vie: 
Not an Intriguer in the Gallery 
(Who 7 s hand of Phillis: masł d, that ſtood 
Ogting for ſale, in Velvet Scarf and Hood) 
23 Can 


742 PRG OG UE. 

Can with more Paſſion his dear Nymph purſue, 

* Than we to make Diverſion fit for you. 

Stans e may pleaſe, and we've our outmoſt Aim, 

Is % your" Favour only we lay claim.  _ 

In that can we oblige? Con d we preſent you 

With Miſtreſs young, and ſaft, it wou'd content you ; 

Then Husbants, weary d out with Spouſe alone, 

And hen-peck'd Keepers that drudge on with one, 
1 fancy hither wou'd in Crouds reſort, 

As thick as Men for Offices to Court: | 
Who'd flay behind ? the Beau above Threeſcore, 4 

 Wouw'd hobble on, and gape for one bit more; 

Men of all Stations, from the Nobles, down * 

Jo grave Sir Roger in his Cap and Gown, (| _ 

 Wou'd hither come. But we ſome time muſt take, 

E'er we a Project of ſuch moment make; 

Since that's laid by, for your Diverſion then, 

We do invite the Brothers of the Pen; 

The Courtier, Lawyer, Soldier, Player too, 

Wit ne er had more Encouragement than now z 

Tho free, or Aliens to our Stage, we take *em, 

Not kick em out, but native Subjects make em. 

The Ladies too are always welcome here, * 


Tet em in Writing or in Box appear. r 
To that fair Sex we are oblig'd to day, Pen 
Oh! then be kind to a poor Orphan · play, Ter 
Whoſe Parent white' ſhe liv d oblig'd you all; Wi 

ou prais'd her living, and you mourn d her Fall. Mr 
Who con d, like ber, our ſofter Paſſions move, Lac 


The Life of Humour, and the Soul of Love? 
Wit*s eldeſt Siſter 5, thro-out every Line, 
Tou might perceive ſome female Graces ſhine» 
For poor Aﬀtrea*s Infant we implore, 

Les it then live, tho ſhe is now no more. 
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Ince Frederick, f Mr. Verbruggen. 

Rowland Marteen, ‚ Mr. Johnſon, 
forge Marteen, | Mr. Powel. 

. Welborn, Mr. Horden. 


Merlin Marteen, Nur. Pinkethman. 
Morgan Blunder, + Mr. Bullock. 
- Wy. Twang, . Mr. Smeaton. 
1 : | Mr. Kent. 
| Conſtable and Watch, TT 
WOMEN, 
rtilla, 8 3 Mrs. Knight. 
rn Mrs. Verbruggen. 
Tereſia, Ars. Temple, 
Lady Blunder, Mrs. Powel, 
Mrs, Manage, Mrs. Willis, 


Lady Youthly, Mrs. Harris. 
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| till 

A Chamber. © 3 

| BY 

Enter George Marteen, in a rich Riding Habit, with A ©* 
| Valet Britton. N 9 

113252614 f yay 

Geo, We you with Mrs, Manage, Britten? que 
= ; Britt. Yes, Sir; and ſhe cries as much fi £ 
her wanting room for you in her Houſe, as ſhe would h ite 
done ſome forty Years /ago-for a Diſappointment of han 


Lover. But ſhe aſſures me, the Lodging ſhe has take 
for you, is the beſt in all Lincolns-Inn- Fields. = © 

Geo, And did you charge her to ſend Mirtilla's Pap 
to me? 

Britt, I did, Sir; and he'll be with you inſtantly, 

Geo. Tis well—— Then ſhall I hear ſome News « 
my Mirtilla. 4 [4 
Britton, haſte thee, and get my Equipage in of 


ers 0 

handſome Coach, rich Liveries, and more Footmen; m 
tis Appearance only paſſes in the World. ———And dia 
hear, take care none know me by any other Name thaſi ire 
that of Lejere. _ [7 
Britt, I ſhall, Sir. . [ExitMWibeir 
Geo, I came not from Paris into England, as my ol ente 
Father thinks, to reform into a dull wretched Life in Wal: ad 
No, I'll rather truſt my kind Miſtreſs Fortune, that haf pe 
ſtill kept me like her Darling, than purchaſe a youngeF ©: 
Brother's narrow Stipend, at the expence of my Pleaſur * 
in 


and Happineſs. 
Enter Olivia in a Page's Habit. She runs and em- 
braces George. 
oliv. My ever. charming Brother! Hea 


Geo, My beſt, my dear Olivia! 


Oliv 
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Oliv. The ſame lovely Thy.Gallangry, and 
Yeauty? s all thy own; "Pal old al 3 200 races to thy 

Air; nor yet pervert it into Affectatiqn. 7 π io 
Geo. BOP me, and tell me how, Airtilla faxes. ob 4 
Olio. I thipk, Brother, I Writ 209 Mord 0 Pari of 

1 Marriage concluded wirt mg 30g e 1 0 IT -u9} 

m the dear Mir- 
fla, not one ſoft word; not one ade Line N 


” me, notice 2 my 1511 n ff 
yaver'd in her Faith to me, even Wert yy — to me, 
quel Siſter. by 
Ov., Thau wilt be like a Lover eſenaly, ang) tire 
the Hearer with a Book of Nr of es ing 


h fe 
hay 
he 
ake 4 
Geo,  Welbors 8 3 Friend, and worth "f 5 Home 

HK ſold unſeen, 


Oliv, Like 2 no, no, 1 never e 
come a Stranger to my Husband's Bed? Tis Proſtitution 
n the leudeſt manner, without the Satisfaction; the Ting 
le of Variety, and the Bait of Profit, may make a lame 
acuſe for Whores, who change. hey Culljes, an = , 
i beir nauſeous Fools—.—No, no, my Brother, when P3- 
ents grow arbitrary, dis time we look into our Rights 
ad Privileges ; therefore, my dear George, if e er 
lope for Happineſs in Love, aſſiſt my Diſobedience. | 

Geo, In any worthy Choice be ſure of me; but canſt ; 
ou wiſh- Happineſs in Love, and not inform me ſome- 
king of Mirzylla ?, ,* 0 
Oliv. Vil tell you. better W ho peſul elcer 
other, Sir Merlin, is like to by erred far be e , 
Heaven be wanked— | Tz 


P's 1 " wa 8 Ges: | 


— 
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See. Marry'd to ſome Town-Jilt, the common fate « 
© Coxcombs.- . T7 wy CIV Ry 1 mo £7 te 
Oliv. Not ſo, my dear George, but ſets up for a wad 
brated Rake-hell, as well as Gameſter 15 8580 webe | 
 found'out a more dextrous way to haye made thee Heir: 


four Thouſand Pounds a Year: | 
Seb. What's that without Mirtill ? 
Ov. Prithee no more of her Love ſpoils a fi 
Gentleman : Gaming, Whoring and Fighting, may e 
\ lify a Man for Converfation; but Love perverts all onef 


Thoughts, and makes us fit Company for none but onef 
elf; for even a Miſtreſs can ſcarce diſpenſe with a ſigbin i © 
© whining Lover's Company long, tho all he ſays flatte 
ber Pride. | - Tl 0 
Gt. Why doſt thou trifle with me, when thou Know 
de Violence of my Love? eſt 
oliv. I wifh 1 could any way divert your Though 
from her, I would not have your Joy depend on ſuch l””" 
W . 05 297% 7126608 or 
Geo. Mirtilla falſe! What, my Mirtilla falſe! bor 
oh. Even your Mirtilla's falſe, and married to bt 
nother. ac OF ace kee doa 
Geb. Married! Mirrilla married! Tis impoſſible. un 
Oliv. Nay married to that bawling, drinking Fool - © 
Sir Morgan Blunder. be "ns 
Seo. Married, and married to Sir Morgan Blunder ! 0 
"Sor, an ill-bred ſenſeleſs Fool; almoſt too great a 5e 
to make a Country Juſtice ? ee Bat mo! 
Oliv. No doubt, ſhe had her Aims in't, he's a ve. 
convenient Husband, FI! affure you, and that ſuits hi uſe! 
Temper: he has Eſtate and Folly enough, and ſhe b Wh 
Youth, and Wantonneſs enough to match 'em. : 
_ Geo. Her Choice gives me ſome Comfort, and ſon “ 
Hopes; for I'll purſue her, but for Revenge, 10 To 
Ie. len "+ "Ip bh my 
\ Oliv. Forget her rather, for ſhe's not worth Reveng n | 
and that way twill be none; proſtitme in Soul as Bod“ 
me doats even on me in Breeches. 1 K 
Geo. On thee, her Page! doar on thee, a Youth! | * 


knew thee not as Woman. 0 
LET U 
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oliv. No, that Secret I have kept to do you Service. 
firſt ſhe ſaid ſhe: lov'd me for your ſake, becauſe you 
recommended me; and when I ſung, or plaid upon my 
flute, wou'd kiſs my Cheek, and ſigh, and often (when 
lone) wou'd ſend for me, and ſmile, and talk, and ſer 
ny Hair in Curls, to make me faucy and familiar with 
her. One Day ſhe ſaid, Endimion, thy Name-ſake was 
thus careſs'd by Cynthia : A Goddeſs did not ſcorn the 
humble Swain, whom by her Love ſhe equal'd to her 
Deity. She found that I had Senſe to underſtand her, and 
nd her Advances back with equal Ardour. 
- WJ G:o. Oh, Curſe! where learnt ſhe all this — ? 
964 GIS -; LANE | ids. 
Oliv, But ſhe being oblig'd to go for Flanders, _ ſee 
err Siſter take the holy Habit, I feign'd a Sickneſs to be 
it behind, hoping that Abſence might abate her Flame; 
je: ſhe return'd more amorous, and fearing the Thefts of 
Love might wound her Honour, ſhe thought a Husband 
yould ſecure. that Shame; and luckily my Aunt arriv'd 
from Wales, and brought Sir Morgan with her, who 
lodging where we did, at Mrs. Mazage's, my Aunt (that 
(oats on Quality in either Sex) made up this haſty Mateh, 
unknown to me, tho for my ſake. pe 
Geo. What will not faithleſs Woman do, when ſhe is 
aging? | 
Oliv. And now having ſo well prepar'd the way, ſhe 
grows impatient for an Opportunity; and thou art arriv'd, 
moſt happ:ly to ſuccour me. | 9 4 
Geo. No, for ſome days keep this Habit on, it may be 
uſeful to us; but I muſt (ee this faithleſs perjur d Woman, 
ybich I muſt contrive with Mrs. Manage. 1 84 
Oliv. Yet pray reſolve to ſee my Father firſt; for 
now's the critical time to make thy Fortune; he came to 
Town laſt night, and lodges here at Mrs, Manage's, wi:h 
my Aunt Blunder. 
| Geo, What, in the Houſe with thee, and not know 
ee, wQatiow ? © | | 
Oliv. No more than a Prieſt does Compaſſion ; he 
thinks me at Hackney, making Wax Babies, where he 
ntends to viſit me within theſe three days,——But 1 for- 
| got 
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got to tell you, our Brother, Sir Merlin, lodges in ig 


Houſe ere you; and ſhou'd he know A 
Geo. Tis im poſſible I've not 


Father, abeſe Gve Yeats. Abſence, my Growehy and Wal 


n ue be denn by his Ca 
[1.7155 


Oba. True, he'll never look for his Brother George Þ , 


in the Gallantry and Perſon of Monſieur Lejere——-My 
good Father expects you home, like the — Son, 


all torn and tatter d, and as penitent too. 


Geo, To plod on here, in a laborious Cheating, all my | 
Youth and Vigour, in hopes of drunken Pleaſures when 


I'm old; or elſe go with — into Wales, and. there lead: 


_ fprightly Runnings of my Life, and not hope 4 Plez- 


ſures from its Dregs. 


 _ Oliv. For that, uſe your Diſcretion ; now equip your | 
ſelf to your preſent Buſineſs; the more ſimply you are 


clad and lock, the beiter. I'll home and expect you, | 


Exit. 


"Gab Do ſo, my 8504 Siſter; a little formal Hypocriſy 


may do, xill reli after Liberty; for a Pleaſure is ne- 


ver ſo well taſted, as when it's ſeaſon d with ſome Or: ; 
| ion. 
Enter Britton. 


Britt. Sir, I ve News to tell you, will 4 you 


Prince Frederick is arriv'd. 


_ Geo, Is't poſſible? I left him going for Flanders. 


Britt. Paſſing by our Door, and ſeeing your Livery, 
he enquir'd 7 you; and finding you! mn, _— jult | 


now. But fee, Sir, he's here. 
Enter Prince Frederick; they meet ind lee 
Geo. My LifeY Preſerver, welcome to my Arms, as 
Health to ſick Men. 
Fred. And thou to mine, as the kind Miſtreſs to the 
45 Lover; my Soul's Ons, and n of * 
air. 


Geo. * n you touen wy weeding Wound 


thoughileſs Life, hunt, and drink, and make love to, 
none but Cbamber-· maids. No, my Olivia, Tl! uſe the 


4, 
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Fred. Ha Lejere ! leave to un — 2 thoſe 
Sighs, thoſe folded Arms, and down 1 bt 
Gro. Then they are fit for met . Sir, 0 
Treaſure of my Life, for whom you've heard we ſigh, is | 
perjur d, falſe, and mattied t andther. Let what is 
worſe, 1 find my Prince, my Friend, here in my. native 
Nin rb what his Greatneſs 
merits. 1 30 
Fred, You pain me when you compliment w7 Friend- 
ſhip. [Embr FACINg « 
"Shs Nebps/yw wilt inks work this Be: 
nour, when you ſhall hear my Story. | 
Prince. Thou canſt ſay nothing I can . les 1d 
Gi. Perhaps too my way of Living has deceiy d you, 


| being ſtill receiv'd by Princes, as Companions in all theit 


Riors, Loves, and Divertiſemems; where ev'n you did 
me the Honour to eſteem, and call me Friend. 

Prince. Whate er thou art, I'm ſure thy Mind's mal. 
trious, 

Geo, My Family, 1 muſt odfaſl is honourable ; bur 
Sir, my Father was the younger Houſe, of which my un- 
happy ſelf was deſtin'd to be laſt: I'm a Cadet, that 
Out-caſt of my Family, and born to that Curſe of our 
old Exngliſl Cuſtom. Whereas in other Countries, youn- 
ger Brothers are train'd up to the Exerciſe of Arms, where 


Honour and Renown attend the Brave; we baſely bind 


our youngeſt out to Slavery, to lazy Trades, idly con- 
fin'd to Shops or Merchants Books, debaſing of che 185 
o the mean Cunning, how to cheat and chaffer. 

Prince. A Cuſtom inſup portable! 

Geo, To this, to this low wretchedneſs of Life; 5 your 
Servant, — was deſtin'd by his Parents, and am yet 
this bound indentur d Slave. 

Prince. Thou haſt no cauſe to quarrel with thy Stars, 
ſince Virtue is moſt valu'd when * all your 


Merchants * thus gay? 

Geo. Not all— but, Sir, I could not bow my Mind 
to this ſo neceſſary Drudgery ; ; and yet however, 1 af- 
ſum'd my native Temper, when out och? Trading City 3 
in it, 1 ſorc d my Nature to a dull floyenly Gravity, * 
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well enough deceiy d the buſy Block-heads: my Clothes 

and Equipage I lodg'd at this End of the Town, where 1 

ſtill paſ#'d for ſomething better than I was;-whene'er 1 

Pleas'd to the Trader for the Gentleman. 
Prince. And.liv'd\thus undiſcover d :: - 
Ge. With Eaſe, ſtill lov'd and courted: by the Great, 


ever piay d high wich thoſe durſt venture moſt; and duft 


make Love where'er my Fancy lik'd ; but ſometimes 


out my Maſter's Caſh, (which was fupply'd ftill Þ 
by my Father) they ſent me, to reform my expenſive | 
Life, a Factor, into France ſtill I eſſay d to be a plod- 
ding Thriver, but found my Parts not form'd for dirty 


Zufineſ rw. 


Prince. There's not a Thought, an Action of thy Soul, f 


that does not tend to ſomething far more glorious. 


Seo. If yet you think me worthy of your Favour, com- 


mand that Life you have ſo oft preſerv'd. 


Prince. No more; Thou haſt increagd my value 1 
for thee.— Oh! take my Heart, and ſee how't has been 
us d by a fair Charmer, ſince 1 ſaw thee laſt—— That 


ſullen day we parted, you for England, you may remems 
ber I deſign'd for Flanders. „ * 
Geo. I do with Melancholy, Sir, remember it. 


Prince. Arriv'd at Ghent, I went to ſee an Engliþ ] 
Nun initiated, where I beheld the preity Innocent, de- 


liver'd up a Victim to fooliſh Chaſtity z but among the 


Relations, then attending the Sacrifice, was a fair Siſter | 


of the young Votreſs, but ſo ſurpaſſing all I'ad ſeen be- 
fore, that I neglecting the dull holy Buſineſs, paid my 
Devotion to that-kneeling Saint. 1060 
Geo. That was the neareſt way to Heaven, my Lord. 
Prince. Her Face, that had a thouſand Charms of 


Youth, was heighten'd with an Air of Languiſhment; | 


lovely Sorrow dwelt upon her Eyes, that taught my 

new-born-Paſſion Awe and Reverence. 
Geo. This Deſcription of her fires me. | Aide. 
Prince. Her dimp!'d Mouth, her Neck, her Hand, her 
Hair, a Majeſty and Grace in every Motion, compleated 
my Undoing; I rav'd, I burnt, I languiſh'd with Deſire, 
the holy Place cou'd farce contain my Madneſs ; wt 
| ain, 


GG Ser RIOl 
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Pain, with Torture, I reſtrain d my Paſſion when ſhe 


retir'd, led ſad from the Altar, I, mixing with the 
Croud, enquir'd her Name and Country; her Servant 


told me, that ſhe was of Quality, and livd in 2 


nay, in this very Town: this gave me Anguiſh not to 


be concei wd, till I refoly'd to follow her, Which is the 


cauſe you find me here ſo ſoon. - "Thy Aid, thy Aid, Lojeres 


Geo. I wiſh to kv no "we than to ſerye 
neſs: if ſhe be, Sir, a 1 Maid ef Quality, I ſhall oe — 


her out, and then you'll eaſily j You've all the 


Youth, and Beauty, that can charm 3 and what gains 
moſt upon a Woman's Heart, you've a powerful Title, 
Sir, a ſort of Philter, that nel er fails to Win But you've 
not told me yet the Lady's Name, 

Prince. I had _— that; ——Tis in theſe Tablets : : 

[ Gives him the Tablets, 
I'm now in haſte, going to receive ſome Bills: 1 lodge 
at Welborn's, who came over with me, being ſent for to 
be marry'd. 

Geo. I know the Houſe, tis in Southampton · Square: 
I'Il wait upon your Highneſs [Exit Prince, 
Let me ſee——Daughter to a deceas'd Lord; a Maid, 
and no Dowry, but Beauty; living in Lincolns-Inn-Fields. 

[Opening the Tablets, reads, 


— Ha !—her Name Mirtilla “ Mirtilla / [Panſes, 
Prince, thou haſt paid thy ſelf for all the Fayours done me, 
Mirtilla | mononnmmecines  [Pauſer. 


Why yes, Mirtilla! He takes bur what ſhe has given 
away — * 
Oh! damn her, ſhe has broke hay Faith, her Vows, and 
is no longer mine And thou'rt my Friend. 
Pauſes agair. 
Mirtilla”s but my Miftreſs, and has taken all the Repoſe 
of my poor Life away — Yes, let him take her, I'll re- 
fign herto him; and therefore ſhut my Eyes againſt her 
Charms: fix her Inconſtancy about my Heart, and ſcorn 
whateyer ſhe « can give me. [Exiz, 


— 


SCENE 


- 


17 * The naue Brother 
nos? Brian 


i (i; 1:14 SCE: NE: IL. Chant,” Eure 


re By | ynougn Id tor hans hr 


01 108 nate Hirn Manage with @/Caudle, 1; -; .. 
2527 Your Lady Mother has ſent you a Candle, Sir, 


sir Aer. Good Mrs, Manage, remember my kind Loye 


* my Lady Mother, and tell her, I thank her. for ber 
Poſſet, but neyer eat in eee. 1 drinking 
Over night 


: Mow," Ah, Sir, but now you'rg a 0 fine L, . 
your ſelf, | 


you ought to make much of 
Sir Aer, Good Madam, as little of your Matrianony. as þ 
of your Caudles my Stomach is plaguy ſqueamiſ and a 


hair of the old Dog nb dad of em. Ob i fick! 
-fick 17 \ 
'Enter Sit Merlin, ſinging a Song in praiſe of a nile 


Ps. Life. '£4 | 77 
| a rs Sages od vv | 
n Town-Rake 3: r by Mr. Atorteux. 


4 0 Dans wa ooh; Oy 0 4 


2295 * 1 n 
7 Hat Life c ca RALLY with the FM Town- Rabe 6 


: 
— 


When in J his full Swing of all Plau 


he tate? 
At Noon he gets up, for a pet, and to dine, - * 
And wings tbe dull Hours with Mirth, Muſick and win; j 
Then jogs to the Play-houſe, and chats with the Masks, 
And thenge to the Role, where he takes his three Flasks, 
There, great as a Cæſar, he revels, when drunk, 
And ſcours all he meets, as he reels to his Punk; 
Then finds the dear Girl in his Arms when ha aber, 
Wigs 25 6 can PO 11 the an eh $ * 


1. kin. SIT 10511 


He, like the Great Turk, has bis Favorite She; ; 
But the Town' s his Seraglio, and ſtill he lives frees 
| Some- 


4 


Bau, dir Morgan BI under ns Night-Gounr 33 , 


C a 55% 
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gometimes ſhes a Lady; but as he muſt range, © 
Black · Betty, or Oyſter-Doll, ſerves for a Change. 
As he varie hit Sports, his whole Life is a Feaſt, 
He thinks him that's ſobereſt tht moſt like @ Beaſts © 
At Houſes of Pleaſure breaks Windows and Doors z 
Kicks Bullies and Cullies, then lits with their Mhores. 
Rare work for the Surgeon, and Midwife he male. 
What Life can compare with the Jolly Town-Rake's ? ? 


Thus in Covent-Garden he makes his Campaign, 
And no Coffse*houſe haunts, but to ſettle his Brain. 
He laughs at dry Morals, and ever does think, 


, "9 
s 


Unleſs 'ris to get the beſt Wenches and Drink, 


He dwells in a Tavern, and lies ery where, 

And improving his hours, lives an Age in a Tear: 

For as Life is uncertain, he loves to make haſte 1 

And thus he lives longeſt, becauſe he lives faſte 

Then a Leap in the dark to the Devil he takes, © 

Whar Death can-compare with the Jolly Town-Rake's ? 
voi hon ed: 15TH ; 1200? (1 5A 0 


Sir Mey, Why, bow now, Sir Morgan, I fee you'll 
make a Hu of the right Town · Mode; What, met 
ried but - foyer Days, and at your "ſeparate -Apartmens 
already? e J os 1 
dir Morzg. A Plague of your what d'ye call us. 
Sir Mer. Rakehells you would fay, Couſin, an honour- 
able Appellation for Men of Bravery, © © 
Sir Morg. Ay, ay, your Rakehells——1I was never fo 
muddled with Treaſon, Tierce Claret, Oaths and Dice, all 
the Days of my Life — Was I in cafe to do Family duty ? 
Fife you drank down all my Love, all my Prudence too; 
Gad forgive me for it. 3 
Sir Mer. Why, how the Devil cam'ſt thou to bear thy 
Liquor ſo ill? Ods my Life, you drunk like à French · man 
new come to the Univerſity xy. 
Sir Mor. Pox; I can bear their drinking as well as any 
Man; but your London way of Bouſing and Politics does 
not agree with my Conſtitution. Look ye, Couſin, — 
quietly 
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quietly to't, and I'll ſtand my ground; but to have ſcream. 
ing Whores, noiſy Bullies, rattling Dice, {wearing and 
curſing Gameſters, Couz. turns the Head of à Country. 
Drinker, more than the Wine + 
Sir Merl, Oh! Uſe, Couſin, will make an able Man, 
Sir * Uſe, Couſin! Ty 2 Uſes oma if ever | 
you catch me at damn'd Clubs again, I'll give 
my Mother for a Mad: Why you talk downright 
Treaſon. | 
Sir Merl, Treaſon, yk - ail 
Sir Morg. Ah Couſin, why we talk'd enough to=—. | 
bang us all. i IAA 199362134743 #3 444% 
Sir Merl. My honeſt Country-Couz. when wilt thou 
underſtand the Guelphi, and the Gibelins 3 and learn to 
talk Treaſon o this fide the Law? bilk a Whore: without 
remorſe ; break Windows, and not pay for em; drink 
your Bottle without asking Queſtions; kill your Man 
without letting bim draw ; play away your Money withe | 
out fear of your Spouſe, and ſtop her Mouth by under. 
mining her Noſe? | La ha 


mr * 


Sir Morg, Come, come, look you Couſin, l 


of Advice now I'm ſober; what the Devil ſhould provoke 
thee and me to put outſelves on our twelve Godfathers 
for, a Frolick? We who have Eſtates. 1 ſhou'd be loth | 
to leave the World with a ſeurvy Song, compoſed by the 

Poet Sternhold. Nite | obo 

Enter at the Door Sir Rowland, hearkning. 

Or why, d'ye ſee, ſhou'd 1 expoſe my Noddle to the 
Billmen in Flannel, and lie in the Roundhouſe, when ] 
may go to bed in a whole skin with my Lady Wife, 
Sir Mer. Gad, Sir Morgan, thou haſt ſometimes pretty 

ſmart ſatirical Touches with thee 4 uſe but Mill's Coffee | 
houſe a little, and with thy Eſtate, and that Talent, thou 
mayſt ſet up for a Wit. | 1 HY, 
Sir Mor. Mercy upon me, Sir Merlin, thou art . ſtark 
mad: What, Ia Wit! I had rather be one of your Rake: 
bells: for, look ye, a Man may ſwear, and ſtare, or ſo; 
break Windows, and - Drawers Heads, or fo ; unrig a 
needy Whore, and yet keep one's Eſtate ; but ſhou'd ! 
«<q ur e 


— 


x a # 
* 
* 


— 
* 
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urn Wit, *rwere impoſſible ; for a Wit with an Eſtate, 
like a Priſoner among the Cannibals, 

Sir Merl. How ſo, good Sir Morgan ? > 

Sir Morg, Why, the needy Rogues only feed him with 
Praiſe, to fatten him for their Palates, and then deyour 
rr 3 
Sir Nerd. I applaud your choice,” Couſin 3 for what 
Man of Bravery wou'd not prefer a Rake to a Wit? The 
one enjoys the Pleaſures, the other can only rail at; and 
that not out of Conſcience, but Impotence : for alas! a 
Wit has no quarrel to Vice in Perfection, but what the 
Fox had to the Grapes ; he can't play away his bundred 
Pound at ſight z his Third Day won't afford it; and 
therefore he rails at Gameſters ; Whores ſhun him, as 


much as Noblemen, and for the ſame cauſe, Money; 


thoſe care not to ſell their Carcaſes for a Sonnet, nor 
theſe to ſcatter their Guineas, to be told an old Tale of a 
Tub, 'they were ſo well acquainted with before. | 
Sir Mor. What's that, Sir Merlin? 3 
Sir Merl. Why, their Praiſe ; — for the Poet's Flat- 
tery ſeldom reaches the Patron's Vanity; and what's too 
ſtrong ſeaſon's for the reſt of the World, is too weak for 
their Palates. | | Ee + 
Sir Morg. Why, look ye, Couſin, you're a ſhreud 
fellow: Whence learn'd you this Satire? for I'm ſure 
tis none of thy own; for 1 ſhou'd as ſoon ſuſpect thee 
guilty of good Nature, as Wit. no 
Sir Merl. 1 ſcorn it; and therefore I confeſs I ſtole the 
Obſervation from a Poet; but the Devil pick his Bones 
for diverting me from the noble Theme of Rakehells. 
Sir Morg. Noble Theme, Sir Merlin “ look ye, d'ye 
ſee: Don't miſtake me, I think *tis a very ſcurvy one; 
and T wou'd not have your Father know that you ſet up 
for ſuch a Reprobate; for Sir Rowland would certainly 
diſinherit thee, | 
Sir Merl, O keep your muſty Morals to your ſelf, good 
Country Couz; © they'll do you ſervice to your Welch 
Criminals, for ſtealing an Hen, or breaking up a Wenches 
Incloſire, or ſo, Sit organ; but for me, I deſpiſe em: 
I have not been admitted into the Family of the Rake» 


Hellorum: 


a ys The Z. en 


bellorums for this, Sir: Let my Father old | 
read the biin, Progreſs The 8 164 | 
or for a Regale, drink the dull Manufacture of Malt an Sir! 
Water 3 I defy him; he can't cut off the Enzail of Wh pod 
is ſettled on me: and for the reſt, III truſt Dame x Wiocal 
tune; and pray to the Three Fatal Siſters to cut bis roc nen 


eh. Theed | ane vs. before he An of zur ſuch Wic e: 


uuud's 
Enter Ge Rowland in 4 great Rage. ey. 
Sir Rowl., Will you ſo, Sir? Why how now, Sirrab l 5 
N er out ul on Houſe Geral 3 get out of my Door 


- * Co 
1K [Bears þ Sir 
| Eber Runder, 118 Witorr 
9 5: Mei t — now, "robes, wb ir 
"tis matter? jon. ungenerous Diſturbance ? . 
Sir, Rowl. What s the matter! the Diſturbance! Why L. 
- Siſter, Rogue here —this unintelligible graceleff Neal u. 
"Raſcal be By wil needs ſet up for a Rakehel|, when there Sir 
ſcarce ſuch a thing in the Nation, above an Ale-draper n 
fans and chuſes 10 be aukardly out of taſhion, merelyſicks 
for the ſake of ” Fricking and F 1 abt, 
fta with the ſenſcleſs, —_— lazy, idle, only groye-· cut e: 
Raſcals, purely for the fake of ſpending bis Efe io 
| hea notorious Blockhead : But I'M take care he ſhall not Sir 
hve what I can diſpoſe of—You'll be a Rake hel, nil zone 


L. 1 
Wi Wh 


ur? 
L . How Couſin! Sure you'll not be ſuch 2 8. 
filthy beaſtly thing, will you? Si 


Sir Merl, Lord, — I only go to the Club . to th 
times, to improve my ſelf in the Art of Living, _ the grace 
: l of a ſine Gentleman. of B 
Sir Row. A fine Gentleman, Sot, a fine Concomb! 

[Ba bim. 5: 

| Sir Morg, Hold, hold, , good ' Uncle; my Couſin. has] 5; 
"been only drawn in, a little or ſo, d'ye — being Heir f mak 
to a good Eſtate ; and that's what his Club wants, to pa in t 
off old Laue and * Guanin for :Whares in Incl 


- Faſhion, T8. . ; Beg 
Sir Row: My Eſlate ſold 19 pay Tonen Scores, and ler I 
Low ok. 64 och cini boi mod 195 I 


2 Plan. 


or, the bene Fate.” 3 
. u. Whores! ay filthy Creatures; 107 "hex deal, 
MY: Whores? Pray Coufth what SA Rake-hell,? in 
ir Rott, A Rake-bell f is a Hs 15 defics "Law aud 
od Manners, nay, 'and good Senſe too, 9 both 
ors. \orality and Religion, and that nor for any ealon (for 
oe never thinks) but merely ecauſe he don't underſtand 
en: He's the Whore's Pfotection and Puniſtiment, the 
Wiwd's T the. Sharper's Bubble, che Vintner's Pro- 


bort, a roaring, W eames ä ridiculous, uniyer- 
; | Coxcomb. 

mal Sir Merl, O Lord, Faun no more like him than an 

' Wltorney's like an boneſt Man. Why a Rake hell is 

= Sir Rowl, What, $ Sirrah ! what, yoo Rebel ? | 


L. Blun, Nay, good Brother, yan * — to 
al us his Notion. 
ir Merl. Why, Aunt, I fay a Rake hell i is, Your, fog 

ran of Brayery ; be flights all the Force of LNG 
ticks at no 1 1 away his hundred Nan 
Jebr, pays a Lady's Bill at ſight, drinks his Bottle wich- 
Wit equivocation, and fights his Man without any 3 Pr rover 

- (mop 

Lic Row. Nay then, Mr, Rogue, II be ſworn thou art 
one: * Sir, will you kent, r ? Jou fight, 
ir? Ha! en his Sards 


Sir Mar. gs „ Sl Habt, 8 Þ 
Sir Row. Yet „r; ame de ur. ra 
o the three Faral It ers, and cut mes for 50 15 


nraceleſs reprobate Raſcal Come, come on. y 1 
of Bravery. [Runs at Sir Merlin, who 3 before 
him : Sir Morgan holds Sir Rowland. 
Sir Merl, Oh, good Sir, hold : I recant, Sir, I recant. 
Sir. Row), ¶ Putting %.] Well, Lm ſatisty'd chou'lt 
make no Rake-hell in this Point, whateyer el 
ache others. And ſince Nature has made thee a Key , 
Inclination a Coxcomb, I'll take care to make thee a 
5 beggar 3 and ſo thou ſhalt be a Rake-hell but in Will. 
P difinberic thee, I will, Villain. 
L. Blun, What, diſinherit your eldeſt Son, Brother ? 


Ns. Sir 


eny, the Drawer's Terror the Goes 8 Benefactor; * in 


| Strikes him. 


0 5 


358 The Younger Brother; 
Sir Merl, Ay, Aunt, his y Heir a + © A 
to ſhow you — the old Gent ſeman. 1. 
us, give me leave to n you a Dance I provided to | 


entertain your Son with, in which is repreſented all theft} © 
Beauties of our Lives. tho 
IL. Blun. Ob! by all means, Couſin, by all means, I ma 
Sir Merl. What hoa? Roger, bring in the Dancers. 
; = Me 
| Here the Dance, repreſenting Rake- bell, Confuable, che 
| | Watch, &C, | . 
Org ol {ely 
Enter Phili | kee 
Phil. Sir, who do's your Worlbip think is aria; ? t0 
Sir Row, My Son George, J hope, come in the Nick. 2 
Phil, Even fo, Sir, from Pari. [Exit 1 
Sir Rowl, The Prodigal return'd ! then Kill the faced ] 
+ SE ert 
Enter George dreſt like a Prentice. 4 C 
—My own dear Boy, thou art welcome to' my Arms! lan: 
as e er thy Mother was; for whoſe dear fake, I pardon 1 
all thy Follies. Enel: You 
Sir Merl. Ay, Sir, 1 bad a Mother too, or Im be. 6 
d- [Weeping ; I 
Pox take him that he ſhould come juſt in the nick, as the take 
| old Fellow ſays —— $5 (Ade, = 5s 
Sir Row, Yes, you had a Mother, whom in my Youth 1 
I was compel'd to marry ; and Gad, 1 think, I got the 
with as ill a Will ; but George and my 07 in heat o G 
Love, when my deſire was new. But harkye Boy George, I ban 
you have coſt me a damn'd deal of Money, Sirrah 3 3 but fhe 
you ſhall marry, and redeem all, George. 8 
Geo, What you pleaſe, Sir; to ſtudy Virtue, * and you 
8 ſnall be my future Buſineſs. 1 
Sit Row. Well ſaid, George, here's a Boy now. Parc 


Sir. Merl, Virtue and T oe Lord, Lord, bow give 
came ſo ſneaking a fellow to ſpend five chouſand Pounds I 7 
"of his Maſter's Caſh? Perf 
Sir Row!. She's rich, George, but ſomething homely. L 
Geo, She'll not be e proud then, Sir. 


Sic 


— 
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Sir Row. Not much of her Beauty—ſhe's s of a 
laid Age too, about ſome ſourſcore. good 
Geo. Better ſtil], Sir, E ſnall not 8 01 
Sir Row, For that I cannot anſwer 3 but ſhe has two 
thouſand a year. I mean to ſettle my Family, and then— 
marry my ſelf, George, 
I. Blun. What to this old Lady's Otand- daughter: ? 
IJ Methinks: ſhe's more fi for you Son, Sir l and 
the old Lady for you. 
Sir Rows No, wy * young Rogues can belp them- 
ſelves with Miſtreſſes 3 but *tis well if an old Man can 
keep his Wife to himſelf I've invited em to Dinner 
Jo day, and ſee, they are come. | 
Enter Lady Tou, led by her Chaplain, and lean- 
ing on a Staff, and Tereſia. 
L. Youth, Where s Sir Rowland Marteen ? , Oh, your 


N dervant, Sir, I am come. Ran: againſt George. 


Chap. Your Ladyſhip is miſtaken, this is not Sir Rowe 


N and, but a handſome proper young Man. 


S L. Youth: A young Man! I cry your mercy r 
1:2 Young Man, 1 alighted in the Sun, and am almoſt blind. 
= Geo. With wondrous old Age. [ 4ſrde. 
L. Touth. Good lack, Sir Rowland, that 1 ſhou'd miſ- 


be tike a young Man ſo! 


Sir Row, Ay, Madam, and fuch a _ Man too. 
L. Youth, Ay, ay, I'ſee him now. ty 
Puts on os age 
Geo, S'death, what a Sepulcher is here, to bury 
band in? How came ſhe to _ the Flood ? 90 fare 
ſhe was not born ſince. - Ade. 
Sir Row. This is the luſty Lad, my Son George, I told 


nd} jour Ladyſhip of. 


L. Youth. Cort ſo, cot ſo, is it fo, Sir? I ask your 
Pardon, Sir. Mr. Twang, take a ſurvey of him, and 
ive me your Opinion of his Perſon,” and his Parts. 

Twang. Truly, Madam, the young Man i i of a r 
Perſonage and Lineaments. 

L. Toush. Of _—_ Sir ?—Lord I haye ſuch a Cold, 

Cong hs. 


Geo, 
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L. Blun. Madam, you 


when the Pif&s went naked. 


Tu Tereſia, 


the Quarrel. [Sir Rowla 


opening Day. [ Looking on Tereſia. 


Voung as the bulding Roſe, 1 A Cupid, en | 

K* iety. Pray, 
| 0 Lady Blu 4 
* you : 


felt his Dart, ſhe is 
Madam, wbo is that Lady: * Ike I 
L. Blun. The Grandchild of your Miſtreſs, 
Mother that muſt be, n 
Geo. Then 1 — cuckold my Father, that's certain, 


(Aſide, 

your ſake, Madam, once again 1 —— 1 

bliſn bim in my Family; but the firſt Fault caſhiers him Ive; 
Come let's in Here, my Lady Yowthly, take George 
by the hand; but have a care of the young Rogue, if 
he comes once to touch ſo 8 a Widow, he du herſ 


Sir Row, For 


Heart on fire. 


Geo. Which wil Rams ot faulf of a Candle; no 
body will be able to endure it. LA. a 


0 Fortune, I ſee, provides for me: 
On this hand Wealth, on that young Pleaſures lies 
He ne'er wants TE who has that kind Supply: | 


* = o = * . ! 89 «6 - 
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$3 ee. 
Enter Sir Rowland, Tereſia, and Lady Youthly, Gr. 


ELL, Sir Rowland, if I ſhould be in- 
clin'd to caſt uy my ſelf on Jon 
Son George, what wou' d you ſettle ? 

Sir Row. Settle! not a Souſe, Madam; "he carties the 


"__ younger Brother's Fortune in Chriſtendom about] 
11M, 


L. Youth. 


have a Power over Sir Rowland: | 
e un Sir Merlin, into Grace 


. Tere. That, Sir, you muſt grant me; mY let me know 
ſeems to tell. 
Gn th Heaton Thr's fair, as the firſt ruddy Streaks of 


L. Youth, 
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L. Touth, Why, the young Man's deſerving, I confeſs, 


Wt he's your Son, Sir Rowland, and ſomething ought to 
. ſetiled upon the Heirs of our Bodies, lawfully begotten, 


Sir Rowe All Hercules his Labours were a Jig to his 


. ſhall beget em. Aſide. 


I you like him upon theſe terms, to make him Maſter 


Wo your Fortune 


L. Youth, For that, let him truſt to me, and his own 


„ bervings. 


Sir Row, No truſting in theſe fickle Times, Madam 


| | Why, I'll let the young ſturdy Rogue out to hire; he'll 


Woke a pretty Livelihood at Journey. Work; and ſhall a 


Maſter-Workman, a Husban . deſerve nothing? 
L. Youth, Ay, theſe Husbands that know their own 


Vvuength, as they ſay, ſet ſo high a Value on their conjugal 


Virtues. — And if he be diſloyal, again o't'other ſide he 


; zes a Wife ſo ill an Example for we are all liable to 


o MY Temptations. 


Sir Row, Well ſaid; if chou beeſt ſo, it muſt be the 


-F Tempter himſelf, LAſide. 
Look ye, Madam, I'Il propoſe a fair Swap; if you'll con- 


ſent that I ſhall marry Tereſia, I'll conſent; that you ſhall 


IF marry George, | 


L. Touth. How, my Grand-daughter? Why, I de- 


| ign'd her for your eldeſt Son, Sir Merlin; and ſhe has 


bis Fortune, tis more than likely I ſhall make him my 


th, 


2 good Fortune of five hundred a year that I cannot 
hinder her of; and is too young for you, ; 
Sir Row, So is George for your Lady ſhip; and as for 


eldeſt Son, _ | | | 
L. Youth, Say you fo, Sir ? well, I'll conſider, and 
take Advice of my Friends. | | 

Sir Row. Conſider ! alas, Madam, my Houſe will be 
beſieged by all the Widows in Town; I ſhall get more 
by ſhewipg him, than the Rhinoceros. Gad, I'll ſell the 
young Rogue by Inch of Candle, before he's debauch'd 
and ſpoil'd in this leud Town, 

L. Youth. Well, ſuppoſe | . 

Sir Row. Nothing under Ire Gad, I think ſome 
old Dog - Star reigns to Day, that ſo many old Heats are 
V OL. IV. burning 
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burning in their Sockets I'm in love with this young 
Tittymouſe here, moſt damnably— Well, what ſay you, 
Widow? Speak now, or you know the Proverb. : 
I. Youth, Well, Sir Rowland, you are too hard fo 
me, | (Ex, all but Terelia# 
Enter Olivia, runs to her and embraces her, . 
Tere, Tis as you ſaid, Olivia, 1 am deſtin'd to your, 
Father. i 7 
Oliv, What, the Sentence is paſt then? 5 
Tere, Ay, but the Devil is in us, if we ſtay till Execu-Þ 
tion Day: Why this is worſe than being mew'd up ati Nor 
Hackney-School my Fortune's my own, without my 3 be 
Grandmother, and with that Stock I'll ſet up for my 13 
ſelf, and ſee what Traffick this wide World affords à © 
young beginner, . | = 


* 
> 


2 A: 


Oliv. That's well reſolv'd; I am of the ſame mind, eq 
rather than marry Mr. Welllorn, whom I never ſaw, law 
But prithee let's ſee what we have in Stock, beſides ready C 
Money What Toys and Knick-nacks to invite, . ſhal 
Tiere. Faith my Inventory is but fmall Let me ſee ? Chi 

— Firſt, one pretty well made Machine, call'd a Body, 5 1 
of a very good Motion, fit for ſeveral uſes——one pretty 
mee 


conceited Head-Piece, that will fit any body's Coxcomb, 
ben *tis grave and dull, *twill fit an Alderman; when 0 
politick and buſy, a Stateſman; turn it to Intrigue, *twillF do, 
fit a City Wife; and to Invention, it will ſet up an Exi- ' 
dence. | | „ 090 
Oliv. Very well ! | 2 
| Tere: Item, One Tongue that will prattle Love, if am 
you put the Heart in time (for they are Conimodities I} Sch 
reſolve ſhall go together) 1 have Youth enough to pleaſe} tho 
a Lover, and Wit enough to pleaſe my (elf. "40 
\ Oliv, Moſt excellent Trifles all! As for my out-ſide, 1 my 
leave to the Diſcretion of the Chafferer; but I have a; 
rare Device, call'd an Invention, that can do many Feats ;} 
a Courage that wou'd ftock a Coward; and a pretty Im- 
plement, call'd a Heart, that will ſtrike Fire with any 
convenient force; I have eight thouſand Pounds to let 
out on any able Security, but not a Groat, unleſs I like 
the Man, 
Tere, 
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Ire. Thus furniſh'd, we ſhall ruin all the Jeus, and 
MY 1:do the India Houſes—— But where ſhall we ſhow ? 
| here meet With the Love-Merchants ? 

Oliv. What think you of the Gallery at the Play in 
Masks ? 3 ; 

Tere, Shu, à State-Trick, firſt taken up by Women of 
Quality, and now run into Ridicule, by all the little com- 
mon Devils of the Town; and is only a Trap for a Ter- 
mer, a ſmall new rais'd Officer, or a City Cully, where 
they baul out their eighteen Pence in Baudy, and filthy 
Nonſenſe, to the diſturbance of the whole Houſe, and 
the King's Peace: the Men of Quality have forſaken 
it 


LAM! 
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Oliv. What think you of the Mall? 
Tere. As too publick to end an Intrigue; out Affairs 
FF require a Conqueſt as ſudden as that of Cæſar, who came, 
aw and overcame. 
I Oliv. Tis true, beſides there's ſo many Cruiſers, we 
bY ſhall never board a Prize, What think you of the 
þ 4 Church ? KT | 
BJ TZere. An hypocritical Shift; of all Masks T hate that 
ot Religion; and it ſhou'd be the laſt place I'd wiſh to 
meet a Lover in, unleſs to marry him. Ih 
= Oli, And Faith that's the laf thing a Lover ſhou'd 
do, but we are compell'd to haſte, tis our laſt Refuge: 
i. if we cou'd but ſee and like our Men, the buſineſs 
were ſoon diſpatcht. Let me ſee—Faith &en put on 
J Breeches too, and thus diſguis'd ſeek our Fortune L 
if, am within theſe three days to be fetch'd from Hackney 
School, where my Father believes me ſtill to be, and 
le thou in that time to be marry'd to the old Gentleman; 
J Faith reſolve — and let's in and dreſs thee — away, here's 


I my Lady [ They run out. 
th 
$51 
n- 
ny | 
let | 
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SCENE II. 


ba; Enter Mirtilla and Mrs. Manage, 
. Mirt. Ah, let me have that Song again, 


A Song by Mr. Gildon. 
© 


O, Delia, no: What Man can range 

| From ſuch Seraphic Pleaſure ? "6 

"Tis want of Charms that make us change, 
To graſp the Fury, Treaſure. 

What Man of Senſe wou'd quit a certain Bliſs, 

For Hopes and empty Poſſibilities 2 


II. 


Pain Fools ! that ſure Poſſeſſons ſpend, 
In hopes of Chymic Treaſure, i 
But for their fancy d Riches ſind 
Both want of Gold and Pleaſure. 
Rich in my Delia, I can wiſh no more; 
The Wand rer, like the Chymiſt, muſt be poor. 


Van. Not ſee him, Madam proteſt he's hand- 
ſomer, and handſomer, Paris has given him fuch an 
Air: Lord, he's all over Monſieur— Not ſee him, 
Madam Why? I hope you do not, like the fooliſh 


ſort of Wives, deſign. a ſtrict Obedience to your Hus - 
band. | | 


Mir. Away, a Husband !——when Abſence, that ſure | 


Remedy of Love, had heal'd the bleeding Wound Lejere 
had made, by Heaven I thought I ne*er ſhou'd love again 
but ſince Endymion has inſpir'd my Soul, and for that 


Youth 1 burn, I pine, I languiſh. 


Enter 


Joo! 
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Enter George richly dreſt, ſtands at a diſtance gazing 


on Mirtilla. | 5 

Man. See, Madam, there's an Object may put out 

hat Flame, and may revive the old one. 
J Mir. Shame and Confuſion, Leſere. 

| [Turns and walks away. 

IJ Gee. Yonder ſhe is, that Mien and Shape I know, 

Ido the falſe Face be turn'd with ſhame away. 

. : [ Offers to advance, and ſtops. 

= ——'Sdeath, — I tremble! yet came well fortify'd 

im Pride and Anger. I ſee thou'ſt in thy Eyes a little 

Juodeſty, Goes to her nearer. 

That wou'd conceal the Treaſons of thy Heart. 

Air. Perhaps it is their Scorn that you miſtake, 

Geo, It may be ſo; ſhe that ſets up for Jiting, ſhou'd 

Io on; Twere mean to find remotſe, ſo young, and 

oon: Oh, this gay Town has gloriouſly improy'd you 

Y:nongſt the reft ; that taught you Perjury. 

J Mir. Alas! when was it ſworn? 

Seo. In the bleſt Age of Love, = 

J Vheh every Power look'd down, and heard thy Vows. 

I Myr. I was a Lover then; ſhou'd Heaven concern it 
{lf with Lovers Perjuries, twould find no leiſure to pre- 
ſerve the Univerſe. | 
Geo, And was the Woman ſo ſtrong in thee, thou 

oouldſt not wait a little? Were you ſo raving mad for 

tool and Husband, you muſt take up with the next ready 


Coxcomb, Death, and the Devil, a dull clumſey Boo ! 
„ — What was it charm'd you? The beaſtly quantity of 
7 


Aan about him. 

Mir. Faith a much better thing, ſive thouſand Pounds 
a Year, his Coach and Six, it ſhews well in the Park. 

Geo, Did I want Coach, or Equipage, and Shew ? 

Mir. But ſtil! there wanted Fool, and Fortune to't ; He 
does not play at the Groom-Porter's for it; nor do the 
Drudgery of ſome worn · out Lady. 

Geo. If I did this, thou hadſt the ſpoils of all my Na- 
von's Conqueſts, while all the whole World was wonder- 
ng whence it came; for Heav'n had left thee fnothing 
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_ thy Beauty, that dear Reward of my induftrioy 
ove, 1 

Air. I do confeſs | 

Geo, Till time had made me certain of a Fortune, whic 
now was haſting on. | | 
And is that ſtore of Love and wondrous Joys I had been 
hoarding up ſo many tender Hours, all laviſh'd on # 
Brute, who never luſted *boye my Lady's Woman? fo 
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Love he under ſtands no more than Senſe, 1 ” 
Mir. Prithee reproach me on —— [Sight wv 
Geo, Sdeath, 1 cou'd rave! Is this ſoft tender Boſou 1 


to be preſt by ſuch a Load of Fool? Damnation on the 
— Where got'ſt thou this coarſe Appetite ? Take back the 
Powers, thoſe Charms ſhe's ſworn adorn'd me, ſince 2 
dull, fat- fac d, noiſy, taudry Blockhead, can ſerve her tui 
as well. | [Offers to go 
Mir. You ſhall not go away with that Opinion of 
me. | _ 
Geo. Oh, that falſe Tongue can now no more de® 
Ceive————Art thou not marry'd ? Tell me that, falſe 
Charmer. | 255 n 5 
Mir, Yes. | © [Holding him 
Geo, Curſe on that word: wow'd thou hadſt neyes 
learnt it—it gave thy Heart, and my Repoſe away. 
Mir. Doſt think I marry'd with that dull deſign? Can 
thou believe I gave my Heart away, becauſe I gave m 
Hand? Fond Ceremony that—A neceſſary tricky 
devis'd by wary Age, to traffick twixt a Portion and a 
Jointure; him whom I loy'd, is marry'd to my Soul. 
Geo. Art thou then mine? And wilt thou make Atone- I He 
ment, by ſuch a charming way? Come to my claſping 


N 


2 


# 


She ©. 5 


D 


Arms. : an 
Enter Lady Blunder at the Door. Sees em, and f ſur 
offers to go out again, | Fo 

L. Blun. Oh, Heavens! How rude am 12— 0 | 
Mercy, Madam, I proteſt I thought you'd been alone. yo 
Geo. *Sdeath ! my Aunt Blunder / 5 [Aſides 
Mir, Only this Gentleman, Madam ———' - fao 


L. Blan. Sir, I beg yout Pardon——and am really 
forry ol 
e0 
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Geo, That. you find me with your Daughter, Ma- 
dam. "EO TRAD | | 
1. Blan. I. hope you take me to be better, bred, Sir: 
Vor had 1 interrupted you, but for an Accident that has 
IJ happen'd to Sir Morgan, coming out of; the City in a 
I beaſtly Hackney-Coach, he was turn'd over in Cheap: fade, 
and ſtriking the filthy Coach- man, the naſty Mob came 
out, and had almoſt kill'd him, but for a young Gentle- 
man, a Stranger, that came to his Reſcue, and whom 
be has brought to kiſs your Lady ſhip's Hands — But Vl 
iaſtruct him in his Duty, he ſhall wait till your Ladyſhip 
is more at leiſure——alas! he's already on the Stairs. 
| 1 ab: Exit. 
Vir. Let him wait there — Lejere, tig neceſſary you 
depart, ſure of my Heart, you cannot fear the reſt ; the 
Night is haſting on; truſt me but ſome few Hours, and 
then, Lejere, I'll pay you back with Intereſt. 
= Geo. All Bleſſings light on thee. | | 
FJ But will your Lady Mother make no Diſcovery of my be- 
ing here? © 1 e IGREMSS 
"Mir. Sbe'd ſooner pimp for me, and: believe it. a part 
of good Breeding ;——away, I hear em coming. 
che puts him out at a back- Door. 
"7 Euter Lady Blunder peeing. | 
L. 2s He's gone Sir Morgan, you may ap- 
proach. | 
Enter Sir Morgan, pulling in the Prince, Sir Merlin, 
4nd a Page to the Prince. 
Sir Mor, Nay, as Gat ſhall ſave me, Sir, you iſhall ſee 
my Lady, or ſo, d'ye ſee, and receive the Thanks of the 


* 


Houſe. | | 
Prince. As Gat ſhall ſave me, Sir, I am ſorry for it 
another time, Sir: I have earneſt Buſineſs. Now, Iam 
-eb nothing worth ſeeing can belong to this litter of 
Fools. | 

L. Blun. My Daughter is a Perſon of Quality, I aſſure 
„von, Sir. eee id * 

* Prince. I doubt it not Madam if ſhe be of the 
lame Piece — Send me a fair Deliyerance.. . 
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[Sir Morgan leads him to Mirtilla, he ſtarts. 
— Ha! What bright Viſion's that? 
Mir. Heay*n ! Tis the lovely Prince I ſaw in Flander 
Aſid 
Sir Merl. Look how he ſtares— why, what he Dey 
ails he ? 
Sir Morg. To her, Sir, or ſo d'ye ſee, what a Pox arg 
you afraid of her ? 
I. Blun, He's in Admiration of her Beauty, Child. 


- 
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Prince. By Heay'n the very Woman I adore ! g 
[ Af Storn 
Sir Morg. How d'ye, ſee Sir, how do ye, ba, ba, ha *” 
Prince. I cannot be miſtaken; for Heav'n made nof font 
| ching but young Angels like her ! _ 
Str 1. Look ye Page, is your Maſter in his righ I knee: 
Wits? SJ form 
Sir Merl. Sure he's in love, and Love's a deviliſh _ 
thing. = 
Sir Morg. Sa, ho, ho, ho, where are you Sir, wh ur 
are you? . 
Prince. In Heav'n! OO» [Puts him away, | 
Oh! do nor rouze me from this charming Slumber, lelt Js 
1 ſhou'd wake, and find it bur a Dream. bas 
Sir Merl. H plaguy dull Fellow this, that can deep ing ee 
ſo good Company as we are. St 
Sir Morg. Dream A Fiddle-ſtick ; to 8 Man, to. ſeen 
her, and kiſs her ſoundly, or fo, d' ye ſee, 7 
Sir Merl, Ay, ay 3 kiſs her, Sir, kiſs her—ha, ha, had oF 


he's very ſimp e. 
Priner. Kifs her, there's univerſal Ruin in her loye 


Lips. 
Mir, I never knew *em guilty of ſuch Miſchiefs. E 
Sir Morg. No, I'll be ſworn, 1 have kiſt em twemyYJ 2'"* 

times, and they never did me harm, | Fee. 


Prince, Thou kiſs thoſe Li ps? i mpoſſile, and falſe; Y 4 
they neet were preſt but by fo Southern Winds. lain 

Sir Morg. Southern Winds—ha, ha, looky e d' ye ſee 
Boy, thy Mafter*s mad, or ſo, d'ye ſee iy. what Y 7 
N d'ye think 1 neyer kiſs wy Wife, or ſo d'ye f and 
ee. 


Prince. 


2 


* 
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Prince. THe Wife 
Vir. He will betray his Paſſion to theſe Fools: Alas, 
„es mad——and will undo my Hopes. [ Aſide. 
14 . prince. Thou mayſt as well claim Kindred to the 
by ; Gods; ſhe's mine, a Kingdom ſhall not buy her from 
Ive. 


1 


a J. Sir Morg. Hay day, my Wife yours ! look ye, as d' ye 
ee, wr is it Mid ſummer. moon with you, Sir, or ſo, 
be lee? 43 

J ir. In pity give him way, he's madder than a 

„orm. „ 

Prince. Thou know'ſt thou art, and thy dear Eyes 
F confeſs i. a numerous Train attended our Nuptials, 
A wineſs the Prieſt, witneſs the ſacred Altar where we 

BY kneel 'd—yhen the bleſt filent Ceremony was per- 

| 7 ſorm'd. 


i 1 Mir, Alas! he's mad, paſt all recovery mad. 
Sir Merl. Mad, ſay, poor Soul Friend, bow long has 
5 | . . ; 2 
: your Maſter been thus intoxicated ? 


ere 
age. He's mad indeed to make this Diſcovery. 
Ye. : [Aſides 
Las, Sir, he's thus as often as he ſees a beautiful Lady, 
ice he loſt a Miſtreſs, who dy'd in Flanders to whom 
in be was contracted. 
Sir Merl. Good lack———zy, ay, he's diſtracted, it 
4 ſeems. | | 
Page. See how he kneels to her; ſtand off, and do but 
mind bim. 
J Mr. Riſe, Sir. you'l ruin me diſſemble if you 
er love —or you can ne'er be bappy. _ 
f [In a low Voite, and raiſing him, 
Prince. My Tranſport is too high for a Diſguiſe 
yY 2've me ſome hope, promiſe me ſome Relief, or at your 
Feet I'll pierce a wounded Heart. 
Air. Riſe, and hope for all you wiſh; Alas, he 
faints She takes him up, he 
| * falls upon her Boſom. 
Page. Hold him faſt, Madam, between your Arms, 
e and hel] recoyer preſently. Stand all away. 
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Prince. Oh! tell me, wilt thou bleſs my Vouth and Fo 
Love? Oh! ſiyear, Jeſt ou ſhouldſt break—for wo"; 
men wou'd be Gods” bal for Inconſtancy, _ 5 10 

Page. See, he begins to come to himſelf ——15— 4 1; 
keep of ?: eee EIT * boy 

Air. You have a thouſand Charms that may ſecure Pr 
you—The Ceremony of my, Nuptials is every Evening 16 
celebrated, the noiſe of which draws all the Town toge i * 
ther; be here in Maſquerade, and I'll contrive it ſo, that L 
you ſhall ſpeak with me this, Night alone. = 

Prince. So, now let my Soul take Air = 2 
. L. Blun, What pity 'tis ſo fine a Gentleman ſhou'd be 
mus. 5 

Mir. You muſt be bringing home your Fops to me, 0! 
and fee what comes of it. TC. As be paſſes our. 4 

Sir Mor, Fops! I thought him no more a Fop, than I r 2 
do my own natural Couſin here. [Ex. Mir. in Scorn. "we 

Prince. Where am I? [The Page has whiſper'd him. Wl, 

Sir Merl, Why, here, Sir, here, at Sir Morgan Blun- 3 1 
der*s Lodging in Lincolns. Inn- Fields. # / M 

Prince. That's well, he has told me—Where have 1 175 
been this long half hour, and more? x ö 1 

Sir Merl. Nay, the Lord knows. i # | 

Prince. I tancy'd I ſaw a lovely Woman. | 1 

Sir Merl. Fancy d——why ſo you did Man, my Lady : 8 
A irtilla Blunder. un 

Prince. Methought, 1 ſlept upon her ſnowy Boſom, oF 
and dreamt I was in Heaven, where I claim'd her. "XY 

Sir Merl, Good lack aday—why, ſo you did, Sir, ha, 1 
ha, ha. | 8 


Priace, And rav'd on Love; and talk'd abundance of g C 
Nonſenſe, | 
Sir Morg, Ha, ha, ha, by my Troth, and ſo you did, | 


Sir, i 
Prince, 1 ask your Pardon, Sir, *tis an infirmity I | # 
bave that ever takes me at the approach of a fine Wo- | i 
man, which made me ſo unwilling to ſee your Lady. 14 
Sir Morg. Lookye, I ack your Pardon heartily, or fo, | ( 
d'ye ſee —and am ſorry you are not in a Condition to aiſ 


viſit her often. 


Prince, 
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Prince. 1'ſhall be better when I am us'd to her ; dis 
oy 1 he firſt time only affects me. 
Sir Morg. Pray, Sir, be pleas'd to uſe your ſelf to her, 


. or ſo, d'ye fee ——ſhe's a civil Perſon, and a Perſon of 
T3 5 Quality before I marry'd her, d'ye ſee. -/ | 
= 4 Blun. My Son tells you Truth, Sir. 5 
ure Prince. Madam, I Joubt it not, pray beg her Pardon, 


and do you give me PR. | [Bows and kiſſes her 
5 | Hand, and-goes out. . 
L. An. A moſt accompl wa Perlen [LExeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Bator Olivia and Tereſia, in Mens Ces, 
Oliv. Well, the Ball does not begin theſe three Hours, 


16 Ind we'll divert our ſelves at my Aunt's Baſſet-Table, 
„ which you ſee is preparing; her natural Propenſity to 
9 oblige both Sexes makes has keep a Bank on purpoſe to 


„ ring 'em together. There we ſhall ſee the old and the 
young, the ugly and the handſome, Fools that have 
Iloney, and Wits that have none; and if the Table 
ffords us nothing to pleaſe the Appetite, we'll abjoad - 
or Forage, 
Enter Sir Merlin pulling in George, follow'd by 
Sir Morgan, Page and Footmen to George. 
. Sr Merl. Nay, Sir, I am-reſoly'd - x7 ſhall honour 22 
I twnt's Raſſet- Table | 
Geo. My Aunt's Baſſet-Table There may be Money 
I fircing among | theſe, Foglh and Forune- may befriend - 
| f me. a „ Aſide. 
c oF Sir Merl. Sir Morghy; pray boo this: worthy Gentle 
nan, I have the honour to lodge in the Houle with hini. 
; [ They ſalute one another. 
Lf Sir, this is Sir Morgan Blunder, a Perſon of Quality 
In Wales, Faſſure you; 
FF Geo. I queſtion it not, Sir, and am frond or. the Ho- 
our of kiſſing your Hands. id 700 | 
Ter. Yonler's a handſom Geafleman; (9 
Oliv. My «Brother: e us I live, tis las: 1 al 
with. J 3:5 HA. 


Enter - 


r 
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Enter Welborn  ., 
Welb. Lejere 101 / 


_ Geo, Welborn! Welcome from Paris, I heard of you! 
arrival from Prince Frederic. Þ 
Welb, Yes, I atn come to my Deſtruction, Friend. 
Geo, Ay, thou'rt to be marry'd, I hear, to a Welch 
Fortune, 5 TT OF [3 
Mell. Tho Matrimony be a ſufficient Curſe, yet that p 
not the worlſt—I am fall'n moſt damnably in love, fins 
I arriv'd, with a young Creature I ſaw in the Mall Cothef 
Night; of Quality ſhe was, I dare ſwear, by all that wa 
about her; but ſuch a Shape! a Face! a Wit! a Mind, a 
in a moment quite ſubdu'd my Heart: ſhe. had anothef 
Lady with her, whom (dogging her Coach) I found to bi 
a Neighbour of mine, and Grand-Daughter to the Lady 
Youthly ; but whe my Conqueror was I neyer ſince could 
arn,, 1 „„ * 1 
Oliv. *Slife, Tereſia, yonder's the handſom Fellow tha 
entertain'd us with ſo much Wit, on Thurſday laſt ig 
ihe Mall; | | 


= 


Tere. | What, when you chaag'd your Breeches for Pe 


a + 
ä 
o 
- 
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ticoats at my Lodgings. l 
Oliv. That Night, and ever ſince, I have felt a fort off 
Tendre for him. EE its TM 
Teres. As I do for his Friend Pray Heav'n he bg 
not marry'd ! I fear he has laid an Imbargo on my Heart; 
before it puts out of the Porr. 1 
Seo. Are you not for the Baſſet?  _ +l 
Welb. No, I've buſineſs at the Ball to night; beſides 
Blunder has a Quarrel to me for laſt Night's 
Debauch; I'll wait on you in the Morning. | 
[Exit Welborn 

Geo. Well, you to your Buſineſs, and Ito mine. 
[Speaks as the reſt go outs 


Let the dull trading Fool by Buſineſs live, 
Stateſmen by Plots; the Courtier eringe to thriye 3 
The Fop of Noiſe and Wealth be cullied on, 
And purchaſe no one Joy by being undone, 


Whilſt 


iſt 
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Whilſt I by nobler careleſs ways ua 
Since Lovè and Fortune are we by Chance, 


8 109 þ 1 bee 


A Song, 2 by Sir Rowland! in the FAY Aa. 


HO the Young prize Cupid CC to of 
*Tis more valu d by the Old; | ; 
The Sun's Warmth we now admire, | 

More than when the Seaſon's cold, 


Dialogues in the Maſque, at the beginnin 
N of the od Act. 22 | 


Ime and Place you ſee conſpire, | 
With tender Wiſhes, fierce Deſire; 
See the willing Victim ſtands 
To be offer'd by your Hands: 
Ah! Let me on Love's Altars lying, 
Claſp my Goddeſs whilſt I'm dying. 


She. Oh Lord! what hard words, and ſtrange things 
d'ye ſay; 
Your Eyes too ſeem cloſing, and juſt dying away: 
Ah! pray what d'ye want? Explain but your mind, 
W hich did I but know, perhaps I'd be kind. 


He. My pretty ſoft Maid, full of innocent Charme, 
I [mY to ſigh out my Soul in thy Arms; 
Oh! then, if Pm loy'd, deny not the Bliſs, 


But tell me I'm bappy, with a _— Kiſs, 


She. 


w_ 
i 
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She, Oh! Fy, Sir; I vow T cannot endure you 5 

Be civil, or elſe lll ery out I aſſure you; 

1 will not be kiſs'd ſo, nor tumbled, not I, 

I'Il tell all your tricks, that I will, if I die. 
cle ©3> ART enn! 4 1 h 1 

He. Nay, never diſſemble, nor ſmother that Fire; 

Your Bluſhes, and Eyes betray your Deſire. 

The Practis'd, not Innocent, dally with Bliſs, 

Then prithee be kind, and taſte what it is. 


She. Let me die now, you're grown a ſtrange ſort of a 
To force a young Maid, let her do what ſhe can; 
1 fear now I bluſh to think what we're doing, 
And is this the end of all you Men's wooing ? 


He. At this Pleaſure all aim, both Godly and Sinners, 
And none of em bluſh for't but poor young Beginners, 
In Pleaſure both Sexes, all Ages agree, 

And thoſe that take moſt, moſt happy will be, 


Chorus, In.Pleaſure both Sexes, Cc. 
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Enter 'Olivia' as 4 Mai, Tereſi 4 in Maſq BAR the 
Scene opens, and diſcovers Lady Youth, Lady Blun- 
der, Mirtilla, Manage, Prince Frederick in a rich 
Habit, Welborn in one like his, with a Cloke over 
* Kent, roy and 4 ſeveral. others of both $ Sexes. | 


ou. VN hy Jear Tereſs ia, T'm loft in Love! I've 
| ſen a Man,. or rather tis an Angel! fo 
, ſo loft, ſo charming, and lo witty; ſo dreſs d! fo 
dad: and danc'd with ſuch an Ar? 
, Tere, Hey G2 Prithee where's this Wonder to be 
beg .. 
| Oliv, Wh | doſt thou ask ? Haſt thou not ſeen a Man 
of Dreſs, and Moyement of uncommon Faſhion? _ 
Tere. A great many, very. odd, and fantaſtick, Im 
ſure my dear Man is none of em. [Sighs. 
Oliv. Thy Heart when fir'd burns eaſily, and ſoft, but 
I am all impatient, Darts, and Flames, all the effects of 
Love are panting in my Heart, yet never ſaw his Face: 
but ſee, he comes, and I muſt find a wad to let him 
know the miſchiefs he has done, | 
Mir. Endimion, where's Sir Morgan? 
Qliv, At bis uſual Diverſion, Madam, drinking, 
Mir. Do you wait near me to Night, I may perhaps. 
have kinder Buſineſs for you e'er the Morning, 
Oliv. You heap too many Bleſſings on me, Madam. 
Prince, Oh, turn thy lovely Eyes upon thy Slave, that 
waits and watches for a tender Look, 
Mir. Oh, Sir, why do you preſs a. yielding Heart toa 
much, undone by what you've ſaid already ? 
Oliv, Thoſe {oft Addreſſes mult be thoſe of Love. 
| [ Aſides 
Mir. My Honour was in danger when I promis d 
and yet I bluſh to tell you I was pleas'd, and bleſt the 
dear neceſlity that forc d me, * 
Iv. 
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Oliv. Ha! *tis the Man I love————and courts Mir. 


zilla, and ſhe receives him with inyiting Looks. Sdeatb. 
ſhe's a common Lover} already Em Arriv'd 10 Je. 


louſy! * 


. Enter George in Maſquerade, with a Paper on his . 
Back and Breaſt, goes to Mirtilla, ſees one court- © 


ing her. 


em U | | 
"Tis I, Miriilla, languiſhing for the appointed Happi- 


neſs, while you, perhaps, are taken up with different: 


Thoughts 


Air. Lejere 7 How very feeble do old Lovers charm ! © 
Only the new and gay have pow'r to warm—How ſhall 7 


I put him off? For now my ambitious Love declares for 
Frederick; tis great to enſlave a Prince. IA. 


Leere wait till 1 give the word perhaps it may 
ſelf *th* Crowd, you may be elſe 
41 Goes from him. 


de late—go mix your 
ſuſpeted= ---. 
Tere, 1 have a ſhreud gueſs that this ſhou'd be my Man 
by his Shape, and Mein. | Looking round about George. 
Let me fee— What's this written on his Back ? ——- 


To be lett ready furniſh'd —— Reading it, f 


A very good hearing: So ho, ho, ho, who's within 
REF 7" | LClaps him on the Back, 
Geo. Who's there? [ Exit Olivia, 
Tere, Love and Fortune, ped? „ 
Geo, Two very good Friends of mine, prithee who 
art thou that bring'ſt em? 
Tere. A wandring Nymph, that has had a ſwinging 
Character of your Perſon and Parts — if thou be'ſt the 


Man, prithee dear Stranger, let me ſee thy Face; and if | 


I'm not miſtaken, *tis ten to one, but we may go neat 
to ſtrike up ſome odd Bargain or other. d 
Geo, And I am as likely a Fellow for ſome odd: Bar- 
e as ever you met with Lock ye, am I the 
Man: | 
Tere. Let me ſee—a very handſome Face, inclining to 
round ; fine wanton Eyes, with a plaguy roguifſh Lear; 
plump, round, red Lips; not tall, nor low, and — 
2 y 


| Geo. What gilded thing is that ?—I muſt diſturb | 


as. by 
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ly well faſhion'd. [Reads all this in her Tablets, 
—Ay, ay, you are the Man 

Geo. Iam glad on't, and prithee dear Creature, let me 
ſee if thou art not the Woman i 
Tiere. Heav'n! what Woman, Sir? | 

Geo, Why, any Woman that's pretty, witty, young, 
and good-natur'd, 

Tere, 1 had rather ſhew any thing almoſt than my 
Face, 

Geo, Faith, and that's kind; but every thing in its due 
time: I love to arrive at Happineſs by degrees, there's as 
much Pleaſure in the Journey of Love, as in the Arriv 
to'r, and the firſt Stage is a handſom Face. : 

Tere, Where you bait a while, take a ſhort Survey, and 
away. 

Geo, To Wit, and good Humour ; where a Mat: finds 
Pleaſure enough to engage him a long while, 

p Is, 2 to all £ ſmall Villages, call'd little _ 

oms, kiſſing, playing, fooling, ſighing, dying—atid fo 
on to che 1 tage, Whats Whip And 620 laid by, all 
tir'd and dull, you lazily lie down and ſleep. _ 

Geo. No, I'm a more vigorous Lover: And ſince in 
the Country of true Love, chere remains a Terra Incog- 
nita, I ſhall always be making new Diſcoyeries. 

Tere. True Love! is there ſuch a thing in the whole 
Map of Nature ? | 

Geo, Yes, I once diſcoyer'd it in my Voyage round 
the World. A 

Tere. Sure *tis ſome enchanted Place, and vaniſhes as 
ſoon as tis approach'd. N 

8 Enter Sir Rowland. 

Geo. Faith, let's ſet out for it, and try; if we loſe our 
Labour, we ſhall, like Searchers for the Philoſophers 
Stone, find ſomething that will recompenſe our pains.— 

[Lady Youthly ſees her, and ſends her 

„ Moman to take her ſtom him. 

Ha, gone -I muſt not Sis ſo with you—PVll have you 
in my Eye. [The Spaniſh Dance * Whilſt they 
dance, the Prince talks to Mirtilla- 


Mir. 


378 The Younger Brother; 


Mir. This Night gives you an Aſſignation I trem: 
ble at the thought 


that cannot ſtand 'their Force 


Woman? — the Enterprize with you would be too dan- 
gerous. . 


hold your Slave making eternal Vows ? 


Mir. If I were ſure that = pray La no further— # 
of Love be my Security 


Prince. Let the fond Go 
will you not cruſt a Deity ? 


ſelf? : TY 1333 | 
Geo. That is ſome Lover, whom J mult obſerve. 
78 * WI eee 


Air. Whom ſhould ſhe truſt, that dares not truſt her 


Air. Alas, the Foe's within that will betray me, Ambi- 


tion, and our Sex's Vanity — Sir, you muſt prevail 
Prince. And in return, for ever take my Soul. | 
Air. Anon I'll feign an Illneſs, and retire to my Apart- 
ment, whither, this faithful Friend ſhall bring you, Sir. 
3 pointing to Manage. 


Seo. Hum that looks like ſome Love Bargain, 


and Manage call'd to Witneſs, By Heav'n, gay Sir, I'll 
watch you. | | 


Tere. But hark ye, my Fellow-Adventurer, are you not : 


marry'd ? 


— Ah, why will you purſue me thus 
to Ruin? Why with reſiſtleſs Charms invade my Heart, 
alone without my 


21 
an” 
= 
y 
E 
5 
5 


= 
ih 
4 
* 


ä 


7 
bY a 
A 
xe 8 
$4) 


Prince, Dangerous to be ador'd ! and at your Feet be Þ 


Geo, Marry'd——that's a Bug-word—prithee if thou 
baſt any ſuch Deſign, keep on thy Mask, leſt I be tempted © 


7 1 0 


to Wickednels, 


ere. Nay, truth is, tis a thouſand pities to ſpoil a | 


handſom man, to make a dull Husband of: I have 
known an old batter'd Bully of Seventy, unmarry'd, 
more agreeable for a Gallant, than any ſcurvy, out- of- 


humour'd Husband at Eight and Twenty. 
Geo, Gad, a thouſand times. 


_ Tere, Know, I have Five Hundred Pounds a Year. 
Seo. Good. 


Terre. And the Devil and all of Expectation ſrom an old 


Woman. 


Seco. Very good. 


| Tere. | 


di 


tt 


— 
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Tere. And ys Youth, and little Beauty to lay out in 

love. | | Pulls off her Mask. 

Geo, Tereſia / the lovely Maid deſign'd for my Mother! 

now, what a Dog am I ? that gives me the greater Guſt 

to her, and wou 4 fain cuckold my Father. 
| ++ © [Talks to her aſide, 

[Mirtilla ſeems to faint. 
Man. 17 Lad y faints— help, help. 

Mir. Only the Heat oppreſſes me but let it not 
diſturb the ann yl take the Air a little, and return. 
| (Ges our with Manage. 

Geo Is this deſi ig d, or real? ee ſne is retir d 

for me Mrs. Manage. 
[Manage re- enters, ys pulls ber by the Sleeve, 

Man. Ha! Monſieur Lejere { what ſhall I feign to put 

him off withal. [ Aſede. 
9510 Why doſt thou ſtatt? How does wy dear Mir- 
ria ? 

Man. Repoſing, Sir, a while, but anon Pl wait on ber 

for your admittance, 
[Prince Frederick puts ow Welbort's Cloke; goes ben, 
41d — enters inte the e [like 
the Prince. 
Geo. Ha, ſhe ſpoke i in " palf ing by that ga bing 
What means it, but 1] trace the Myſtery, | 

Sir Row. The young People are lazy, and here's no- 
thing but gaping and peeping in one another's Vizards; 
come, Madam, let you and I ſhame em into Action. 

[Sir Rowland and Lady Youthly dance. After the 
Dance, Olivia enters n a Letter, and rr it to 


Welborn. ſ} 63 | 
Wel. Ha what s this, Sir, a Challenge! 2 24] * 
7 75 A (oft one, Sir. 
A Billet whoever the Lady * ( Reads.) 


* n ſomething for but 7 1 am worth her 
Mirth. 

Oliv. 1 know not, Sir, how great a Jeſt you may 
make of it; but I aſſure you the Lady is in earneſt, and 
if you be ac leifure to hear Reaſon from he 


el. 


— 
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Wel. Fair and ſoftly, my dear Leh I am 
for no haſty Batali: ; y not but I ſhou'd be glad to hear 
Reaſon from any of the Sex hut I have been ſo 
damnably —_ Is ſhe of Quality? 

Oliv. Les. 

Wel. Then I'll not hear any thing from her: 


a they are 
troubleſome, and inſolent; and if ſhe have a Husband, to 


hide her Intrigues ſhe has recourſe to all the little Arts and 
Cunnings of her Sex; and ſhe that jits her Husband, 
n her Lover. 0 

Oliv. She is not troubled with a Husband, Sir. - 

Wel. What, ſhe's parted from the Fool; then' ſhe's ex- 
penſive, and for want of Alimony, jits all the believing 
Block-heads that ſhe meets wit. 

Oliv. But this is a Maid, Sir. | 

Wel. Worſe ſtill ! At every turn he : raving © on het 
Honour ; then if ſhe haye a Kinſman, or a Brother, 1 
mult be challeng d. 

Olw. Sir, you miitake, my Lady is for Manrimony, | 

Mel. How! 

Oliv. You have not forſworn it, x bopes | 

Wel, Not ſo bu \ £179* 

Oliv, If a Lady, young and handſom, and Ten Thou: 

Pounds 
Wel. Nay, I am not poſiaive 
Enter Sir Morgan, and Sir Merlin, drunk, ſi ingings 
Wiſe Coxcombs be damn d, here's a Health to that Man, 
That ſince Life is but frort, lives as long as be can. 

Sir Morg, Where is my Lady Airtilla, Rogues ? 

Sir Merl. And my Miſtreſs, 1 Raſcals ?- 
ſoly*'d to ſhew our ſelves in Triumph to our Wives on 
Miſtreſſes. 

Eee. Youth, Your Miſtreſs, Sir Merlin? miſtake not your 
rk, 

Sir Merl, Ha! Art thou honed old Cathedral? Why 
thou look'ſt as magnificently as old — Beſs in the 
Weſtminſter-Cupboard, wor, 

Sir Morg, Lookye as d'ye fa; when Adam wore 2 
Beard, ſhe was in her Prime, or ſa, d'ye ſee. [Sings 


L. Youth, 


For we are re- 


-» 
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L. Youth. Sir, you are a ſaucy Jact, and your Father 
ſhall correct you. 


Sir Merl. My Father! my Father's an old Toaſt, d'ye 
ſee; and I hope to fee bim hang'd. 

Sie Row, Here's a Heathen · Chriſtian! ſee his Father 
hang' d! 0 14. 7 
8 8 Merl, Ay hang'd, and all the old Fathers in Chriſt- 
1 emdom. Why, what a Pox ſhou'd Fathers trouble the 
2 World for? when I come to reign in Parliament, I will 
enact it Felony, for any Father to have ſo little Grace 
j to live, that has a Son at Years of Diſcretion, ; 
] " Row, A damn'd Rogue, FH diſinherit him imme- 
2 diate 5 
1. Ban. Is it ſo great a Crime, Brother, for a Gentle- 
man to be drunk ? * We 

Sir Merl. You lye like a Son of a Whore — I have 
I been drinking Confuſion to all the Fathers and Husbands 
in England, 

Sir Morg, How, Sir, Confuſion to Husbands ! Look 
ye d'ye ſee, Sir, ſwallow me that Word, or I'll make you 
21 depolit all the conjugal Wine you have drunk. 

Sir Merl, 1 depoſit all your Wine! Sircah, you're a 
I Blunderbuſs. $2847 1 29 Fi. 7 

IJ Sir Morg. Sirrah, you are a diminutive Bul 


4 


Sir Merl. Sirrah, you're the Whore of Babylon, and 1 

defy you. | 

Sir Morg. Lookye d'ye fee, I ſcorn to draw upon. a 

drunken Man, or ſo, 1 being ſober ; but I boldly chal- 

enge you into the Cellar, where thou ſhale drink till tnou 

J renounce thy Character, or talk Treaſon enough to hang 
thee, and that's fair and civil. 

Sir Merl. Agreed ; and when I'm drunk enough to 
raviſh, I'll cuckold my old Dad, and fight him for his 
Miſtreſs. 

Sir Row, I have no Patience; I'll kill the Dog, becauſe 
I'll have the Law on my fide——Come on, Sir. 

[ Draws, the Ladies run out. 
[Sir Merlin draws. George runs in and parts em. 


Geo. Villain! Raical! What, draw upon thy Father! 


Sir 
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Sir Row. Pray, Sir, who are you? that I may thank 
you for my Life. h | 
Geo. One, Sir, whoſe Duty *twas. _ 0 
= I ulls off his Vixard. 
- Sir Row. What, my dear George — I'll go and cut 
off the Intail of my Eſtate preſently, and thou ſhalt baye MY; 
it all, Boy, thou ſhalt— [Exeunt all but George. 
- Geo, Fortune is ſtill my Friend: Had but Mirtilla been 4 
ſo! I wonder that ſhe ſends not to me: my Love's im- 
patient, and I cannot wait—while the dull Sot is boozing 
with his Brother - Fools in the Cellar, I']l ſoftly to the 
Chamber of my Love Perhaps ſhe waits me there — 
[E xit, Þ 


SCENE II. A Chamber, and Alcove, 
diſcovers Mirtilla, and Prince Frederick. 


Prince. Oh! I am raviſh'd with exceſs of Joy. 
Air. Enougb, my charming Prince! Oh, you have 
ſaid enough. 1 | | w 185111167 £572 FS at64 
Prince. Never, my Mirtilla/ |  / ©*# 
The Sun that views the World, nor the bright Moon, 
that fayours. Lovers Stealths, ſhall ever ſee that Hour. 
Vaſt, as thy Beauties, are my young Deſires; and every 
new Poſſeſſion kindles new Flames, ſoft as thy Eyes, ſoſt 
as thy tender Touches; and &er the Pantings of my Heart 
are laid, new Tranſports, from new Wiſhes, dance about 
it, and ſtill remain in Love's harmonious Order. . 
| 4 [ Kiſſes and embraces her, a ( 
Enter George, ſoftiy. | 
Geo. This Houſe I know, and this ſhould be her Bed- 00 
Chamber, becauſe the beſt ; and yet methought I heard Y | 
another Voice but I may be miſtaken, Poe 
Prince. 1 faint with Pleaſure of each tender Claſp: IF and 
ſigh, and languiſh, gazing on thy Eyes; and die upon 
thy Lips, with every Kiſs. | 
Geo, Surely I know that Voice! Torments, and Hell! 
but lis impoſſible. Aſidi. 
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Prince. Ob! ſatisfy my Doubt, my trembling Doubt 
Am I belov'd ? Have I about me ought engaging to thee, 
Charmer of my Soul ? 

Geo, It is the Prince. [ Aſide. 

Mir. Ah, Prince! Can you fack needleſs Queſtions 
ask, after the Sacrifice which 1 have made ? 

Gao! Hell take thee for that Falſhood, [ Draws. 

Mir. Think not the mighty Preſent of your Jewels, 
enough to R: No Provinces, has bought one ſingle 
Sigh, or Wiſh; No, my dear Prince, you owe 'em all 
to 1 and your own Charms. 

Geo. Oh damn'd, diſſembling Jilt! Ast. 

Prince. No more, no more, my Soul's 58 with 
ſoy; let me unload it in thy tender Arms, and ſigh it out 


Jinto thy raviſhing Boſom, 


Geo, Death, and Damnation! 
| ſhall forget his Quality and Virtue, forget he was my 
Friend, or ſav'd this Life; and like a River, ſwell'd with 
12 Tides, o'erflow thoſe Banks that made the Stream 
0 gay. | 
Ry. Who's there ?——] heard a Voice — Manage? 
Geo. Les. 1 [Sofily, 
Prince. Approach, thou Confident of all oy Joys; ap- 


[Prince takes his Jewel 2 his Hat. 
Geo. Yes, for my excellent Bauding y Hear nl 


Prince. Where art thou? take this Jewel, and retire. 
[Gropes for his Hand, gives it him. 
Geo. Ee'n my Misfortunes have a ſort of Lock; but I'll 


withdraw, for fear this Devil about me ſhou'd "raiſe my 
Joo raſh Hand againſt his Life, (Exit, 


Prince. Come, my eternal Pleaſure——each Moment 


J of the happy Lover's Hour, is worth an Age of dull, 
and common Life. 


{Exennt into the Altove; the Scene (huts. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 4 Garden by Night ſtill 


Enter George with his Sword in his Hand, as before, | 


Geo, Why do I vainly call for Vengeance down, and i jt; 
have it in my Hand ?=——By Heav'n, I'll back Whi- 
ther? To kill a Woman, a young perjur d Woman !—. # 
—Oh, ye falſe Fair Ones! fhou'd we do you Juſtice, a 80 
univerſal Ruin wou'd enſue; not one wou'd live to ſtock I hit 
the World anew, Who is't among ye All, ye Fair De. 
ceivers, ye charming Miſchiefs to the noble Race, can 
ſwear ſhe's Innocent, without Damnation? No, no, go 
on be falſe—be fickle ſtil] : You act but Nature—Bu} 
my faithleſs Friend—where I repoſe the Secrets of my 
Soul—except this one—Alas ! he knew not this ; — Why 
do I blame him then? 5 

Enter Olivia, dreſs'd as before. 
Oliv. Fire! Fire! Fire! ONT | 

Geo, Olivia's Voice | ——Ha ! what art thou? Thy 
Voice ſhou'd be Oliuia's, but thy Shape—and yet a Wo- 
man is all o'er Diſguiſe. 1 

Enter Lady Blunder in her Night - Go m. 

. L. Blun. Fire! Fire! Fire! My Son, my dear Sir 
Morgan. 
Enter Sir Rowland, and Servants. f 

Sir Row. A Pox on your and mine to boot; 
they have ſet all the Sack-Butts a Flaming in the Cellar, 
thence the Miſchief began. Timothy, Roger, Jeffrey, 
my Money - Trunks, ye Rogues! my Money- Trunks! 

L. Blan. My Son, good Roger“ my own Sir Moggy / | 


Sir Row, The ten thouſand Pounds, ye Raſcal, in the! V 
Iron Trunk, that was to be paid Mr. Welborn for Olivias I Th. 
Portion. 5 Ex |} 


L. Blun. Oh my Son! my Son! —run to the Parſon, 
Sam. and let him ſend the Church-Buckets, Oh, ſome [f 
help ! tome help! SG 

Enter Manage. | 

Man. Oh, Heavens! my Lady Alirtilla's Chamber“ 

all on Flame. 


— * 


Eu. 
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Enter Britton, | 

Geo, Ha,——the Prince! Thad forgot his Danger. 

Man. Ah! look up, and ſee how it burns, 

Geo, Britton, a Million for a Ladder ! 

Man. Bleſſing on you, Sir, if you dare venture thro 


d IF the Houſe ; there lies one in the Fore - Garden. 
Brit. The Paſſage is on fire, Sir, you cannot go. 

- 3 Gro. Revenge is vaniſh'd, and Love takes its place: 
a BY Soft Love, and mightier Friendſhip ſeizes all, Vil fave 
k bim, tho I periſh in the Attempt. 

2 [Runs out, Britton after him. 
in Enter at another Door, Sir Rowland. 

o L: Blun. A thouſand Pound for him that ſaves Sir 
ut Morgan / | 

ny Sir Rowl, And, do ye hear, let my Rogue lie; I'd 
hy BY rather be ſhould be burnt, than hang'd on Tyburn 


Noad, for murdering his Father.——But where's Boy 
I George 2? 
Enter Men with Trunks, 
by Rog. Safe, Sir, I hope; he was not in the Houſe. 
o- Sir Rowl., So, fo, away with theſe Trunks to my 
Lady Touthly's in Southampton-Square, and tell her we 
I muſt trouble her to night. Come, Siſter, let's away. 
Sir Ex. Lady Blunder, and Sir Rowland, 
Prince Frederick and Mirtilla, appear at the Window, 
f the Flame behind em. 
ot; Prince, Help, help, and ſave Mirtilla ! Ask any Price, 
lar, my Life, my Fortune ! All! 
10) Air. Oh, Heav'ns! the Flame purſues us as we fly. 
I Prince. No help! Oh Gods, I ſhall prevent the Flame, 
and periſh by my Fears to ſee you die! 
Mir. Alas! Sir, you with eaſe may ſave your Life! 
v145Y This Window you may leap, but I want Courage. 
Prince. No, my Mirtilla, if it be thy Fate, I'll graſp 
thee, ey'n in Flames, and die with thee, 


ome o ir. We die! we die! the Flame takes hold of us. 
Enter George with a Ladder, and puts it to the 
Window. 
ber Prince. Ha! ſome pitying God takes care of us, 
Vo L. IV. | R | Haſte, 
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e haſte, my Charmer; Heav'n has ſent us Aid. 
Puts her on the Ladder, ſhe deſcend; | 


into George's Arms; after her, the | 
Prince. George puts her into Ma- 
nage's Arms, ſhe faints; he runs | 


up to receive the Prince. 
Prince. Lejere ! dear Man of Luck Some- happy | 
Star reign'd at thy glorious Birth; every thing is proſpe- 


rous thou eſpouſeſt, — How fares my Love, the Trea | 


ſure of my Soul ? 


Man. Only fainting with the Fright, but ſhe recovers. Þ 


Prince, My Chair there, quickly, that waits for me.— 


Enter Chair; he puts her, and Manage into it. 
Enter Olivia. 
Carry *em to Mr. Welborn's, to my Lodgings there, 
and then return to me; for I am wondrous faint, and 
cannot walk, 
Oliv. Ha! by my Life, my Man! 


76. 
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Prince. But if I might impoſe ſo much, TLejere, upon | 


thy Friendſhip, 1 beg thou wouldſt ſee ber ſafely _— 
to my Lodgiags at Welborn's, 
Geo, You ſhall command me, Sir, 


[ Exeunt Chair, George and Britton, | I 


Oliv. You ſeem not well, Sir, pray repoſe upon my] 
Arm a while. 
Prince. 1 thank you, Sir, indeed I am not well. 


Oliv. Methinks I find a Pleaſure but in touching him 


Wou'd I cou'd ſee his Face by all this fatal Light. 
Enter Conſtable and Watch, 
Conſi, So, ſo, the Fire abates, the e up 
rarely, and we have Ten Guineas here, Neighbours, to 


watch about the Houſe ; for where there's Fire, there' s| 
How now, 


Rogues — Hum, who have we here? 
Me. Hum, what have you got under your Arm there, 
ha? Take away this Box of Jewels. 
[Sir Morgan, and Sir Merlin, creeping 
out of the Cellar — 
Ha, who have we here creeping out of the Cellar- Win. 
dow? more Rogues! 


Sir 
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Sir Merl, Sirrah! you're a Baud, Sirrah ! and for a 
Teſter will wink at the Vices of the Nation, Sirrah ! Call 
Men of the beſt Quality Rogues! that have ſtood for 
Knights of the Shire, and made the Mobile drunk, 
Sirrah |! | 

Conſt. We cry you Mercy, Sir, we did not know your 
V orſhips, 

Sir Morg, Lookye d'ye ſee, here's a Crown for you; 
carry us to the next Tavern, and we'll make thee, and 
all thy Mirmidons, as drunk as a Boat in a Storm, 

Oltv. Sir, I find you have Intereſt with theſe arbitrary 


F Tyrants of the Pariſh 5 pray will you bail me, and this 


Gentleman ? | 

Sir Merl. What, Endimion ! my Lady Mir tilla's Page? 
He lent me Money to night at the Baſſet-Table; I'll be 
bound Hand and Foot for him, Mr. Conſtable, and gad 
we'll all to the Tavern, and drink up the Sun, Boys. 

Oliv. Yonder Gentleman too has receiv'd ſome hurt by 
the Fire, and muſt go home, Sir; but you muſt reſtore 
him the Box, Mr, Conſtable. 

Sir Morg. Ay, ay, lookye d'ye ſee, return the Gentle- 
man all; they're Gentlemen, and our intimate Friends, 


I dye ſee. [Exeunt Prince, and Olivia. 


Enter a Servant, 

Conſt. Stand: Who goes there? 

Sir Morg, Philip-——Lookye d'ye ſee, he ſhall along 
with us to the Tavern. | 

Serv. Sir Morgan, I came to ſeek you: your Lady Mo- 
ther ſent me back on purpoſe ; ſhe has ſpoil'd her Beauty 
with crying for you. | 

Sir Morg. And waſh'd off all her Paint? Or ſo 
dye ſee! Gad ſa me, Philip, this is ill Luck, Come let 
us go drink down Sorrow. 

Serv. Being ſeat of ſuch an Errand, as your Safety, 
Sir, I dare nat Say and drink now, before I've ſatisfy*d 


your Mother. | 


Sir Merl, Not drink! 1 charge you in the King's 
Name, Mr, Conſtable, bring him along, 
[The Conſtable and Waich ſeize him. 


R 2 Sings 
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Sings. 


Wiſe Coxcombs be damn d, here's a Health to the Man, 


That ſince Life is but ſhort, li ves as long as he can. 


- * * 7 
- * 
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* 


ne NE I. 
The Prance's Lodging. 


Enter Page with Lights, ſets em on the Table, 
Enter Mirtilla led by Mrs. Manage. 
Mir. A! where am J, Manage? | 


* 7 . 
Prince's Lodgings. 


Mir. What happy Star conducted us, and ſav'd us : 


from the Fury of the Flames ? 


Man. Thoſe whoſe Influence are always gracious to } 


your Ladyſhip, 


Mir. But where's the Prince ? where's my illuſtrious 


Lover ? 
Man. Waiting the Return of the Chair, Madam. 
Mir. But my Endimion { — Is Endimion ſafe? 
Man. Madam, he is: 1 ſaw him in the Garden. 


Mir. Then periſh all the reſt—Go ſend to ſearch him | 
Ham | 


out, and let him inſtantly be brought to me 
Lejere. 


Enter George, 


Geo, Baud, ſtand afide— and do your Office yonder— 


[Puts away Manage. 
Why are you frighted, Madam, becauſe I'm not the 
Lover you expected? 
Mir, What Lover! be witneſs Heaven — 


Geo. 


kr. 


Man. Heav'n be thank'd, Madam, at th 


0. 
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Geo. That thou art falſe, falſe as the inſatiate Seas, 
that ſmiling tempt the vain Adventurer, whom flattering, 
far from any ſaving there, ſwell their falſe Waves to a 
deſtructive Storm. 

Mir, Why all this mighty Rage ? 
appointed you to night ? 

Geo, No, by Heaven, I dully cou'd have waited for 
the Hour; have hop'd, and wiſh'd, and Janguiſh'd our 
an Age. But, oh Mirtilla “ Oh thou perjur'd Fair! 


Becauſe I diſ- 


But W all the Softneſs of my Soul, 1 will be fa- 
A tirical, 


A Plague, a Torment, to your fickle Sex, 
Thoſe ſmiling, ſighing, weeping Hypocrites. 


Mir. And can you think my Flight is criminal? becauſe 
I ſav'd this worthleſs Life — for you 
Geo. What Innocence adorns her Tongue, and Eyes! 


FJ while Hell and Furies give her Heart its motion. You 
know not where you are? 


Mir. Perhaps 1 do not, 
Geo. Swear, for thou'rt damn'd already, and by what 


black Degrees I will unfold : When firſt I ſaw this gay, 
his glorious Miſchief, tho nobly born, twas hid in mean 
J Obſcurity ; the ſhining Viper lay half dead with Poverty, 
I took it up, and laid it next my Heart, fed it, and call'd 
FJ iis faded Beauties back. 


Mir, Confeſs'd 3 And what of this? : 
Geo, Confirm'd you mine, by all the Obligations Pro- 


FJ iuſeneſs cou'd invent, or Love inſpire, 


Mir. And yet at your Return you found me marry'd 


to another. 


Geo. Death and Hell! that was not yet the worſt; 


Tou, flatter'd me with ſome Pretence of Penitence ; but 
on the Night, the dear deſtrutive Night, you rais'd my 


Hopes to all diſtracting Love cou'd wiſn that very 
Night——Oh let me rave and die, and never think that 


Diſappointment o'er ! 
Mir, What, you ſaw me courted at the Ball, per- 


haps. | 
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Geo. Perhaps I ſaw it in your Chamber too. Breath- # 
leſs and panting, with new-aCted Joys, the happy Lover 
lay Oh Mirrilla / i 
Mir. Nay, if he knows it, I'll deny't no more. N 


Geo. There is no Honeſty in all thy Kind. 5 
Mir. Or if there be, thoſe that deal in't are weary of 
their Trade, But where's the mighty Crime ?} Þ 
Geo. No, 1 expect thou ſhouldſt out face my Eyes, 
out-ſwear my Hearing, and out-lye my Senſes—— The 
Prince! the Prince! thou faithleſs dear Deſtruction. 
Air, The Prince! good Heaven! Is all this Heat ſor 
him ? 1 
Geo. Thou own'ſt the Conqueſt then? . 
Mir. With as much Vanity as thou wouldſt do, if thou 
hadſt won his Sword: Haſt thou took care wiſely to teach 
me all the Arts of Life, and doſt thou now upbraid my . 
Induſtry ? Look round the World, and thou ſhalt ſee, [f 
Tefere, Ambition ſtill ſupplies the place of Loye. The 
worn-out Lady, that can ſerve your Intereſt, you ſwear 


has Beauties that out-charms Fifteen z and for the Vanity of I ,, 
Quality, you feign and languiſh, lye, proteſt, and flatter= 7 


3 dan 2D 


All Things in Nature cheat, or elſe are cheated. ; 
Geo, Well ſaid ; take off thy Veil, and ſhew the Jilt. 
Mir. You never knew a Woman thrive ſo well by real . 

Love, as by Diſſimulation: This has a thouſand Arts and 

Tricks to conquer; appears in any Shape, in any Hu- 

mour ; can laugh or weep, be coy or play, by turns, as 

ſuits the Lover beſt, while ſimple Love has only one ;, 

Road of Sighs and Softneſs ; theſe to Leſere are due: fe 

But all my Charms, and Arts of gay diſſembling, are for 

the credulous Prince, Ha—he's here and with 

him the dear Youth that has enſlav'd me, who triumphs ? 
o'er the reſt. Aſide. 

Enter Prince Frederick, Olivia following, ſees Mirtilla, 

and withdraws. 5 
Oliv. Ha! Mirtilla, and my Brother here? Oh how 

J long to ſee that Stranger's. Face. Aſide. a 

Prince. Mirtilla, thou Charmer of Life's dull and Ve 


tedious Hours, how fares thy Heart? Dells any Part- 
x ings} 


— — 


_ 
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ings there, but thoſe that Love, and his dear Joys 
create ? 

Mir, Or if there do, you ſhou'd excuſe it now. 

Geo, How many Devils reign in beauteous Woman ! 

Prince. My dear Lejere, congratulate my Joys; take 
all my Friendſhip thou but thou my Soul. Come, come, 
my Friend, let us retire together; I'll give thee leave to 
gaze upon my Heaven, and feed on all the Sweets that 
Friendſhip may ; But all the reſt of the vaſt Store is 
mine. 

Man. Madam, Endimion is already here. 

| | | | [ Aſide 10 her. 
Mir. Thou haſt revived me—Let him wait my Call. 
[Exit Prince and Mirtilla, George goes out, and 
peeps at the Door. Olivia comes forward. 

Oliv. Spite, Spite, and dire Revenge, ſeize my fond 
Soul ! —— Oh that I were a Man, a looſe leud Man; how 
eaſily wou'd I rob him of her Heart, and leave him but 
the ſhadow of Enjoyment ! 

Re-entcr George. 
Geo. Now, my dear Siſter, if thou ever lov'dſt me, 
revenge thy Brother on this perjur'd Woman, and ſnarch 
her from this gallant Rival's Arms. She loves thee—— 
Diſſemble thou to love again; meet her Advances with 
an equal Ardour, and when thou haſt wound ber up to 
dalliance, T'll bring the Prince a witneſs of her Shame. 

Oliv. But what if he ſhou'd kill me. 

Geo. I'l! take care of that. 

Oliv. Then e'er the morning dawns, you ſhall behold 
it : She languiſhes to ſee me, and I wait on purpoſe 
for her Commands. | 

Geo. As I cou'd wiſh : Be ſure to act the Lover well. 

[Ext 
Oliv. As well as I can act it. 
Enter Welborn, habited as laſt, 
That all Mankind are damn'd, I'm poſitive ; at leaſt all 
Lovers are. . 

Wel. What have we here? the Spark that rally'd me 
about a Woman at the Ball to night? Who is it, Sir, 
you curſe ſo heartily ? 
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Oliv. Ha, how beautiful he i how many Charms 
dwell in that lovely Face I Aide. 
"Tis you J curſe, 


Vel. Gad, I thank you for that, you were kinder to | 
night, when you told me of a fine Woman that was in 


love with me, 


Oliv. Why, what have you to do with Woman-kind ? | 
Wel. A pretty civil Queſtion; has the Lady that ſent 3 


you a mind to be inform'd ? 


Oliv. Or if ſhe had, you're not at leiſure now, you 
are taken up, Sir, with another Beauty. Did not you 


ſwear, neyer to ſpeak to Woman-kind, till I had brought 

ter, I told you, ſigh'd for you? 

Miel. Right, and I have kept my word religiouſly. 
Oliv. The Devil you have, witneſs the Joy Mirtilla 

gave your Soul: Even now you were all i all 

Extaſy of Love; by Heaven you had forgot you br 

me in, and paſt triumphant in Mirtilla's Arms, Love in 

your Heart, and Pleaſure in your Eyes. 


ought ? 


„ LH 
FE % AF; . 
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Wel. Ay, ſure he miſtakes me for the amorous Prince, 


and thus, perhaps, has miſtook me all the Night: I muſt 
not undeceive him. ULAſide. 


Whate er you ſaw, I have a Heart unwounded, a Heart 


that never ſoundly loved, a little feratch it got the other 


day by a young Beauty in the Mall, her Name I know 
not, but I wiſh'd to know it, and dogg'd her Coach, I 


ſigh'd a little after her, but ſince ne'er ſaw the lovely 


Viſion, 


Oliv. Sure this was I. LAſide. f 


What Livery had ſhe, Sir? 


Wel. That I took notice of, *twas Green and Gold i 


Since that, I trifle now and then with Love, to chaſe | 


away this Image, and that's all. 


Oliv. Ha, now 1 view him well, *tis the ſame hand- 
ſome Fellow thai entertain'd us in the Mall laſt Thurſ- 


day. | 


IWel. Come, Sir, tis late, pleaſe you to take a Bed ; 
with me to Night, where we'll beget a beiter Under- | 


ſtanding. 


Oliv. | 


ns | 


ſe, © 
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Oliv, A better than you imagine Sdeath to bed 
with him, I tremble at the thought—Sir, 1 do not love 
a Bedfellow. 

Wel. Sir, I have lent my Lodgings to a Stranger of 
Quality, or I wou'd offer you a ſingle Bed but for 
once you may diſpenſe with a Bedfellow. 

Oliv, I will not put you to that trouble, Sir. : 

Wel, Do you deſign to make me your Friend, and ule 
me with Ceremony? Who waits there? 

Enter Footman. 

Oliv, *Slife, what ſhall I do? I cou'd even conſent, 
to prevent his going to Miriilla——befides, I have no 
home to go to 22 

Wel. Come, no more Scruples here — a Night-Gown 


and a Cap for the Gentleman. 


Oliv. What ſhall I do I have a little urgent Buſi - 
nels; Sir. 

Wel. If there be abſolute neceſſity, I'll ſee you to 
your Lodgings. 

Oliv, Oh, by no means, Sir. *Sdeath, whither can L 
_ | 

Wel. Why do you pauſe ? Deal freely with me, Sir, I 
hope you do not take me for a Loyer of my own Sex— 
Come, come, to bed, 

Oliv, Go you, Sir, I'll fic and read by you till Day. 

Wel. Sdeath, Sir, d'ye think my Bed's infectious? 

Oliv. I ſhall betray my Sex in my denial, and that at 
laſt I can but do if Neceflity compel me to't. Aſide. 
Go on, Sir, you have ſham'd me. [E xeunt, 

Enter Prince and George, 

Prince, And thus thou haſt my whole Adventure out, 
ſhort was the Conqueſt, but the Joys are laſting, 

Geo. I am glad on't, Sir. | 

Prince. Why doſt wear a Cloud upon thy brows, 
when Love's gay Sunſhine dances in my Eyes? If thou're 
her Lover too, I pity thee ; her ſolemn Vows breath'd in 
the height of Love, diſarm me of thy hopes, if Friendſhip 
wou'd permit thee, 

Geo, I do not think it, Sir 

Prince, Not think it, not think that ſhe bas ſworn! 
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Geo, Yes, doubtleſs, Sir——ſhe's prodigal of . Vows, 


and I dare ſwear, by all ſhe's ſworn by, ſhe'll break em 
all: She bas leſs Faith than all the fickle Sex, uncertain 


and more wanton than the Winds, that fpare no. Births ® 
of Nature in their wild courſe, from the tall Cedar to © 


the Flowers beneath, but ruffle, raviſh and ruin all, 
Prince. I ſpeak of my Mirtilla. 


Geo, Why ſo do I-— of yours, of mine, ot any . 


Man's Mirtilla. 


Prince. Away, ſhe that with force of Love can ſigh g 


and wee 


Geo. This very ſhe, has all the while diſſembled! 
Such Love ſhe deals to every gaudy Coxcomb, how will # 


ſhe practiſe then upon a Hero: 
Prince. Away, it cannot be, 
Geo, By all your Friendſhip ro me, Sir, tis truth. 
Prince. Racks and Tortures !— let her have made of 


me a mere Example, by whom the cozen'd World might 
have grown wiſe: No matter, then I had. been pleas'd, |} 


tho cullyed 


Oh—thou art my Friend, and J forgive the. 


Geo. Sir, I have done, and humbly ask your Pardon. 


| [ Offers to go. 

Prince. Stay, ſtay, Lejere,—if ſhe be talſe, thou'rt 
all the World has left me; and | believe but canſt 
thou prove this to me? 

Geo. Perhaps I may before the Morning's dawn. 

Prince, Ha, prove it here—here, in this very Houſe! 

Geo. Ay, here, Sir. I 

Prince. What, in my Lodgings will ſhe receive her 
Spark by Heaven, were he the darling Son of a Mo- 
narch, an Empire's Hope, and Joy of all the Fair, he 
ſhou'd not live to rifle me of Peace. Come, ſhew 
me this deſtin'd Victim to my Rage, 

Geo. No, my Revenge is only comical—— If you 
wou'd ſee how Woman can diſſemble, come on, and 
follow me. | 

Prince. What, diſturb her Reſt! Didſt thou not ſee 
her fainting with the Fatigues this Night had given her, 
and begg'd me I wou'd leaye her to Repoſe ? 


— —_ — — — 


Ges. 


Why haſt thou ruined my Repoſe with | 
Truths that carry more Damnation than a Lye? But 


n 


y« 
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Geo, Yes, and wonder'd at her Art; and when you 
55 begg'd to watch by her Bed - ſide, with what dear Pro- 


"1 miles ſhe put you off; while every word fell freely from 
I, ber Tongue, as if*t had been her laſt, ſo very fick ſhe - 
"5 was—till you were gone— Hark— aDoor opens— I will 
0 oF obſcure the Lights, _ [Puts away the Lights. 


Enter Olivia. They retire a little. 

: Oliv, Was ever Maid ſo near being undone? Oh 
Heavens! in bed with the dear Man J love, ready to be 
1 ; berray'd by every Sigh, . [George peeps. 
"i Geo, Tis Olivia. 

Enter Manage groping.- - 

Man, I left him here——what, by dark? Endimion, . 
young, handſome Sir, where are you? [Calls Olivia. 

Geo. Do you hear that, Sir? 

Man, Oh, are you here? | Runs againſt Olivia. 

Oliv. 'Slife, 'tis Manage how ſhall I eſcape ?—— 

[Afpdes - 
Man. Come, Sir, my Lady Mirtilla has diſmiſs'd her 
troubleſome Lovers, for your more agreeable Com- 
any. . 
N Geo, D'ye hear that, Sir? 
Man, Come ſoftly on, Sir, and follow me... 
Oliv, I'm all Obedience— 
She cannot raviſh me, and that's a Comfort. 
Aſide, going out. 
Prince. Oh, Lejere—can this be poſſible ? Can there 
be ſuch a Woman ? 

Geo. Follow him, Sir, and ſee— | | 

Prince, See what !—be witneſs of her Infamy ? Hell ! 
Hell, and all the Fires of Luft poſſeſs her! when ſhe's 
3 fo.old and leud, all Mankind ſhun her, —I1] be a Coward - 
in my own dire Revenge, and uſe no manly Mercy,— 

But ob, I faint, I faint with Rage and Love, which like 
two meeting Tides, ſwell into Storms.——Bear me a 
minute to my Couch within, 

Geo. What have I done! new I repent my Ra ſhneſs. 
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SCENE draus of, diſcovers Mirtilla at 


her Toylet, dreſs'd. 


Enter Manage, leading Olivia in as Endymion, who | 
falls at Mirtilla's Feer, whilſt ſhe's there, [ings a Song; 


ſhe takes him up, 


Mir. Riſe, —When Lovers are alone they pardon Ce- | 
remony.——1 ſent for you to end the Night with me; 


ſay—how ſhall we employ it ? 
Oliv. I'll ſigh, and gaze er yaur lovely Face. 
Mir. Nothing but ſigh, an 


Mir. Thy Voice, tis true, can charm a thouſand ways; 


but Lovers time their Joys, theſe for the Day, thoſe for 1 
the lovely Night. And when they would be ſilently in 


love, have Muſick of ſoft Sighs and gentler Whiſ- 
pers. ; 


Oliv. Oh, Love inſpires all this — What ſhall I do? 


Mir. Nay, think not becauſe 1 ſent for you alone, 


while Night and Silence favour Lovers Stealths, to take : 


advantage of my yielding Heart, 
Oliv. I wou'd to Heaven ſhe were in earneſt now. 
A Noiſe, Enter Manage. 
F Man, Oh, hide your Favourite, Madam — do you 
hear, 

Mir, A jealous Lover only, comes in ſuch a Storm— 
Dear, to my Heart, whoſe ſafety is my Life. Submit to 
be conceal'd— but where— Oh Heavens, he comes 
- *Tis for you I fear [They ſearch for a place, 
Man, He comes : 

Mir. Here, let my Train ſecure you—— Till now 1 
neyer found the right Uſe of long Trains and Farthingals. 
[She kneels, Man, puis her Train over Olivia. 
Enter Prince and George, at the Door. 
Geo, *Sdeath, you haye made theſe Pauſes and Alarms 
tO give her time to jilt you, 


Prin ce. 


gaze; we ſhall grow dull. 
Oliv. I'll tell you Tales of Love, and ſing you Songs. 


Aſide. | 
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Prince, Pray Heaven ſhe do I'd not be undeceiv'd 
for all the Sun ſurveys. [Enters. 
Mir. My Lord the Prince | now you are kind indeed. 
Goes and embraces him, 

hah ! what means this Unconcern ? 

Prince, I thought I'ad left you ſick, extremely ſick. 

Mir. And are you griev'd to find my Health return? 

Prince, No, wondrous glad of it. You're mighty gay, 
Mirtilla, much in Glory. 

Mir, Can he, who Jays his Fortune at my Feet, think 
me too glorious for his Arms and Eyes ? 

Geo, Fifty to one, the Gipſy jilts him yet. [LAſide. 

Prince. Pray Heaven ſhe lyes but handſomly— | Aſide. 
— for mine, Mirtilla “ Ha—ha— 

Mir. Am I not yours? You cannot doubt my Vows. 

Geo, She'l] do't, and make me love her aney for her 
rare dexterity at diſſembling. + | 

Prince. 1 left you wearied, going to your Bed, but 
find you at your Toylet gayly dreſsd, as if ſome Con- 
queſt you deſign'd eber morning. 

Mir. Manage, Sir, from the Fire, fecur'd theſe Trifles: 
and I was trying ſeveral Dreſſes on; that this flight Beauty 
that you ſay has charm'd you, might, when you ſaw it 
next, complete the Conqueſt. 

Geo. And that thou wilt, if Flattery can do't. 

Prince. Now, were ſhe guilty, as 1 am ſure: ſhe's not, 
this Softneſs would undo me, and appeaſe me. 

Mir. You ſeem as if you doubted what I ſay. 

[This while, Olivia gets off un ſeen. 
By all the Powers. 

Prince. Hold, I ſcorn to need an Oath to fix my 

Faith: Oh! thou art all divine, and canſt not err. 

Embrates her; 
Curs'd be the Tongue that dares profane thy Virtue, and 
curs'd the liſtning Fool that dares believe it. 

Geo, What a poor, wretched, baffled thing is Man, 
by feebler Woman aw'd and made a Coxcomb ! 

Mir. Durſt any one traduce my Virtue, Sir ? and is it 
poſſible that you could hear it ?——Then periſh all the 
Beauties you have flatter'd, [Tears her Head- things. 
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Prince, Come to my Arms, thou Charmer of my 
Soul! and if one ſpark of Jealouſy remain, one of 
thoſe. precious Tears ſhall quench the Crinie—Oh, come, 
and let me lead thee to thy Bed, and breathe new Vows 
into thy panting Bolom, _ 1 ; 

{ Leads her off, ſhe looks back on George and ſmiles, 

Geo. Now all the Plagues of injur'd. Lovers wreck 
thee ; Sdeath, where has ſhe hid Olivia? or how am 1 
deceiv'd ?—*Tis Day, and with it new Invention riſe 
to damn this Woman to the ſin ,of Shame ; break all 
the Chains that hold the princely Youth, and fink her 
with her fancy'd Power and Vanity. . [ Exit, 


SCENE changes to Lady Youthly's.. 


Enter Sir Rowland half dreſid, Lady Blunder in an 
Undreſs, Lady Youthly in her morning-dreſs, Tereſia 
and Mr. Twang. i 


Sir Row, Morrow my Lady. Touthiy, and thank you | 


for my Night's: Lodging You are as early up as if it 
had been your Wedding day, ' 
L. Youth.. Truly, Sir Roland, that I intend. 
Sir Row, But where's the Bride: groom, Madam? 
Enter Roger. 
How now, Roger, what, no news yet of George? 


Rog. Alas! none Sir, none, till the Rubbiſh be re- N 


moved. 


Sir Row. Rubbiſh— What— what is George become 


the Rubbiſh of the World then? [ [Weeps, 


Twang. Why, Man is but Duſt, as a Man may ſay, : 


Sir. 


Moggy eſcap'd? 


Rog. The Watch drew him out of the Cellar. window, 


Madam. | 


L. Youth. How, Mr. Twang, the young Gentleman 


burnt—Oh— | [ Falls in a Chair, 
Tere. Alas! my Grandmother faints with your ill News 

—— Good Sir Rowland comfort her, and dry your Eyes. 
- — —— ww es . 5 Sir 


L. Blur. But are you fare, , un Jene, my St 
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Sir Row. = Madam ! No, no, ns the Le foil 
on king, or ſo 
© [Fergns, Chearfulne/s, and abr to Lady Youly, 

1 Youth, How'! the Houſe fell on bim—Oh ! : - 

Sir Row, Mhz Madam, that's al; why, the young 
Rogue has a Back ** an Elephant— DEN * a Caſtle, 
Madam. 

-L. Youth. Alas, acod, Man : What a — tis, Mr. 
Twang, to have a Back like an Elephant: 
IL. Blun. Ot what wonderful Uſe it is upon occaſion— 

Sir Row, Ay—but—but I ſhall never ſee him more, 
Back nor Breaft, - | . | Weeps. 

Twang. Good Sir, diſcomfort not my Lady—Conſ der 
Man's a Flower 

Sir Row, Ay, but George was ſuch a Flower! He 
was, Mr. Iwang, he was the very Pink of Prentices. 
Ah! what a rare rampant Lord Mayor he wou'd haye 
made? And what a ſwinging Sheriff— . [Cries 

| Tere. What, cry, fo near your Wedding: day, Sir Rows 


5 land? 


Sir Row, Well; if 14 ba gone Peace be wich * 
and *Ifaks, Sweet- heart, we'll marry, and beget new 
Sons and Daughters—but—bur I ſhall ne'er beget another 
George, [ Cries. 

Tere. This is but a ſcurvy Tune for your hymenical 
Song, Sir, 

Sir Row, Alas! Mrs. Tereſia, my Inſtrument is un- 
tun'd, and good for nothing now but to be hung upon 
the Willows. 

Cry within. Murder, Murder, Murder! 

Enter Footman. Sir Merlin with his Sword drawn, and 
Sir Morgan, 

Sie Row. What's here, my Rogue? 

Twang, What's the matter, Gentlemen, that ye enter 
the Houſe in this hoſtile manner? 

Sir Morg, What, Mr. Twang, d'ye ſee} 

Sir Mer. Ay, ay—ſtand by Divinity—and know, that 
we, 5 Pillars of the — are come, d' ye ſee—to 
raviſh. 


L. Blun. Oh, my dear Sir 23 Embrace bis 
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Sir Morg. 1 do not intend to raviſh, like a Few, in 
| my own Tribe 
1 L. Youth. What ſay they, Mr. Tang, raviſh ? Oh, 
_ ſave my Honour—lead me to my Bed-Chamber, where, 
if they dare venture to come, they come upon their 
Peril. [ Twang leads her out. Sir Morgan goes to Tere, 
Sir Mer. Old Fellow, do'ſt hear? Sir Pandarus of 
Troy, deliver me my Creſſida, d'ye ſee, peaceably, or I 
am reſolved to bear her off Vi ex Armis. 
L. Blun. Sweet Nephew retire, we are juſt upon 
making your Peace. 


Sir Mer. Ha—O!d Queen Gwiniver,without her Ruff on? 3 
[Sir Merlin takes hold of her to bear her off ; | 
ſhe cries out: Sir Rowland draws upon him. 
As they are going to fight, George enters. . 
Geo, Is there a Man in Nature's Race ſo vile, dares t 
lift a guilty Hand againſt his Father? h ; 
Sir Mer. Father me no Fathers; I fight for Tereſia, my l 
lawfully begotten Spouſe. h 
Geo, That I once called you Brother, ſaves your Life; f. 


therefore reſign your Sword here at his reyerend Feet. 
Sir Mer. Sirrah; you lye, Sirra. | 
Geo, There, drag away this Brute, ST W 
[ Diſarms him. To the Footman. 
-Sir Mer. Rogues, Dogs, bring Mrs. Tereſia along with if 
Ou. | 
: Tere. Sure this is my fine Fellow—and yet the very te 
ſame that's to be marry'd to my Grandmother ; nor can d- 
that City Habit hide the Gentleman. 
[George ſpeaks this while with his 
Father, who embraces him. JI he 
Sir Morg. Burnt, ſay you, Mrs. Tereſia d'ye ſee 
my Lady Mirtilla burnt ! Nay then, tis time to go to 
ſleep, get ſober, and marry again, Goes out. | 
Sir Row, Enough, my Boy, enough; thou deſerv'ſt my fo 
whole Eſtate, and thou ſhalt have it, Boy—This day thou 
ſhalt marry the Widow, and 1 her Grand- child. Þ'Il to ve 
my Lawyers, and ſettle all upon thee inſtantly, [Goes out. 
Geo, How ! marry to day—Old Gentleman, you muſt wht 
be cozen'd; and Faith, that goes againſt my — 
a, 


or, the Amorous 7ilt. 401 
Ha, the fair, the young Tereſia there When a Man's 
bent upon Wickedneſs, the Devil never wants an Op- 
portunity to preſent him with'; that ſhe ſhou'd be in my 
way now Fair Creature, are you reſolv'd to be my Mo- 
ther- in- lay? | 

Tere. As ſure as you to be my Grandfather, Si. 
And ſee the News of your being come, has rais'd 
my Grandmother, 

Enter Lettice and Lady Youthly, 

Geo, A Pox upon her, her Ghoſt had been leſs frightful. 

Tere, I cou'd have ſpar'd her now too; but ſee ſhe 
advances as ſwift as Time, 

Geo. And as old: What ſhall I do? I die to ſpeak 
with you 

L. Youth, Where, where's this young welcome Gen- 
tleman ?—Oh, are you here, Sir— 

[She ſees him not, but runs upon him, 
Lettice, take Tereſia, and get you to your Chamber, ſhe 
has her Trinkets to get ready againſt the Wedding anon, 
for we'll make but one work of both. 

Tere, A 3 'twill ſave Charges, Madam 

L. Youth, Ay, ay, get you gone, Lovers ſometimes 
wou'd be private. 

Geo, Harkye—leaye me not to her mercy z by Love, 
if you do, III follow you to your Chamber. 

Tere. Leave you! no, hang me if 1 do, till 1 have 
_ you a piece of my mind, for I find there's no 

allying. 

L. Poorb. Well, Sir, I have finiſh'd the great Work. 

Geo. I wiſh you had ITereſia, once you made me 
hope you did not hate me. 

L. Zouth, What ſays he, Tereſia? 

Tere, He ſays, he hopes you do not hate him, Madam. 

L. Youth, No, by my Troth, Sir; I feel ſomething 
for you, I have not felt before. 

Geo. Not theſe threeſcore Years, I dare ſwear 
You have too much Wit, Tereſia, to have been only 
pleas'd with the embroider'd Coat, and gaudy Plume, 
where ſtill the Man's the fame. | 
L. Youth. What ſays he, embroider'd Coat and 9 9 

LL ere. 


\ 
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Tere, He hopes your Ladyſhip likes him ne'er the 
. worſe, for being without thoſe Fopperies. 
L. Jouth. Marry do I not, I love not this over-finery 
in a Husband ; thoſe Fellows that dreſs, think ſo well 
of themſelves, they never mind their Wives. 

Geo. Are you ſo dull, Terefia, not to ſee, this Habit 
was put on, only to get an opportunity to tel] you my 
Paſſion ? | p 

L. Zouth, Tell me of his Paſſion ! was it ſo, alas, good 
young Man—— Well, well, I'll defer your Joys no lon- 
ger, this Night ſhall make you happy; Mr. Trang ſhall 

join us, Sir. 5 

Geo. A bleſſed bearing you ſee, charming Maid, 
how very ſhort a ſpace there is between this and the 
haſtning Hour; ſtand not on Virgin Niceties, but anſwer 
me, our time admits of no Conſideration. 

Tere, I have not been this Four and Twenty Hours a 
Lover, to need conſidering; as ſoon as you had my 
Heart, you had my Conſent, and that was the firſt mo- 
ment I ſaw you at the Baſſet-Table, 

Geo. Ha! at the Baſſet-Table ? 


Tere. Yes, I was the frank Youth that lent you Money 


— but no more—your Time and Place, 

L. Youth, What are you prating to him there? 

Tere, He doubts your Love, Madam, and I'm con- 
firming it. 

L. Youth, Alas, good Gentleman! anon II! con- 
Vince him. for in the Ev'ning, Sir, the Prieſt ſhall 
make us one. = 

Geo. Ah, Madam, I cou'd wiſh *twere not ſo long de- 
fer'd, for ſure I love you like a ſighing Swain; and as a 
Proof of it, I have here prepar'd an Emblem of my 
Love in a Dance of Country Lovers, where Paſlion is 
ſincere. | | | | 

L. Youth, Good-lack-a-day, indeed you're ſo obliging: 
But pray let us haye the Dance, [ Dance, 


L. Youth, Very pretty indeed. Come, good Gentle- 
man, don't droop, don't droop; come, hold up your 
Head you may be allowed one Kiſs before- 


hand. 


Geo. © 
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Geo, [Kiſſes her.] Oh, what a peſtilential Blaſt was 
there ? LAſide. 
L. Tout h. Come, come, Tereſia, come with me. 

Geo, to Tereſia, I'll ſend a Chair to your Back- gate 
anon, that ſhall wait you on the Field- ſide, and bring you 
whither I ſhall appoint, Get ready inſtantly. 

Tere, And if I fail, may I be eternally damn'd to the 
Embraces of old Age. [Exeunt all but George. 

Geo. Mirtilla, thus thy Scorn I will out-braye, 

And let my Father the kind Cheat forgive ; 


If I with dexterous charitable care 
Eaſe him of Burdens he wants ſtrength to bear. 
[Exennte 


i i. ti. 


ACT v. SCENE-L 


Enter Welborn dreſſing himſelf; to him a Footman with 
a Leiter, 


Wel. TYRithee what became of the Spark that lay with 
me laſt Night? | 
Foot. I know not, Sir, he 'roſe before day What 


Letters this, Sir? It lay upon your Toilet. 
Gives Welborn a Letter. 


Wel. To the dear Man whoſe Name 1 would be glad 


to En . — [ Reads. 
Hum——a Woman's Hand—— [Opens it. 


| The Lady you ſaw laſt Thurſday in the Mall, you had in 


Bed with you laſt Night, Adieu. 
Oh! dull Divinity of Love! that by no Inſtinct, no ſym- 
pathizing Pains or Pleaſure, could inſtruct my Senfe, 
bow near I was to Happineſs ! 

Enter George, fine. 


w——Lejere, behold me here the moſt unlucky Fellow 
breathing. Thou know'ſt I told thee how I was in love | 


with 
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with a young Woman in the Mall: And this very Night, 
J bad this very Woman in my Arms 

Geo, Is this your ill Luck, Sir? 

Wel. *Sdeath, all the while I took her for a Man: But 


finding me aſleep, ſhe ſofily roſe; and, by a Light yet | 


burning in my Chamber, ſhe writ this Billet, and left it 
on my Table, Gives it George, he reads it. 

Geo, By all that's good, Olivia And were you very 
honeſt, Sir? | 

Wel. To my eternal Shame, as chaſte as Ice. 

Geo. What will you ſay now, Charles, if I bring this 
Woman to you again ? 

Wel. Canſt thou? Oh, let me kiſs thy Lips away. 

Geo. For all her Frolick, Charles, ſhe's very honeſt, a 
Fortune, and of Quality—and were't not for Olivia, 
thou ſhouldſt marry her. 
E Wel. Olivia 1 neer ſaw, and now *twill be too 

te. | 

Geo, Nay then, Sir, I muſt fight in her Defence, 


Wel. You fight in her defence! Why, doſt thou love 


her ? — By all that's good, I will reſign her to thee. 
Geo. You ſhall not, Sir; and know ſhe is my Siſter, 
Wel. Olivia thy Siſter Jomm—m—_ 


TO _ 
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Geo. Ask no more Queſtions, but defend your ſelf, if i 


you refuſe to marry her; for ber Honour's mine. 
Wel, Were ſhe an Angel, I muſt love this Woman. 
Geo. Then thou ſhalt have her——Haſfte, and get a 
Licence. no MOre—truſt my Friendſhip——Go. 


[Exit Welborn, | 


Enter Olivia. 
Olivia, where did you lie laſt Night? Nay do not 
bluſh, for you may yet be virtuous. a : 
Oliv. Virtuous !] Not the young Roſes in the bud ſe- 


cur'd, nor breaking Morn ungaz d at by the Sun, nor 


falling Snow has more of Purity, 
Geo, 1 do believe you; but your dangerous Frolicks 
will make the World talk ſhamefully. 
Oliv. Let them talk on, I will not humour Fools. 
Geo. No more—here's Manage——Contrive an Aſlig- 
nation with Mirtilla; but do not hide again where none 
| may 
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may find you. This done, I'll tell. you more, and make 
you happy. How now, Manage, is the Prince ſtir- 


ring? 
Man, He's in his Dreſſing- Room, Sir,. This from 
my Lady, Sir. [Slides the Letter into Olivia's 


Hand as ſhe paſſes out. 
Geo. What have you there, Olbia? [Takes the Billet. 
: Oliv. An Aſſignation from your perjur'd Miſtreſs, 
ir. | 
Geo. Tis well==—you muſt obey the Summons ; and 
wind her up to all the height of Love; then Jet her looſe 
to Shame, I'll bring her Lover in the height of Dalliance, 
who, when he ſees her Perfidy, will hate her, 

Oliv. And then the lovely Man ſtands fair for me. 
| [ Aſide, 
Geo. Go write an Anſwer back and wait her hour. 
[Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE II. The Dreſing-Room. Diſco- 


vers the Prince at his Toylet, dreſſing. Muſick 
and a Song. | | 


Enter George, waits till the Song is ended, The Prince 
fees him, comes to him with Foy, and fails about his 
Neck. | 


SO NG, by Mr. Gildon. 
I, 


H Charmion ! ſhroud thoſe killing Eyes, 
That dart th' extremes of Pleaſure, 

Elſe Celidon, tho favour'd, dies 

As well as him that you deſpiſe, 

Tho with this diff rent FEES, 3 : 

While lingring Pains drag on his Fate, : 


Diſpatch is all th Advantage of my State; 
For, ah ! you kill with Love, as well as Hate. 
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II. 


Abate thy Luxury of Charms, 
And only Part diſcover ; 

Your Tongue, as well as Eyes, has Arms 

To give a Thouſand fatal Harms 

To the poor liſtening Lover: 

Thy Beams, like Glorys veild ſhou'd be, 

And like the Front of Heaw'n, unſeen, paſs by 
For to behold em, in full force, we die. 


* 


Prince. Lydia, Oh! I faint, 1 die with thy Beauty's 
Luxury! by Heaven, I'm all Rapture, Love, and Joy: 
Poets may fancy preſ. 
But 
Thoſe Gods were never half ſo bleſt 


Such a dear Night, Lejere / mm 
ſing Goddeſſes, on downy Beds of Clouds 
oh, Lejere / 
as I! 


Geo, What pity 'twere to wake you from this Dream, 5 
Prince. It is not in the Power of Time nor Age: For 
even then Mirtilla will have Charms! Oh, how ſne 


ſpeaks ! how well ſhe'll grace a Story! 
Geo. How gay her Wit! how movingly ſhe writes! 
Prince. I do believe ſhe does. 


from her ? 
Prince. That's as it were directed. 
Geo. You would not credit what you ſaw laſt Night. 


prince. Nor wou'd have loſt that Night for all the Trea- | 


ſure the vaſt Ocean hides. 


made a Woman's Property — There, Sir. 


Gives him the Billet. 
Prince. I'll not believe it her's; there are a thouſand 
ſhe's damn'd. 


ways to ruin Innocence; if ſhe be falſe 


[4 little ſeriouſly. Þ 
Geo. Would it diſpleaſe you, ſhould you ſee a Billet 


Gravel). ; 


: 
Geo, 1 wou'd not have a Man, ſo good and great, be 


Confirm me, and of courſe I ſhall deſpiſe her. You cure 


me, when you ſhew her worth my Scorn. 


Geo. Will you be rul'd then, and believe it Friendſhip 


in me? 
Prince, J will. 


Geo, 
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Geo. Give her, by Abſence, but an Opportunity; feign 
ſome Excuſe to leave the Town to day. 


Prince, See where ſhe comes 
| Enter Mirtilla. 
Adorn'd with all the beauteous Wonders of her Sex. 
The Gods of Love are playing in her Eyes, and give us 
Wounds from ev'ry graceful Motion. Ah, my Mirtilla! 
how ſhall I ſupport the Abſence of a. many coming Hours, 


that languiſh, being from thee but a Moment: 


Mir, I hope, my Lord, Fate is not ſo unkind, to let 


me live without you many Hours. 


A falſe. 


eo, 


Prince. Can all this be diſfembl'd? ¶ Aſide to George. 
Geo. How much more have I heard? yet all was 


Prince, 1 muſt this Day this tedious live-long Day, 
be abſent from thy Sight but ſhall be back i' th“ Eve- 
ning: VI] leave Lejere to wait on your Commands. 

Mir. Lejere ſhall ever, Sir, be dear to me But I'll 
retire, and ſigh till your Return that World affords 
no Pleaſure where you are not. 

Prince. Do you hear that, Sir? Aſide to George. 
Till Nigbt, thou deareſt Bleſſing of my Life Adieu. 

[Mirtilla going out, pulls Lejere by the Sleeve. 


Mir. Thou little, miſchievous informing Thing, how 


vainly haſt thou laviſh'd out Invention! [Smiling, Exit. 
Prince, By Heaven, methinks *twere Sin but to ſuſpect 
her. 
Geo. Think ſo; I'll trouble your Repoſe no more: 
I've done my Duty, and Iwou'd not ſee you made a— 
Prince. Property—Ha—A Joath'd convenient Tool 
A Woman's Implement— *$death ! ſhe that off Looſe 
to the naſty Love of every Fool, that will be flatter'd, 


1 cozen'd, jilted, cuckolded No more— I will, unſeen, 
1 convey my ſelf into the Cloſet in my Dreſſing-Room; 


*tis near her Bed and if I find her wanton 
Geo, If you find her — the Youth is waiting now that 
ſhall convince you. | 


Prince, Where ?——Oh ſe; the happy Slave but in 
my View, and. 


Geo. 
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Geo, No faith, Sir, be convinc'd before you ſtrike, 
for fear ſhe jilt you out of Senſe and Reaſon 


Prince. Come to my Cloſet, from thence we may 
obſerye all that paſſes in her Chamber; from whence 1'l] 


break upon the perjur'd Fair, like Thunder from a Cloud, | 
and more deſtructive. | [Exeunt, | 


SCENE diſcovers Mirtilla aud Manage. | 


Mir, Is the Prince gone ? 
Man. Yes, Madam, 
Mir. Then bring Endimion to me. 


Man. Madam, I wiſh you'd think no more of him; 1 


for I foreſee, that this Amour muſt ruin you. Remember | 


you left a Husband for the Prince. 


Mir. A Husband ! my Drudge, to toil for me, and 
ſave me the Expence of careful Thoughts: My Cloke, my 
Led-Horſe, for Neceſſity to fill my Train—no more— - 
but Endimion waits. _ Manage. 

t 


—— — There is a native Generoſity in me, that checks my 
Inconſtancy to this great Man; yet I have ſo much Wo- 
man in my Soul, cannot pain my ſelf to do him Juſtice! 


Las bt ante; 


A new defire of humouring my Wiſh, ſways all my 


Intereſt, and controuis all my Honour. Why ſhould 1 


loſe a Pleaſure for a Promiſe ? ſince Time, that gives our 
Youth ſo ſhort a Date, may well excuſe our needful Per- 


jury. [Enter Manage, and Olivia, ſhe runs 
| and embraces him. © | 


* 


let the young baſhful Maid, unskill'd in Love, 


deny the preſſing Swain. | | 


Let wither'd Age, who fondly dreams of Virtue, loſe the 
dear Opportunities of Life. | 
The coming Hours preſent themſelves to us; and are too 
nice, not to be ſnatch'd when offer'd, | 
Oliv. So haſty ! this diſarms me of Excuſe, [Afode, 
_ Why are thy Eyes bent down? Why doſt thou 
auſe? | , 

4 Oliv. So hot! — I muſt prepare to ſhew my Sex's 
Evidence, if nothing elſe will do. [Unbuitons her Coat, 
Mir. What not a Word ! 8 

| Adyance 


: 
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Advance thou baſhful Youth—— Love in thy Eyes, and 
Coward in thy Heart! The one all Fire, the other too 
much Ice. | 
Prince and George looking out. 
Prince. Yet ſtay me, my Lejere, from my haſty Ven- 
geance. ; 
Oliv. Ah, Madam, how are you miſtaken ! *Tis not 
Coldneſs in me—— but 
Mir. What, Baſhfulneſs ! 
Oh, Love will lend thee Courage; 
This Trembling is the ſoft Effects of it. 
Oliv. Oh, how vilely ſhe's miſtaken! 
Mir. Come to my Bed, and preſs the Roſes down; 
and lend more ſweetnefs to em than they bring. 
[she leading him to her Bed, the Prince enters, 
with Lejere, holding his Sword in Hand; 
he takes hold of Olivia. 
prince. Love——thus I fling thy gaudy Fetters off, 
and am no more a Slaye to faithleſs Beauty. 
[The Prince holding Olivia by the Boſom of 
her Coat, her Breaſt appears to Mirtilla. 
Mir, Ha! what do I ſee? Two Female riſing 
Breaſts. By Heav'n a Woman. Oh fortunate Miſ- 
chance ! 


[This while George is arguing with the 
Prince not to hurt Olivia, 
Prince. No, I will not hurt thee, ceaſe thy trembling. 
Mir. Oh, Sir, *twere Sin to hurt the lovely Youth, 
Prince, No, Madam, ſince I have taken back my 
Heart, I can preſent you with another Loyer. 
[Give; Olivia to Her. 
Mir, Ha! another Lover ! — What means my 
Prince ? 
Prince. Eternally to leave you to your Frailty. 
Mir. Can you ſo eaſily cancel all your Vows? 


Then kill me at your Feet, I do implore it. 


[Kneels and weeps, 
Prince. Away, I do forgive thee, wretched Woman. 
hut yet be gone leſt Love and Rage return, 


and I ſhould kill you yet with your young Darling. 
V 10. IV 8 


Mir. 
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"Mir. Whom mean you, Sir, this lovely und? . 

© Oliv. Maid re bat ems ſhe ? Sute ſhe cantot 
know me. 7 

Prince, Tilt on; falſe Wotan! till thou haſt per- 
ſüaded thy Eyes and Ears out of their ative fact, I 
ſcorn to credit, other Evidences. 

* Mir: Try em ohée more, and then repent, and die. 
[ Opens Olviz : Boſo 95 — her Breafts, 

Prince. Ha——by 2 - oy Otta! * 

Mir. You that wou'd im t ſuppo d und 
preſent your ſelf no tote LAN Iv | lng 
"Twas to perplex you that 1 feign'd this 14 .% N 
I fa you had Yor Pe to watch for Mifchief, 


(To Goth 
And poiſon afl m. Happi neſs with thi Prince 01 
And ſince IT am boch o .ctimina, I'll take an ever- | © 
laſting leaye of you. 1 4 the Prince. || le. 
When 1 am dead tidy br von gendur next repay your oy 
Tenderneſs, as 1 have ton hut may ſhe never "ret fo 


my wretchedd Faté. 918056 ſnatches Olivia's Sword out. | m 
Printe. Hold, thou moſt yalu'd Tteaſure of the World, in 
or turn the bold Weapon to ny Heart. 1 
Mir. No, 8 falle, uiiffbtifly of your Lope. 
Seo. Les, by Heaven, © thou haſt jilted him ſd | m 
bandſdmly, 830 185 quiſſd al my Rage. 
A 


Mir. Yes, 'T falle; falfe to Un s Gallant Man, _ an 
Is George. NI. 
falſt to my Eintband, to tn 'Sex's Fame; for yo tore || co 
charming, 1 alas att bet _ 

Prince, Lejere, have 1. fp hn u thee? I NGO be 

Geo, 1110 is, the fatal Beauty, Sir, for whom ſo, often i 
you bave ſeen nie langui fh. ki 


Prince. Ah! wouldſt thou ſee me on a rreeptce, and 
not prey ent my Danger? | 
Geo, To thightier Frlendſhip I ou all ſurrender, and Nc 
ſilently have 740 hor Petjuries 3 but thoſe to yon, au- Na 
ken'd All my Rage: but ſhe has out-trick d me, and I beg Ch 


her Tad ad t6 ſecüte her yours, have loy'd anew, on 
z nd beg Protection in your Lodgings, Sir, for a young * 


Maid Whom 1 defgh to marry, 
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Prince. Command my Life, my Fortune, and my 


Sword, for the unwilling Injury I have gone thee—And 


is this the charming perjur'd Fair, Mirtilla ? 

Geo. It is, n PRE 

Prince. Since it is poſſible that you .cou'd ceaſe to lo 
this Gallant Man, whom I have heard with ſo mu 


4 


tender Paſſion tell your Loves, what facred Vows had 


paſt, and what Endearments, bow can J hope from 
thee a laſting Faith: Vet on the Oaths that thou 
haſt ſworn to me——by all thy Hopes of Pardon for 
thy Perjuries, to eaſe my panting Hgart———once ſpe 
the Truth——Didſt thou not take this Woman fr a 
Man ? FOWL | 

Mir. 1 dd—and were ſhe ſo, I wou'd with Pride 
own all the Vows I've broke. Eres | 

Prince. Why this is faix——and tho I buy this Know- 
ledge at the vaſt Price of all my Repoſe; yet I muſt 
own, *tis a better Bargain than chaff ring of a Heart 
for feign'd Embraces——Thou haſt undone me yet 
muſt have my Friendſhip ; and twill be ſtill me Eaſe 
in this Extreme, to ſee thee yet repent, and love Te- 
jere. 

Mir. No, Sir, this Beauty muſt be firſt declining, to 
make me take up with a former Lover. £ 

Geo. No, Sir, I have diſpos d my Heart another way; 
and the firſt knowledge of her Falſhood cur d me: Her 
Marriage I forgave that thing of Form but never 
could her Fondneſs to this Youth. 285. 

Epics. Who's this Lady, Sir, whpſe Pardon I muſt 


Geo. My Siſter, Sir, who I diſguisd on purpoſe to be 
a Guard to this luſpeted Fair 05 
Euter Welborn. 


Wel. Ha, ſhe's there! | 
Now every Feature points me out my Conquereſs. — 
Nay ſtart not have found Thee, thou malicious 
Charmer, to bring me ſp near to Bliſs, and not afford me 
one kind hint. 1 


9 | Oliv, 
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Oliv. And are not you a very dull Fellow, that loy'd 
and Jong'd, and had the Maid ſo near you, and yet need- 
ed a Hint? hy 
Mel. Nay, if you conceal'd your precious Talent, how 
Thou'd it 5 55 body? d a ; 
Oliv. Conceal'd it !—No, Faith, I made a very fair 
Tender; but you refus'd it, as not being current Coin. 
Mil. But if you moſt feloniouſly, and unlawfully de- 
face our Sovereign's Image, ſo as it may be as ſoon taken 
' for the Grand Signior's, I may ſuſpect the Metal too. 
Oliv. What ſay you if I tender it before theſe lawful 
Witneſſes ? ts 


Mel. I'II take it for good Payment I Charles 
Welborn b 
Oliv, Ha, Welborn ! | LAſide. 


Mel. Take thee whom? — Gad if the Parſon of the 
Pariſh knew your Name no better than I— twill be but a 
blind Bargain. EE 
Geo. Olivia Marteen 
Mel. My deſtin'd Wife! | 4 
Geo. The very ſame: Have you the Parſon ready? 
Mel. He waits in my Chamber. 
Oliv. Madam, I beg you'll lend me ſomething more 
becoming my Sex. _ * 
Mir. Manage will furniſh you from my Wardrobe. 
£ { Exit Olivia. 


Enter Tereſia, 
Geo. And ſee my good Genius appears too. 
© Tere, See, Sir, I ain reſolv'd to be welcome to your 
Arms; look, here are the Writings of the Eſtate my 
Grandfather left me, and here's three thouſand Pound my 
Grandmother has ſettled on me, upon her Marriage with 
ou. CR [Gives him the Writings, 
Seo. And here's my Father's Eſtate ſettled on me 
Come let's put them together — and go in, and let the 
Parſon do as much for us. Puts em in her Caſe. 
| Tere. But have you very well conſidered this Matter? 
Geo. Tereſia, we'll do like moſt Couples, marry firſt, 


and conſider afterwards Leads her in. 
: Rs Enter | 


air 


re 
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Enter a Footman, e 
Foot. Sir, here's Sir Merlin, with a Lady mask'd, 
wou'd ſpeak with you. | 
Wel. Carry em into the Dining- Room, I'll wait on em 
anon. | [ Exeunt Omnes, 


SCEN E, my Lady Youthly's; Diſcovers 
her, and Lettice dreſſing her. | 


L. Youth. Hold the Glaſs higher, Lettice; is not this 
Tour too brown Methinks it does not give a youth- 
ful Aire to my Face. 

Lett. That's not in Nature. 

L. Youth, Like Nature ay, but Nature's ſelf wants 
Art, nor does this Fontange ſuit with my Complexion— 
put on a little more red, Lettice, on my Cheeks, and 
Lips. 3 . [She does ſo. 

Lett, Ay, for they are but a little roo much upon the 
Coventry-Blue—_—This Tour muſt come more forward, 
Madam, to hide the Wrinkles at the corners of your 
Eyes [Pulls it. 

IL. Youth. Ay, Lettice, but there are others, that nei- 
ther Tours, nor Paint, nor Patches will hide, I fear 
yet altogether, Lettice | t 

Puts on her Spectacles, and looks in the Glaſs, 
| | Enter Sir Rowland. | | 

Sir Row!. What, no Bride yet, nor Bridegroom ? 

L. Youth. Ay, what can be the meaning of this? 

Sir Row!l, But Tereſia, Madam, where can ſhe be gad- 
ding ? 

. Youth, Why Lettice tells me, ſhe went to buy ſome 
Trifles to adorn her this Night —Her Governante is with 
her, and my Steward. 

| Enter Mr. Twang. . 

Twang. Alas, what pity tis; the Supper is quite ſpoil'd, 
and no Bridegroom come! 

A Noiſe of hallowing without, and Muſicks 
Enter Lady Blunder, 

L. Blun, Bleſs us! Here's a whole Regiment of Live- 

ries, Coaches, and 2 the Door! the Fops of 
* 
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the Town have heard of a Wedding, and are come in 

Maſquerade, n 

Enter Muſick playing; after them, Prince Frederick 

Leading Mirtilla, George leading Tereſia; Sir Merlin, 

Diana; Mrs. Manage, Britton; Pages, and Footmen, 

all in Maſquerade. Sir Morgan comes in, all in 
Meurning; Welborn, and Olivia. 

Sir Mer. Hearing of a high Wedding, Sir, we made 
bold (as the ſaying is) to give you Joy. Sir, are not you 
the Bridegroom ? 1 
Tere. Where's your Bride, Sir? Ha ! ha! ha! 

Sir Mer. Ay, ay, where's your Bride ? 

Sir Rowl. What's that to you, Sir Coxcomb ? 


Sir Mer. Hum — bow the Devil came he to know me 


now ?—lIs this reverend Gentlewoman your Lady, Sir? 
Sir Row!l. Ounds, they come to mock us! — Hark ye, 
hark ye Tawdrums, if you are Men, ſhew- your Faces; 
if Apes, play over your Monkey-Tricks, and be gone, 
d'ye hear. Ve are not at leiſure for Fooling, 
Geo. Be but at leiſure, Sir, to pardon ¶ George kneels. 

this one Diſobedience of my Life, and all the reſt III de- 
dicate to pleaſe and humour you. Sir, I am marry'd. 


{Pulls off his Make 


Sir Rowl, What the Devil's that to me, Sir? 

Geo. Do not you know me, Sir ? 

Sir Rowl, No, Sir, nor don't care to know any ſuch 
flaunting Coxcombs. | Wit 

Geo. Look on me, Sir. [Looks on him, knows him, 
goes away, and returns. 


Sir Rowl, Hum, hum, hum 

Tere. It is your Son, Sir, your darling Son, who has 
ſav d your Life from Inſolence. 

Sir Rowl, Hum-——Tereſia ! 28 

L. Touth. How, Tereſia! what robb'd me of my in- 
tended Husband ? Oh undone! undone! 
"Rae? | [Falls into 4 Chair. 

Sir, Rewl. And baſt thou, after all, ſerved me ſuch a 
Rogue's Trick, thou ungracious Varlet ? What cuckold 
thine own Father ! 


Geo , 


1 
£ 
, 
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Geo, Oh do not frown, 1 cannot bear your Anger: 
Here will 1 bang for ever till you pardon me. 

[Claſps his Knees, 

Sir Noro l. Look lock bot) cannot I be angry 
with the good-natur'd young Rogue [Weeps. 
Well George but harkye, nn this is 4 dann d 
Trick of yours. 

Geo, Sir, 1 found my Youth was fittet fot ber thin 
your Age, and you'll be as fond of a Grand- Child of my 

begercin, as you would of a Sos of another Man's, per- 
baps, 

Sir Rowl, Thou- ct in the right ont. N 

Sir Mer. Ha! ! 1s Mode mi then my Moher 
Guns ARS 

Geo. Sir, here's -— CoH e wants your Pardon; 
my Brother Merlin, aud my Diana. © 

= Blun. Diana / what, Sir Harty Modiſp's Miltreſs 2 

Tes, 2 me at the Haſſet- Table; and, in 
. 1 refoly'd to tharfy the nert Man of Forde 1 
met with. 

Sir Rowl. The Fool bad more e Wit than 1 FOB he 
had z for which I'll give him 4 thouſand Pound a Year. 

Geo, I humbly thank you, Sir. 

BY 5 nanebel bits who are you in Motra- 
or 

© Sir Morg. Alas! Madam, for 4 Perſon of Quality that 

was my Wife; but reſt ber Soul, ſhe's burnt. {Weeps. 

And I ſhall never ſee any thing again like her. 

Mir. No! What think you of this Face, Sir ? 

Sir Morg. As Gad ſhall ſa“ me, as like as if the ſame. 

L. Blun. In troth, and ſo ſhe is. 

Prince, *Tis true, ſhe was once your Wife; but I have 
preſerv d her from che Flames, and I have "moſt Right 
to her. 

Sir Morg. That's a hard Caſe, Sir, that a Man muſt 
loſe his Wife, becauſe another has more Right to her than 
himſelf ; is that Law, Sir? 

Prince, Lover's Law, Sir. 

L. Blun, Ay, ay, Son, 'tis the Faſhion to marry one 
Week, and ſeparate the next: I'll fer you a Precedent for 
jt my ſelf, In 


- 
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trans i this time. Welborn kneels with Olivia; 
_ Sir Rowland zakes em wp, and kiſſes em. 
Sir Morg. Nay, if it be the Faſhion, I'll e'en into the 
Connery.) and be merry with-my Tenams, and hawk, and 
hunt, and Horſe- match. 
prince. But now, Sir, I'll reſign my. Right to you, 
and content my elf ach the Honour to have perſerv'd 
her from the Fire, Prince delivers Mirtilla #0 Sir 
Morgan, who receives her. 

; Sir * 5 As Gad ſhall fa? me, Sir, you're 2 civil Per- 
ſon 3 and now I find you can endure a Woman, Sir, 1 II 
we you leave to viſit her. | 

Sir:Rowl. Well, ſince we're all agreed, and that the 
Fiddles are here, adſnigs we'll have a Dance, Sweet · heart, 
tho thou haſt out-witted me. 

[Takes Tereſia, George takes Lady Youthly, Sc. 
Aſter the Dance, Lady Youthly weeps. . 
* _ What, weeping yet? Here, Mr. Twang, take the 
Lady to your Care; in theſe Caſes, there's nothing * 
the Conſolation of m- young Chaplain. 


7 be Widow, with, young Jointure, Hoo ola Face, 
Affected Mien, and amorous Grimace, |. 


Dee, to fall to th younger Brother's ſhare; + 
But I by Fortune, and induſtrious Care, 8 
Hau got 0 one cd s « rel witty, Youngs. an Ae | 
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EPILOGUE 
Spoken by Mr. Horden. 


Wer grows impatient to be out of ain, | Sy 


And fain wou'd know our Fortune, Loſs, or Gain: 


1 — | | | I 


— - ” 


The Merchants Phraſe mayn't be improper now, 


If ye our City Character allow. . 

But ſome ſpruce Critick, I hear, ſwears tis ſirange, 
To take a pouder d Beau off from the Exchange 3 

A place more fam'd for Band, and Dreſs preciſe, 
For greaſy Cuckolds, Stockjobbers, and Lyes, 

Than for a Spark oth' Town : but now-a-days 
The Cit ſets up in Box, puffs, perfumes, plays; 
And tho he paſſes for a Man of Trade, 

Is the chief Squeaker at the Maſquerade. 

Let him his Siſter, or his Wife beware, 

'Tis not for nothing Courtiers go ſo far. 

Thus for awhile he holds, till Caſh is found 

To be a Devtor many a woful Pound ; 

Then off he moves, and in another Year 

Turns true Alſatiap, or Sollicitor. 12 

For we (except o th Stage) ſhall ſeldom find, 

To a poor broken Beau, a Lady kind : | 
Whilſt pow'rful Guinea laſts, he's wondrous pretty, 
And much the fineſt Gentleman 0'th' City; 

But when Fob's empty, he's an odious Creature, 
Fough how he ſtints ! Was not one taking Feature; 
Then ſuch an aukard Mein, and vulgar Senſe, 
1wvow I wonder at his Impudence. 
'T66 well Lejere appear d, George au tht Plixt — 
To the gay Monſieur, Footmen, and Diſyuiſe, 


| Charmi 
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Charms which few Engliſh Women can withſtand 
What can't a Man of Quality command ? 
As to the Faults, or Merits of the Play, 
Me leave you to be Fudges ef; yet ſay, 

Te ought in juſtice to be kind to day. 

For to our Coſt, alas, we ſoon ſhall find, 
Perhaps not half the Money ye deſign'd, 
Conſider, Sirs, it goes to be refin'd. f 
And ſince in all Exchanges tis a Notion, 
For what ye take to be in due Proportion; 
So may we juſtly hope no wrong is done ye, 
If ye have par of Wit, for par of Money. 


